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MATTER.

in.

I'm, |>1;iin philosophical and sci-

entific proofs by which we have

established the actij in disians, al-

though sufficient, in our judgment,
to convince every unbiassed reader

of the truth of the view we have

maintained, may nevertheless prove

inadequate to remove the prejudice
of those who regard the time-hon-

: doctrine of action by mat-

contact as axiomatic and unassail-

able. It is true that they cannot

upset our arguments; but they op-

pose to us oilier arguments, which

they confidently believe to be un-

answerable. It is therefore neces-

sary for us to supplement our pre-

vious demonstration by a careful

analyst, of the objections which

can be made against it, and to

show the intrinsic unsoundness of

leasonings by which they are

supported. This is what we intend

in the present article.

A Jirsl objection. The first and

chief argument advanced against
the possibility of aclio in distant

without a material medium of com-
munication is thus developed in the

Popular Science Monthly for Novem-

ber, 1873 (p. 94), by J. B. Stallo:
" How is the mutual action of

atoms existing by themselves in

complete insulation, and wholly
without contact, to be realized in

thought? We are here in presence
of the old difficulties respecting the

possibility of actio in disians which

nted themselves to the minds
of the physicists in Newton's time,

and constituted one of the topics
of the famous discussion between
Leibnitz and C'.larke, in the course

of which Clarke made the remark-

able admission that
'

if one body at-

tracted another without an inter-

vening body, that would be not a

miracle, but a contradiction ; for it

would be to suppose that a body
where it is not

'

otherwise

Entered according to Acl of Congress, in the year 1874. by Rev. I. T. HECKKR.IU the Office of
the Librarian of Congress, at Washington, D. C.



Matter.

expressed: Inasmuch as action is

but a mode of being, the assertion

that a body can act where it is not

would be tantamount to the asser-

tion that a body can be where it is

not. This admission was entirely

in consonance with Newton's own

opinion; indeed, Clarke's words

are but a paraphrase of the cele-

brated passage in one of Newton's

letters to Bentley, cited by John
Stuart Mill in his System of Logic,

which runs as follows :

'

It is in-

conceivable that inanimate brute

matter should, without the mediation

of something else which is not ma-

terial, operate upon and affect other

matter without mutual contact. . .

That gravity should be innate, in-

herent, and essential to matter, so

that one body may act on another,

at a distance, through a vacuum,
without the mediation of anything
else by and through which their ac-

tion and force be conveyed from

one to the other, is to me so great
an absurdity that I believe no man,
who in philosophical matters has a

competent faculty of thinking, can

ever fall into it.'
"

Before we enter into the discus-

sion of this objection we must re-

mark that it is scarcely fair to allege

Newton's view as contrary to actio in

distans. For he neither requires a

material contact of matter with mat-

ter nor a material medium of com-
munication

;
he says, on the contra-

ry, that the inanimate brute matter

needs the mediation of something
else which is not material ; which

amounts to saying that his inani-

mate brute matter must have all

around a non-material sphere of

power, without which it would
never reach any distant matter.

This assertion, far from being a de-

nial of actio in distans, seems rather

to be a remote endeavor towards

its explanation ;
and it may be sur-

mised that, had Newton been as

well acquainted with the metaphy-
sical doctrine about the essential

constituents of substance as he

was with the mathematical for-

mulas of mechanics, he would have

recognized in his
" inanimate brute

matter
"

the potential constituent

of material substance, and in his

"something else which is not mate-

rial
"
the formal constituent of the

same substance and the principle

of its operation. The only objec-
tionable phrase we find in the pas-

sage now under consideration is

that in which he describes action

and force as conveyed from matter

to matter. But, as he explicitly

maintains that this convection re-

quires no material medirm, the

phrase, whatever may be its verbal

inaccuracy, is not scientifically

wrong, and cannot be brought to

bear against the actio in distans.

We therefore dismiss this part of

the objection as preposterous, and
shall at once turn our attention to

Clarke's argument, which may be

reduced to the syllogistic form thus :

"A body cannot act where it is

not present either by itself or by
its power. But actio in distans is

an action which would be exerted

where the body is not present by
itself, as is evident

;
and where the

body is not present by its power, as

there is no medium of communica-
tion. Therefore the actio in distans

is an impossibility."
The objection, though extremely

plausible, is based on a false as-

sumption that is, on the supposi-
tion that there can be distance

from the active power of one ele-

ment to the matter of another.

The truth is that, however far mat-

ter may be distant from matter, no
active power can ever be distant

from it. For no distance in space-
is conceivable without two formal
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ubications. Now, a material ele-

ment has undoubtedly a formal

ubication in space by reason of its

matter, which is the centre of its

sphere of activity, but not by rea-

son of its active power. Distances,

in fact, are always measured from a

point to a point, and never from a

point to an active power, nor from

an active power to a point. The
matter of a primitive element
marks out a point in space, and
from this point we take the direc-

tion of its exertions; but the power
of an element, as contradistin-

guished from its matter, is not a

point in space, nor does it mark a

IK lint in space, nor is it conceivable
as a term of distance. And there-

fore to suppose that there may be a

distance from the active power of

an element to the point where an-

other element is ubicated, is to

make a false supposition. The ac-

tive power transcends the predica-
ment uhi, and has no place within

which we can confine it
;

it is not

circumscribed like matter, and is

not transmissible, as the objection

supposes, from place to place

through any material medium; it is

ready, on the contrary, to act di-

rectly and immediately upon any
matter existing in its indefinite*

sphere, while its own matter is cir-

cumscriptively ubicated in that sin-

gle point f which is the centre of
the same sphere. Prof. Faraday
explicitly affirmed that

" each atom
extends, so to say, throughout the
whole of the solar system, yet al-

ways retains its own centre of

force"; \ which, in metaphysical

* We say
"
indefinite," because this virtua'

sphere in its continuous expansion wanes away in-

sensibly, and has no definfle limiting surface.

^1
hat the matter of a primitive element is mathe-

matically uncxtended will be rigorously proved in
the next following articles.

" A Speculation touching Electric Conduction
and the Nature of Matter." Philos. Magazine,
1844, vol. xxiv. p. 136.

language, means that while the mat-
ter of a primitive element occupies
a single point, the form constitutes

around it an indefinite sphere of

power. And for this reason it was

Faraday's opinion that the words
actio in dislans should not be em-

ployed in science. For although
the matter of one body is distant

from the matter of another, yet the

power that acts is not distant
;

and therefore, although there is no
contact of matter with matter, there

is a contactus virtutis, or a contact

of power with matter, which alone

is recpuired for the production of

the effect.

\Ve are far from supposing that

the adversaries of the actio in tiis-

tans will be silenced by the preced-

ing answer; as it is very probable
that the answer itself will be to

many of them a source of new diffi-

culties. Still, many things are

true which are difficult to be un-

derstood; and it would be against
reason to deny truths sufficiently
inferred from facts, only on ac-

count of the difficulty which we

experience in giving a popular
explanation of them. Those who,
to avoid such a difficulty, deny
action at a distance, expose them-
selves to other difficulties which
are much more real, as admitting
of no possible solution; and if they

reject actions at a distance because
their explanation appears to be dif-

ficult, they are also bound to reject
even more decidedly all actions by
material contact; for these indeed
admit of no explanation whatever,
as we have already shown. *

To understand and explain how
material elements can act at any
distance is difficult, for this one
radical reason: that our intellectual

work is never purely intellectual,

* THE CATHOLIC WORLD, August, 1874, p. 584.
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but is always accompanied by the

working of that other very useful,

but sometimes mischievous, power
which we call imagination ;

and be-

cause, when we are trying to un-

derstand something that transcends

imagination, and of which no sensi-

ble image can be formed, our intel-

lect finds itself under the necessity

of working without the assistance

of suitable sensible representations.

Our imagination, however, can-

not remain inactive, and there-

fore it strives continually to sup-

ply the intellect with new images;
but as these, unhappily, are not

calculated to afford any exact re-

presentation of intellectual things,

the intellect, instead of receiving

help from the imagination, is rather

embarrassed and led astray by it.

On the other hand, the words

which we are generally obliged to

use in speaking of intellectual ob-

jects are more or less immediately
drawn from sensible things, and

have still a certain connection with

sensible images. With such words,
our explanations must, of course, be

metaphorical in some degree, and

represent the intelligible through
the sensible, even when the latter

is incompatible with the former.

This is one of the reasons why, in

some cases, men fail to express in-

telligibly and in an unobjection-
able manner their most intellectual

thoughts. True it is that the me-

taphysicians, by the definite form

of their terminology, have greatly
diminished this last difficulty ; but,

as their language is little known
outside of the philosophical world,
our use of it will scarcely help the

common reader to understand what
it conveys. On the contrary, the

greater the exactness of our ex-

pressions, the more strange and ab-

surd our style will appear to him
who knows of no other language

than that of his senses, his imagina-

tion, and popular prejudice.

These general remarks apply
most particularly to actio in distans.

It is objected that a cause cannot

act where it is not, and where its

power is not conveyed through a

material medium. Now, this pro-

position is to be ranked among
those which nothing but popular

prejudice, incompleteness of con-

ception, and imperfection of lan-

guage cause to be received as ax-

iomatic. We have pointed out

that no material medium exists

through which power can be con-

veyed ; but as the objection is pre-

sented in popular terms and ap-

peals to imagination, whilst our an-

swer has no such advantage, it is

very probable that the objection
will keep its ground as long as

men will be led by imagination
more than by intellect. To avoid

this danger, Faraday preferred to

say that
"
the atom [primitive ele-

ment] of matter is everywhere pre-

sent," and therefore can act

everywhere. But by this answer
the learned professor, while trying
to avoid Scylla, struck against

Charybdis. For, if the clement of

matter is everywhere present, then

Westminster .Abbey, for instance,

is everywhere present ; which can-

not be true in the ordinary sense

of the words. In fact, we are ac-

customed to say that a body is

present, not in that place where its

action is felt, but in that from
which the direction of the action

proceeds , and since such a direc-

tion proceeds from the centres

of power, to these centres alone
we refer when we point out the

place occupied by a body. Prof.

Faraday, on the contrary, refers to

the active powers when he says
that matter is everywhere present ;

for he considers the elements as
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consisting of power alone.* But

this way of speaking is irreconcila-

ble with the notions we have of

miniate, places, distances, etc.,

and creates a chaotic confusion in

all our ideas of material things.

He spe.iks more correctly in the

passage which we have already

mentioned, where he states that

"each atom (element] extends, so

ti> suv, throughout (he whole of the

i system, yet always retaining
its own centre of force." Here the

words ''
so to say

"
tell us clearly

that the author, having found no

proper terms to express him

makes use of a metaphor, and at-

tributes i\\/cnsi,'>! to the material

elements in a sense whii h is not

yet adopted in common use. He
clearly wishes to say tn fa ele-

ment extends virtually throughout

space, though it materially occu-

pies only the central point from

which its action is directed."

This latter answer is very good.
Hut people are not likely to realize

its full meaning; for in speaking
of material substance men frequent-

ly confound that which belongs to

it by reason of its matter with that

which belongs to it by reason of

its substantial form. It is evident,

however, that if the substance had
no matter, it would not mark out

a point in space ;
it is, therefore,

only on account of its matter that

a substance is formally ubicated.

"He says: "What do we know of the atom
apart from its force? You imagine a nucleus which
may be called

,
and surround it by forces which

may be called in : to my mind the rt, or nucleus,
vanishes, and the substance consists in the powers
of m. And, indeed, what notion can we form of the
nucleus independent c,f in

j wcrs ? What thought
DBOn which to hans the imagination of an a

independent of the acknowledged forces?"
u'er that there remains the iicrtiii, the

foairi/j; and the lacal position, which are not

!y of the m. but of the a. The a, even
ccordlng to Faraday, is the real centre nf a sphere,
and therefore it cannot vanish while the sphere ex-
ists, except inasmuch as it must be conceived with-
out bulk, according to the theory of simple elements
which he a<!<

As to the substantial form (which
is the principle of activity), al-

though it is said to have a kind of

ubication on account of the ma*tcr

to which it is terminated, neverthe-

less, of itself, it has no capability
of formal ubication, as we have al-

;

v shown. Hence tli

to which the power of an

element can be applied is not to

be measured by the ubication of

its matter; and although r

< an act where it is not virtually by
its power, \ et a. cause can a< t \\

'

it is not present by its matter.

The direct answer to the

merit proposed would, therefore, be

as follows :

" A body cannot act where
not present either by itself or by
its power." GranteJ.

"
Hut actio in Jistaiu is an action

which would be exerted where the

body is not present by itself, as is

evident." GranteJ. ''And where

the body is not present by its pow-
er." False.

To the reason adduced, that

''there is no medium of communi-

cation," we simply reply that such

a medium is not required, as the

r.ctive power constitutes an indefi-

nite sphere, and is already present
after its own manner (that is, vir-

tually) wherever it is to be exerted
;

and therefore it has no need of be-

ing transmitted through a medium.
This is the radical solution of

the difficulty proposed. But the

notion of an indefinite sphere of

activity, on which this solution is

grounded, is, in the eyes of our op-

ponents, only a whimsical inven-

tion, inconsistent, as they think,

with the received principles of phi-

losophy. We must therefore vindi-

cate our preceding answer against

their other objections.
A second objection. A sphere of

power, they say, is a mere absurd-
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ity. For how can the active pow-
er be there, where its matter is

not ? The matter is the first sub-

ject of its form ;
and therefore the

form must be in the matter, and

not outside of it. But in a primi-

tive substance the active power is

entitatively the same thing with the

substantial form; accordingly, the

active power of a primitive sub-

stance must be entirely in its mat-

ter, and not outside of it. And the

same conclusion is to be applied to

the powers of all material com-

pounds ;
for in all cases the form

must be supported by the matter.

How is it, then, possible to admit a

sphere of power outside of its mat-

ter, and so distant from its matter

as is the sun from the planets?
This objection, which we have of-

ten heard from men who should have

known better, is wholly grounded
on a. false conception of the rela-

tion between the matter and the

form of a primitive being. It is

false, in fact, that the matter sup-

ports the substantial form, and it is

false that the substantial form ex-

ists in the matter as in a subject.

The accidental act requires a sub-

ject already existing ;
but the sub-

stantial act requires only a. poten-
tial term to which it has to give

the first existence. This is evi-

dent; because if the substantial

act ought to be supported by a

real subject, this real subject would

be an actual substance before re-

ceiving the same substantial act
;

which is a contradiction in terms.

And therefore the form is not sup-

ported by the matter, but only ter-

minated to it
;
and the matter is not

the subject of the form, though it is

so called by many, but is only the

substantial term, to which the

substantial form gives existence.
"
Properly speaking," says S. Tho-

mas,
"
that which is potential in re-

gard to some accidental actuality

is called subject. For the subject

gives actuality to the accident, as

the accident has no actuality ex-

cept through its subject ; and for

this reason we say that accidents

are in a subject, whereas we do not

say that tlic substantial farm is in a

subject.
'

Matter,' therefore, and
'

subject,' differ in this : that
'

sub-

ject
' means something which does

not receive its actuality by the ac-

cession of anything else, but exists

by itself and possesses a complete

actuality (as, for example, a white

man does not receive his being
from his whiteness).

'

Matter,' on

the contrary, means something
which receives its actuality from

that which is given to it
;
because

matter has, of itself, only an in-

complete being, or rather no being
at all, as the Commentator says.

Hence, to speak properly, the form

gives existence to the matter
;

whereas the accident gives no ex-

istence to the subject, as it is the

subject that gives existence to the

accident. Yet ' matter
'

is some-
times confounded with 'subject,'
and vice versa."*

From this doctrine it is manifest

that the matter is not the subject
of the substantial form, and conse-

quently that the form, or the prin-

ciple of activity, is in no need of

being supported by its matter. It

is rather the matter itself that needs
to be supported that is, kept in

existence by its form
;
as it has no

being except from it. The matter
is potency, and the form is act ;

now, all act is nobler than its cor-

responding potency. It is not,

therefore, the potency that deter-

mines the conditions of existence

of its act, but the act itself deter-

mines the conditions of existence

*
Opusc. DC Princifiis Nalura.
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of its potency. And thus it is not

the matter that determines the

range of its form, but it is the form

that determines the being of its

own matter, in the same nianii'

the form of a body determines its

> ity. These consider-

ations, which will hereafter receive

a greater development, suffice to

show that the range of the elemen-

tary power is not determined or

circumscribed by its material term.

And thus the objection is substan-

tially destroyed.
<j who make this objection

suppose that the activity of a mate-

rial element is entitatively enclosed,

embedded, and merged ia the mat-

ter as in a physical recipient by
which it must be circumscribed.

This supposition is a gross philo-
ilcal blunder. The mailer of a

primitive element is not a physical

recipient of the substantial form
;

for it is nothing physically before

it is actuated. The substantial

form gives to the matter its first

being ; and therefore it cannot be

related to it as the enclosed to the

encloser or the supported to the

supporter, but only as the deter-

miner to the determinable. This

is an obvious metaphysical truth

that cannot he questioned. More-

over, the form can determine the

existence of a material point in

space without being itself confined

to that point. This is very clear-

ly inferred from the fact already

established, vi/., that a material

point Beta .".11 around itself in ac-

cordance with the Newtonian law;
for this fact compels the conception
of a material element as a virtual

sphere, of which the matter is the

central point, while its virtual

sphericity must be traced to the

special character of the form.

Now, although the centre of a

sphere borrows all its centric real-

ity from the sphericity of whirh it

is the intrinsic term, yet the sphe-

ricity itself cannot be confined

within it-, nun c -'litre; which .shows

that, although the matter of a;i cle-

ment borrows all its reality from

the substantial form of which it is

the essential term, yet the substan-

tial form itself, on account of its

known spherical character, must

virtually extend all around its mat-

ter, and constitute, so to say, an

atmosphere of power expanding as

far, at least, from the central point
as is necessary for the production
of the phenomena of universal

gravitation.

Xor can this be a sufi

ground for inferring, as the objec-
tion does, that in such a case the

form would be distant from its :

tcr as much as the sun is from the

planets. The form, as such, can-

not be considered as a term of the

relation of distance
; for, as we

have already remarked, there is no

distance without two formal ubica-

tions. Now, the form, as such, has

no formal ubication, but is reduced
to the predicament ubi only by the

ubication of its own matter. Hence
it is impossible rationally to con-

ceive a distance between the mat-
ter and its form, however great

may be the sphere of activity of the

material element. When the sub-

stantial form is regarded as a prin-

ciple of accidental actions, we may
indeed consider it, if not as com-

posed of, at least as equivalent to,

a continuous series of concentric

spherical forms overlying one an-

other throughout the whole range
of activity ; and we may thus con-

ceive every one of them as virtual-

ly distant from the material centre,

its virtual distance being measured

by its radius. But, strictly speak-

ing, the radius measures the dis-

tance between the agent and the
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patient, not between the agent and
its own power; and, on the other

hand, as the imagined series of

concentric sphericities continues

uninterruptedly up to the very cen-

tre of the sphere, we can easily

perceive that the substantial form,
even as a principle of action, is im-

mediately and intrinsically termi-

nated to its own matter.

A third objection. What concep-
tion can we form of an indefinite

sphere? For a sphere without a

spherical surface is inconceivable.

But an indefinite sphere is a sphere
without a spherical surface; for if

there were a surface, there would
be a limit

;
and if there were a limit,

the sphere would not extend in-

definitely. It is therefore impossi-
ble to conceive an indefinite sphere
of activity.

This objection is easily answered.
A sphere without a spherical form
is indeed inconceivable

;
but it is

not necessary that the spherical
form should be a limiting surface,
as the objection assumes. We may
imagine an indefinite sphere of

matter; that is, a body having a

density continually decreasing in

the inverse ratio of the squared
distances from a central point.
Jts sphericity would consist in the

spherical decrease of its density;
which means that the body would
be a sphere, not on account of an
exterior spherical limit, but on ac-
count of its interior constitution.

Now, what we say of an indefinite

sphere of matter applies, by strict

analogy, to an indefinite sphere of

power. Only, in passing from the
former to the latter, the word ,/cn-

sitv should be replaced by inten-

sity ; for intensity is to power what

density is to matter. And thus an
indefinite sphere of power may
have its spherical character within
itself without borrowing it from a

limiting surface. We may, there-

fore, consider this third objection
as solved.

Let us add that in our sphere of

power not only all the conditions

are fulfilled which the law of gravi-
tation requires, but, what is still

more satisfactory, all the conditions
also which befit the metaphysical
constitution of a primitive sub-

stance. We have a centre (matter),
the existence of which essentially

depends on the existence of a prin-

ciple of activity (farm) constituting
a virtual sphere. Take away the
substantial form, and the matter
will cease to have existence. Take

away the -virtual sphericity, and the

centre will be no more. But let

the spherical form be created
; the

centre will immediately be called

into existence as the essential and
intrinsic term of sphericity, it be-

ing impossible for a real spheri-

city not to give existence to a real

centre. And although this spheri-
cal form possesses an intensity of

power decreasing in proportion as

the sphere expands, still it has

everywhere the same property of

giving existence to its centre, since
it has everywhere an intrinsic sphe-
rical character essentially connect-
ed with a central point as its indis-

pensable term. Whence we see
that the substantial form, though
virtually extending into an indefi-

nite sphere, is everywhere termi-
nated to its own matter. Thus the
Newtonian law and the aclio in dis-

laiis, far from being opposed to the
known metaphysical law of the
constitution of things, serve rather
to make it more evident by afford-

ing us the means of representing to

ourselves in an intelligible and al-

most tangible manner the ontologic
relation of matter and form in the

primitive substance.
A fourth objection. A. power
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which virtually extends throughout
an indefinite sphere must possess
an infinite intensity, But no ma-

terial element possesses a power of

infinite intensity. Therefore no

clement extends its power through-
out an indefinite sphere. The

>r of this syllogism is proved
thus: In an indefinite sphere we

conceive an infinite multitude

of concentric spherical surfaces, to

every one of which the active power
of the element can be applied for

the production of a finite effect.

But the finite taken an infinite

number of times gives infinity.

Therefore the total action of an

element in its sphere will be infi-

nite; which requires a power of in-

finite intensity.
Tlu 1 answer to this objection is

not difficult. From the fact that

the active, powers virtually extend

through an indefinite sphere and
act everywhere in accordance with

the Newtonian law, it is impossible
to prove that material elements

a power of infinite intensity.
\\ > i on. rile, of course, that in an

indefinite sphere "an infinite mul-
titude of concentric spherical sur-

) can be conceived, to every one
of which the active power of the

element can be applied for the pro-
duction of a finite effect." We
also concede that "the finite taken

an infinite number of times gives
infmiu." But when it is argued
that therefore "the total action of

an element in its sphere will be in-

finite," ue must distinguish. The
total action will be infinite in this

sense: thai it would reach an infi-

nite multitude of terms, if they ex-

isted in its sphere, and produce in

each of them a determinate effect,

according to their distance this

we ' The total action will

be infinite that is, the total effort

of the element will be infinitely in-

tense ;
this we deny. The school-

men would briefly answer that the

action will be infinite tcrminatir<\

but not intensive. This distinc-

tion, which entirely upsets the ob-

jection, needs a few words of ex-

planation.
In the action of one element

upon another the power of the

agent, while exerted on the patient,

is not prevented from exerting it-

self at the very same time upon any
other element existing in its sphere
of activity. This is a well-known

physical law. Hence the same ele-

ment ran emit a thousand actions

simultaneously, without possessing a

thousand powers or a thousandfold

power, by the simultaneous appli-
cation of its single power to a thou-

sand different terms. The actions

of an agent are therefore indefinite-

ly multiplied by the mere multipli-
cation of the terms, with no multi-

plication of the active power; and

accordingly an active power of

finite intensity may have an infinite

applicability. This is true of all

created powers. Our intellect, for

instance, is substantially finite, and

yet it can investigate and under-

stand any number of intelligible ob-

jects. This amounts to saying that,

if there is no limit to possible in-

tellectual conceptions, there is no

limit to the number of intelligible

terms
; but from this fact it would

be absurd to infer that a created

intellect has a power of infinite in-

tensity. In like manner, the motive

power of a material element is sub-

stantially finite, and yet it can be

applied to the production of a num-
ber of movements which has no
limit but the number of the terms

capable of receiving the motion.

The infinity of the total action is

therefore grounded on an assumed

infinity of terms, not en an infinite

intensity of the power.
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Nor can this be a matter of sur-

prise. For, as the motive power is

not transmitted from the agent to

the patient, it remains whole and

entire in the agent, however much
it may be exerted in all directions.

It is not absorbed, or exhausted, or

weakened by its exertions, and,

while acting on any number of

terms, is yet ready to act on any
number of other terms as intensely

as it would on each of them sepa-

rately. If ten new planets were now

created, the sun would need no in-

crease of power to attract them all;

its actual power would suffice to

govern their course without the

least interference with the gravita-

tion of the other existing planets.

And the reason of this is that the

power of all material elements is

naturally determined to act, and

therefore needs no other condition

for its exertion than the presence
of the movable terms within the

reach of its activity. The number
of such terms is therefore at every
instant the measure of the number
of the real actions.

We have said that the active pow-
er is not weakened by its exertions.

In fact, a cause is never weakened

by the mere production of its con-
natural effects, but only because,
while producing its effects, it is sub-

jected to the action of other agents
which tends to alter and break up
its natural constitution. Now, to

be altered and impaired may be the

lot of those causes whose causality
arises from the conspiration of many
active principles, as is the case v/ith

all the physical compounds. But

primitive causes, such as the first

elements of matter, are altogether
unalterable and incorruptible with

respect to their substantial being,
and can never be impaired. When
we burn a piece of paper, the paper
with its composition is destroyed,

but we know that its first compo-
nents remain unaltered, and preserve
still the same active powers which

they possessed when they were all

united in the piece of paper.
This incontrovertible fact maybe

confirmed a priori by reflecting that

the active principle, or the substan-

tial form, of a primitive element,

is not exposed to the influence of

any natural agent capable of im-

pairing it. Everything that is im-

paired is impaired by its contrary.

Now, the active principle has no

contrary. The only thing which

might be imagined to be contrary
to a motive power would be a mo-
tive power of an opposite nature,

such as the repulsive against the at-

tractive. Motive powers, however,
do not act on one another, but on

their matter only, as matter alone

is passive. On the other hand, even

if one power could act on another,
its motive action would only pro-
duce an accidental determination to

local movement, which determina-

tion surely would not alter in the

least the substance of a primitive

being. Hence, although two op-
posite actions, when terminated to

the same subject, can neutralize

each other, yet two opposite motive

powers can -never exercise any in-

fluence on each other by their natu-

ral actions
; and therefore, in spite

of their finite entity, they are never

impaired or weakened, and are ap-
plicable to the production of an un-

limited number of actions.

A fifth objection. An action of
infinite intensity cannot but proceed
from a power of infinite intensity.

But, according to the Newtonian

law, two elements, when their dis-

tance has become infinitely small,
act on one another with an intensity

infinitely great. Therefore, if the

Newtonian law hold good even to

the very centre of the element, the
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elementary power possesses infinite

intensity.

To this we reply that tlie mathe-

matical expression of the intensity

of the action, in the case of infini-

ti'siinal distances, does not become

infinite, except when the action is

supposed to last for a finite unit of

time. Hut the action continued for

a finite unit of time is not the actual

action of an element ;
it is the in-

tegral of all the actions exerted in

the infinite series of inlinilesimal

instants which makes up the Unit--

unit of time. To judge of the true

intensity of the actual exertion, it

is necessary to exclude from the cal-

culation the whole of the past or fu-

ture actions, and to take into ac-

rount the only action which corre-

sponds to the infinitesimal present.
In other terms, the actual action is

expressed, not by an integral, but

by a differential. In fact, the ele-

ments act when they arc, not when

they have been, or when they will

be; they act in their present, not in

their future or in their past; and

the present, the tn>r;>, is only an in-

stant, which, though connecting the

past with the future, has in itself

neither past nor future, and there-

fore has a rigorously infinitesimal

duration. It is this instant, and
not the finite unit of time, that

measures the actual effort of the

elements. Accordingly, the action

as actually proceeding from the ele-

ments, when at infinitesimal dis-

tance, is infinitely less than the in-

tegral calculated for a finite unit of

time; which shows that the argu-
ment proposed has no foundation.

This answer serves also to com-

plete our solution of the preceding
objection. It was there objected
that the active power of an element
can be applied to the production
of an infinite multitude of finite

effects
;
to which we answered that

a finite power was competent to do
this by being applied simultaneously
to an infinite multitude of terms.

But now we add that none of those

effects acquire a finite intensity-; ex-

cept by the continuation of the

action during a finite unit of time,
and therefore that the true effect

produced in every instant of time

is infinitesimal. Hence the infinite

multitude of such effects, as related

to the instant of their actual pro-

duction, is an infinite multitude of

infinitesimals, and the total effort

of a primitive element in every in-

stant of time is therefore finite, not

infinite.

A sixth objection. If we admit
that a material element has an inde-

finite sphere of power, we must also

admit that the element has a kind
of immensity. For the active

power must evidently be present

cntitatively in all the parts of space
where it is ready to act. Accord-

ingly, as by the hypothesis it is

ready to act everywhere, its sphere

being unlimited, it must be pre-
sent everywhere and extend with-

out limit. In other words, the

elementary power would share with

God the attribute of immensity
which is impossible.

This objection, which, in spite
of its apparent strength, contains

only an appeal to imagination in-

stead of intellect, might be answered
from S. Thomas in two different

ways. The first answer is suggested

by the following passage :

" The
phrase, A thing is everywhere and in

till limes, can be understood in two
manner:; : First, as meaning that

the thing possesses in its entity the

reason of its extending to every

place and to every time; and in

this manner it is proper of God to

be everywhere and for ever. Se-

condly, as meaning that the thing
has nothing in itself by which it be
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determined to a certain place or

time."* According to this doc-

trine, a thing can be conceived to

be everywhere, either by a positive

intrinsic determination to fill all

space, or by the absence of any de-

termination implying a special re-

lation to place. We might there-

fore admit that the elementary

power is everywhere in this second

manner; for although the matter

of an element marks out a point in

space, we have seen that its power,
as such, has no determination by
which it can be confined to alimited

space. And yet nothing would

oblige us to concede that the active

power of an element, by its manner
of being everywhere,

"
shares in

God's immensity
"

;
for it is evident

that an absence of determination

has nothing common with a posi-
tive determination, and is not a

share of it.

The second answer is suggested

by a passage in which the holy
doctor inquires

"
whether to be

everywhere be an attribute of God
alone," and in which he proposes
to himself the objection that "uni-

versals are everywhere ;
so also

the first matter, as existing in all

bodies, is everywhere ;
and there-

fore something is everywhere be-

sides God." To which he very
briefly replies :

"
Universals and

the first matter are indeed every-
where, but they have not every-
where the same being." f This
answer can be applied to the active

power of primitive elements with as

*Aliquid csse semper ct ubique potest intelligi

dupliciter. Uno modo, quia habet in se unde se ex-
tendat ad omne tempus ct ad omnem locum, sicut

Deo compctit csse ubique et semper. Alio modo,
quki non habet in se quo determinetur ad aliqucm
locum vel tempus. Sumuia TkcoL, p. I, q. 16, a. 7.

t Universale est ubique ct semper ;
materia etiam

primn, qtuim hit in omnibus corporibus, est ubique.
Neutrum autem borum est Deus. Ergo esse ubi-

que non est proprium Dei. Ad primum dicendum,
quod universalc ct materia prima sunt quidem ubi-

que, sed non secundum idem esse. Suinma Theol.^
p. i, q. 8, a. 4.

much reason, to say the least, as it

is to the first matter. The active

power may therefore be admitted

to be everywhere, not indeed like

God, who is everywhere formally,

and
"
has everywhere the same be-

ing," but in a quite different man-

ner that is, by extending every-

where virtually, and by possessing

everywhere a different degree of

virtual being. We know, in fact,

that this is the case, as the exertions

of such a power become weaker

and weaker in proportion as the

object acted on is more and more
distant from the centre of activity.

Yet a third answer, which may
prove to be the best, can be drawn

from the direct comparison of the

pretended immensity of the elemen-

tary power with the real immensity
of the divine substance. God's

immensity is an infinite attribute,

which contains in itself the formal

reason of the existence of space,
and therefore eminently contains

in itself all possible ubications.

By his immensity God is essentially

everywhere with his whole sub-

stance, and is as infinite and entire

in any one point of space as he is

in the whole of the universe and
outside of it. On the other hand,
what is the pretended immensity of

the elementary power ? It is un-

necessary to remark that an indefi-

nite sphere of power does not give
existence to space, as it presup-

poses it
;

but it is important to

notice that, however great may be

the expansion of that virtual sphere,
the essence and the substance of

the element are absolutely confined

to that single point, where its form

is terminated to its matter. Both
matter and form are included in

the essence of an clement
;
hence

there only can the element be with

its essence and substance where
its matter and its form are together.
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lUit they are not together, except in

a single point. Therefore the ele-

ment, however great may be the

virtual expansion of its sphere of

power, is cs.M-ntially and .substan-

tially present only in a single point.

From this every one will see that

there is no danger of confounding
the virtual ubiquity of created

power with God's immensity. Di-

vine immensity has been ingenious-

ly, though somewhat strangely, de-

fined by a philosopher to be
"
a

sphere of which the centre is every-
where." The power of an element,

on the contrary, is "a sphere of

which the centre is ubicated in a

single point." If this does not pre-

clude the notion that the element
"
shares in God's immensity," we

fail to see why every creature

should not share also in God's

eternity, by its existence in each

successive moment of time. The

objection is t. insignificant.

A -to the virtual sphere itself, we
must bear in mind that its power

continually in intensity as the

virtual expansion is increased, till

millions of millions of elements are

required to produce the least ap-

preciable effect. Hence the virtu-

ality of elementary powers tends

continually towards zero as its

limit, although it ne,ver reaches it.

And as a decreasing series, though

implying an infinity of terms, may
have a finite value, as mathemati-

, know, so the virtuality of the

elementary [lowers, although ex-

tending after its own manner be-

yond any finite limit, represents
only a finite property of a finite

being.

i what we have said in these

lie intelligent reader will

reali/e. we hope, that the much-

m.iligned ditto in distant, as explain-
ed by us according to Faraday's

conception, can bear any amount

of philosophical scrutiny. The

principles which have formed the

basis of our preceding answers are

the three following:
i st. Motive powers have no

other formal ubication than that

from which their exertions proceed;
2d. Motive powers are never

distant from any matter
;

3d. Motive powers are not merg-
ed or embedded in the matter to

which they belong, but constitute a

virtual sphere around it.

That iit-tii> in distans not only is

possible, but is the only action pos-
sible with the material agents, has

been proved in ourpreceding article.

The embarrassment we experience
in its explanation arises, not from our

reason, but from our habit of rely-

ing too much on our imagination.
"
Imagination," says S. Thomas,

"
cannot rise above space and time."

We depict to ourselves intellectual

relations as local relations. The
idea that a material point situated

on the earth can exert its power on

the polar star suggests to us the

thought that the active power of

that element must share the ubica-

tion of the polar star, and be local-

ly present to it. Yet the true rela-

tion of the power to the star is not

a local relation, and the exertion

of the power is not terminated to

the place where the star is, but to

the star itself as to its proper sub-

ject ;
and therefore the relation is

a relation of act to potency, not a

relation of local presence.
There is nothing local in the

principle of activity, except the

central point from which its action

is directed ; and there is nothing
local in its action, except the direc-

tion from that central point to the

subject to which the action is termi-

nated. True it is that we speak of a

sphere of power, which seems to im-

ply local relations. But such a sphere
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is not locally determined by the

power, which has no ubication, but

by the matter to which that power
is to be applied. For the neces-

sity of admitting a sphere of power
arises from the fact that all the

matter placed at equal distance

from the centre of activity is equal-

ly acted on. It is only from mat-

ter to matter that distance can be

conceived
;
and thus it is only from

matter to matter, and not from

matter to power, that the radius of

a sphere can be traced. Abstract

geometry deals with imaginary
points, but physical geometry re-

quires real points of matter.

Power is above geometry, and
therefore it transcends space ; hence
the difficulty of understanding its

nature and of explaining the

mode of its operation. Nevertheless,

power and matter are made for one

another, and must have a mutual

co-ordination, since they necessa-

rily conspire into unity of essence.

Hence whatever can be predicated

potentially of the matter can be vir-

tually predicated of the power ; and,
as the matter of an element, though
actuated in a single point of space,
is everywhere potentially viz., can

be moved to any distant place so

also the principle of activity, though
formally terminated to a single

point, is everywhere virtually that

is, it can impart motion to matter
at any distance. Thus actio in

distans might directly be inferred,
as a necessary result, from the on-

tological correlation of the essen-

tial principles of matter. But we
have no need of a priori arguments,
as, in questions of fact, the best

arguments are those which arise

from the analysis of the facts them-
selves. These arguments we have

already given ; and, so long as they
are not refuted, we maintain that

nothing but actio in distans offers a

philosophical explanation of natu-
ral facts.

TO BE CONTINUED.

HOPE.

YOUTHFUL hope around thee lingers;
Soon its transient lines will fly :

Time and Death with frosty fingers
Touch its blossoms, and they die.

Yet rejoice while hope is keeping
Watch upon her emerald throne.

Ere thy cheek is pale with weeping,
Ere thy dreams oflove have flown.



The Veil Withdrawn.

THE VEIL WITHDRAWN.

'TRANSLATED, BY PERMISSION, FROM THE FRK-JCH OF MADAME CRAVES, AUTHOR OF "ASISTM'S *TOT,'
"
FLEUKANGK," ETC.

XVI.

As soon as I rose from my place
I perceived the young lady who
had been collecting money in the

morning not far off. She was go-

ing by with her mother without

observing me, and I followed in

the crowd that was making its way
to the door. But a pouring rain

was falling from the clouds which

were so threatening two hours be-

fore, and a great many who were

going out suddenly stopped and

came back to remain under shelter

during the shower. In conse-

quence of this I all at once found

myself beside the young lady, who
was diligently seeking her mother,
from whom she had been separated

by the crowd. She observed me
this time, and with a child-like

smile and a tone of mingled terror

and confidence that were equally

touching, said :

" Excuse me, madame, but, as you
are taller than I, please tell me if

you see my mother a lady in

black with a gray hat."
"
Yes," I replied, "I see her, and

she is looking for you also. I will

aid you in reaching her."

We had some trouble in opening
a passage, but after some time suc-

ceeded in getting to the place
where her mother had been push-
ed by the crowd at some distance
from the door of the church. She
was looking anxiously in every di-

rection, and when she saw us her
face lighted up, and she thanked
v.ie with equal simplicity and grace

of manner for the service I had

rendered her daughter. We con-

versed together for some minutes.

during which I learned that though
I had met them twice that day in

the same church, it was not the

one they usually attended, their

home being in another quarter of

the city. The daughter had been

invited to collect money at S.

Roch's that day, and wishing, for

some reason, to be at home by four

o'clock, they had returned for tin-

afternoon service, which ends an

hour earlier there than anywhere
else. This variation from their

usual custom had probably caused

a misunderstanding about the car-

riage which should have been at

the door, and they felt embarrass-

ed about getting to the Rue St.

Dominique, where they resided, as

the violent rain prevented them
from going on foot. Glad to be

able to extricate them from their

embarrassment, I at once offered

to take them home in my carriage,
which was at the door. They ac-

cepted the offer with gratitude.
Their manners and language would
have left no doubt as to their rank,

even if I had not met them in so-

ciety. And I soon learned more
than enough to satisfy me on this

point.
As soon as we were seated in the

carriage the elder of the two ladies

said :

"
I know whom I have to

thank for the favor you have done

me, madame, for no one can forget



i6 The Veil Withdrawn.

the Duchessa di Valenzano who
has ever seen her, even but once,

and no one can be ignorant of her

name, which is in every mouth.

But it is not the same with us. Al-

low me, therefore, to say that I am
the Comtesse de Kergy, and this is

my daughter Diana, . . . who is

very happy, I assure you, as well

as surprised, at the accident that

has brought her in contact with

one she has talked incessantly

about ever since she had the hap-

piness of seeing you first."

Her daughter blushed at these

words, but did not turn away her

eyes, which were fastened on me
with a sympathetic expression of

charming na'ivete that inspired an

irresistible attraction towards her in

return. The name of Kergy was a

well-known one. I had heard it

more than once, and was trying to

recall when and where I heard it

for the first time, when, as we were

crossing the Place du Carrousel,
the young Diana, looking at the

clock on the Tuileries, suddenly
exclaimed :

''
It is just going to strike four.

We ought to feel greatly obliged to

madame, mamma for, had it not

been for her, we should have been

extremely late, and Gilbert would
have been surprised and anxious

at our not arriving punctually."
Gilbert ! . . . This name re-

freshed my memory. Gilbert de

Kergy was the name of the young
traveller whom I had once seen at

the large dinner-party. He must
be the very person in question. . . .

Before I had time to ask, Mine, de

Kergy put an end to my uncertain-

ty on the subject.
"
My son," said she,

"
has recent-

ly made an interesting tour in the

Southern States of America, and it

is with respect to this journey there

is to be a discussion to-day which

we promised to attend. I have

given up my large salon for the pur-

pose, on condition (a condition

Dinia proposed) that the meeting
should end with a small collection

in behalf of the orphan asylum for

which she was soliciting contri-

butions this morning a work in

which she is greatly interested."
"
My husband, who has also

travelled a great deal," I replied, .

"
had, I believe, the pleasure of

meeting M. de Kergy on one oc-

casion, and conversing with him."
"
Gilbert has not forgotten the

conversation," exclaimed the young
Diana with animation.

" He often

speaks of it. He told us about

you also, madame, and described

you so accurately that I knew you
at once as soon as I saw you, be-

fore any one told me your name."
I made no reply, and we remain-

ed silent till, having crossed the

bridge, we approached the Rue St.

Dominique, when Diana, suddenly

leaning towards her mother, whis-

pered a few words in her ear. Mme.
de Kergy began to laugh.

"Really," said she, "this child

takes everything for granted ;
but

you are so kind, I will allow her to

repeat aloud what she has just said

to me."

"Well," said the young girl,
"

I

said the discussion would certainly
be interesting, for Gilbert is to take
a part in it, as well as several

other good speakers, and those who
attend will at the close aid in a

good work. I added that I should

be very much pleased, madame, if

you would attend."

I was by no means prepared for

this invitation, and at first did not

know what reply to make, but quick-

ly bethought myself that there would
be more than an hour before Loren-
zo's return. I knew, moreover, that,

even according to his ideas, I should
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lie in very good society, and it could

not displease him in the least if I

attended a discussion at the Hotel

de Kergv under the auspices of the

countess and her daughter. Be-

., on my part, I felt a good deal

of curiosity, never having attended

anything like a public discussion.

In short, I decided, without much

hesitation, to accept the invitation,

and the young Diana clapped her

hands with joy. We were just en-

tering the open portc-cochcrc of a

large court, where we found quite
a number of equipages and footmen.

The carriage slopped before the

steps and in live minutes I was seated

between Diana and her mother near

a platform at one end of a drawing-

room large enough to contain one

hundred and fifty or two hundred

persons.
I cannot now give a particular

it count of this meeting, though it

in event in my life. The princi-

pal subject discussed was, I think,

the condition of the blacks, not

ited, in the Southern

States of America. An American
of the North, who could express
himself very readily in French, first

spoke, and after him a missionary

priest, who considered the question
from a no less elevated point of view,

though quite different from that

of the philanthropist, and the dis-

cussion had already grown quite
uated before it became Gilbert

de Kergy's turn to speak. When
he rose, there was a movement
in the whole assembly, and his

first words excited involuntary at-

tention, which soon grew to intense

interest, and for the first time in

my life 1 felt the power of language
and the effect that eloquence can

produce.
It was strange, but he began with

a brief, brilliant sketch of pi

that seemed familiar to me
;
for I.o-
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renzo had visited them, ana ne had
such an aptness for description that

I felt as if I had seen them in his

company. My first thought was

to regret his absence. Why was

he not here with me now to listen

to this discussion, to become inte-

rested in it, and perhaps take a part
in it ? ... I had a vague feeling that

this reunion was of a nature to render

him as he appeared to me during
the first days of our wedded life,

when his extensive travels and noble

traits made me admire his courage
and recognize his genius, the pres-

tige of which was only surpassed in

my eyes by that of his tenderness '.

. . . But another motive intensified

this desire and regret. The bold-

ness, the intelligence, and the ad-

venturous spirit of the young travel-

ler were, of course, traits familiar

to me, and which I was happy and

proud to' recognize; but, alas ! the

resemblance ceased when, quitting
the field of observation and de-

scriptions of nature, and all that

memory and intelligence can glean,
the orator soared to loftier regions,
and linked these facts themselves

with questions of a higher nature

and wider scope than those of mere

earthly interest. He did this with

simplicity, earnestness, and con-

summate ability, and while he was

speaking I felt that my mind rose

without difficulty to the level of

his, and expanded suddenly as if it

had wings! It was a moment of

keen enjoyment, but likewise of

keen suffering; for I felt the differ-

ence that the greater or less eleva-

tion of the soul can produce in two
minds that are equally gifted! I

clearly saw what was wanting in

Lorenzo's. I recognized the cause

of the something lacking which had
so often troubled me, and I fell

more intensely and profoundly pain-
ed than I had that very morning.
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While listening to Gilbert I only

thought of Lorenzo, and, if I re-

luctantly acknowledged the superi-

ority of the former, I felt at the

same time that there was nothing

to prevent the latter from becoming
his equal ; for, I again said to my-

self, Lorenzo was not merely a man
of the world, leading a frivolous, aim-

less life, as might seem from his pres-

ent habits. Love of labor and love

of nature and art do not characterize

such a man, and he possessed these

traits in a high degree. He had

therefore to be merely detached

from other influences. This was

my task, my duty, and it should

also be my happiness ;
for I had no

positive love for the world, whose

pleasures I knew so well. No, I

did not love it. I loved what was

higher and better than that. I felt

.aa immense void within that great

things alone could fill. And I

seemed to-day to have entered into

the sphere of these great things ;

but I was there alone, and this was

-torture. All my actual impressions
were therefore centred in an ardent

desire to put an end to this solitude

by drawing into that higher region
him from whom I was at the mo-
ment doubly separated.

This was assuredly a pure and

'legitimate desire, but I did not be-

'lieve myself capable of obtaining its

realization without difficulty, and

sufficiently calculating the price I

must pay for such a victory and
the efforts by which it must often

be merited. . . .

While these thoughts were suc-

ceeding each other in my mind I

almost forgot to listen to the end
of the discourse, which terminated

the meeting in the midst of the ap-

plause of the entire audience. The
vast hall of discussion was instant-

ly changed into a salon again, where

everybody seemed to be acquaint-

ed, and where I found the elite of

those I had met in other places.

But assembled together for so legi-

timate an object, they at once in-

spired me with interest, respect, and

a feeling of attraction. It was Paris

under quite a new aspect, and it

seemed to me, if I had lived in a

world like this, I should never have

experienced the terrible distress

which I have spoken of, and which

the various emotions of the day
had alone succeeded in dissipating.

The charming young Diana, light

and active, had ascended the plat-

form, and was now talking to her

brother. Gilbert started with sur-

prise at her first words, and his

eyes turned towards the place where
I was standing. Then I almost in-

stantly saw them descend from the

platform and come towards me.

Diana looked triumphant.
" This is my brother Gilbert,

madame," said she, her eyes spark-

ling.
" And it is I who have the

honor of presenting him to you, as

he seems to have waited for his lit-

tle sister to do it."

He addressed me some words of

salutation, to which I responded.
As he stood near me, I again ob-

served his calm, thoughtful, intelli-

gent face, which had struck me so

much the only time I remembered
to have seen him before. While

speaking a few moments previous
his face was animated, and his eyes
flashed with a fire that added more
than once to the effect of his clear,

penetrating voice, which was always
well modulated. His gestures also,

though not numerous or studied,
had a natural grace and the dignity
'which strength of conviction, joined
to brilliant eloquence, gives to the

entire form of an orator. His man-
ner was now so simple that I felt

perfectly at ease with him, and told

him without any hesitation how
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happy I was at the double good-
fortune that had brought me in

contact with his sisler, and had

resulted in my < -ouiing to this meet-

ing where I had been permitted to

hear him speak.
"This day will be a memorable

one lor me as well as for her, ma-

ne," lie replied, "and I shall

t it."

There was not the least inflection

in his voice to make me regard his

words as anything more than mere

politeness, but their evident sinceri-

ty caused me a momentary embar-

rassment. He seemed to attach

too much importance to this meet-

ing, but it passed away. He in-

spired me with almost as much
confidence as if he had been a

friend. I compared him with Lan-

dolfo, and wondered what effect so

different an influence would have
on Lorenzo, and I could not help

wishing he were his friend also. . . .

I continued silent, and he soon
resumed :

" The Duca di Valenzano
is not here ?"

" No ; he will be sorry, and I re-

gret it for his sake."
" The presence of such a travel-

ler would have been a great honor
to us."

" He was very happy to have an

opportunity of conversing with you
on one occasion."

"
It was a conversation I have

never forgotten. It would have
been for my advantage to renew
it, but I never go into society at

Paris."
" \nd elsewhere ?"
"

i:i -ewhere it is a different

thing," said he, smiling.
"

I am as

social while travelling as I am un-

civilized at my return."
" We must not expect, then, to

meet you again in Paris; but if you
ever go to Italy, may we not hope
you will come to see us ?''

"
If you will allow me to do so,"

said he eagerly.
"

\ es, certainly. I think i

promise that the well-known hospi-

tality of the Neapolitans will not be

wanting towards the (Jomtc Gilbert

de K.ergy."
After a moment's silence he re-

sumed :

" You must have been all-

sent when I was at Naples. That
was two years

''
I was not married then, and I

am not a Neapolitan."
" \nd not an Italian, perhaps."
" Do you say so on account of

the color of my hair? That would
be astonishing on the part of so

observant a traveller, for you must
have noticed that our great masters
had almost as many blondes as

brunettes for their models. How-
ever, I am neither English nor

German, as perhaps you are tempt-
ed to think. I am a Sicilian."

"I have never seen in Sicily or

anywhere else a person who re-

sembled you."
These words implied a. compli-

ment, and probably such an one as I

had never received
; and, I need

not repeat, I was not fond of compli-
ments. But this was said without

the least smile or the slightest look

that indicated any desire to flat-

ter or please me. Was not this a

more subtle flattery than I had
been accustomed to receive? . . .

And did it not awaken unawares
the vanity I had long thought root-

ed out of the bottom of my heart ?

I can affirm nothing positive as to

this, for there is always some-

thing lacking in the knowledge of

one's self, however thoroughly we

may think we have acquired it.

But I am certain it never occurred
to me at the time to analyze the

effect of this meeting on me. I

was wholly absorbed in the regret
and hope it awakened.
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As I was on the point of leav- me to the very foot of the steps,

ing, Mme. de Kergy asked per- I kissed her smiling face, as I

mission to call on me with her took leave, and gave my hand to

daughter the next clay at four her brother, who had come with

o'clock a permission I joyfully us to help me in getting into the

granted and Diana accompanied carriage.

xvn.

All the way from the Rue St.

Dominique to the Rue de Rivoli I

abandoned myself to the pleasant

thoughts excited by the events of

the day. For within a few hours I

had successively experienced the

inward sweetness of prayer, the

c.harm of congenial society, and the

pleasure of enthusiasm. A new life

seemed to be infused into my heart,

soul, and mind, which had grown
frivolous in the atmosphere of the

world, and I felt, as it were, en-

tranced. Those who have felt

themselves thus die and rise again
to a new life will understand the

feeling of joy I experienced. In

all the blessings hitherto vouch-

safed me, even in the love itself

that had been, so to speak, the sun

of my happiness, there had been

one element wanting, without which

everything seemed dark, unsatisfac-

tory, wearisome, and depressing
an element which my soul had an

imperious, irresistible, undeniable

need of! Yes, I realized this, and
while thus taking a clearer view of

my state I also felt that this need
was reasonable and just, and might
be supplied without much difficul-

ty. Was not Lorenzo gifted with a

noble nature, and capable of the

highest things ? Had he not cho-

sen me, and loved me to such a de-

gree as to make me an object of

idolatry ? Well, I would point out

to him the loftier heights he ought
to attain. I, in my turn, would

open to him a new world ! . . .

Such were the thoughts, aspira-

tions, and dreams my heart was fill-

ed with on my way home. As I

approached the Rue de Rivoli, how-

ever, I began to feel uneasy at be-

ing out so much later than I had an-

ticipated, lest Lorenzo should have

returned and been anxious about my
absence. I was pleased to learn,

therefore, on descending from the

carriage, that he had not yet come

home, and I joyfully ascended the

staircase, perfectly satisfied with

the way in which I had spent the

morning.
I took off my hat, smoothed my

hair, and then proceeded to arrange
the salon according to his taste and

my own. I arranged the flowers,

as well as the books and other

things, and endeavored to give the

room, though in a hotel, an appear-
ance of comfort and elegance that

would entice him to remain at

home
;
for I had formed the project

of trying to induce him to spend
the evening with me. I seemed to

have so many things to say to him,

and longed to communicate all

the impressions I had received !

With this object in view I took a

bold step, but one that was author-

ized by the intimacy that existed

between us and the friends whose

guests we were to have been that

day I sent them an excuse, not

only for myself, but my husband,

hoping to find means afterwards of

overcoming his displeasure, should

he manifest any.

Having made these arrangements,
I was beginning to wonder at his
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continued absence when a letter

was brought me which served to

divert my mind for a time from

every other thought. It was a let-

ter from Livia which I had 1

impatiently awaiting. We had cor-

responded regularly since our se-

paration, and I had begun to be

surprised at a silence of unusual

length on her part. It was not dat-

ed at Messina, but at Naples, and
I read the first page, which was in

answer to the contents of my letter,

without finding any explanation of

this. Finally I came to what fol-

lows :

"
I told you in my last letter that

I had obtained my father's con-

sent, but on one condition that

he should have the choice of the

monastery I must enter on leaving
home. What difference did it

make? As to this I was, and am,

wholly indifferent. I should make
the same vows everywhere, and in

them all I should go to God by
the same path. In them all I

should be separated from the world

and united to him alone. And
this was all I sought. The con-

vent my father chose is not in

Sicily. It is a house known and
venerated by every one in Naples.
I shall be received on the second
of September. Meanwhile, I have
come here under Ottavia's escort,
and am staying with our aunt,
Donna Clelia, who has established

herself here for the winter with

her daughters. So everything is

arranged, Gina. The future seems

plain. I see distinctly before me
my life and death, my joys and
sorrows, my labors and my duty. I

am done with all that is called hap-
piness in the world, as well as with
its misfortunes, its trials, its conflict-

ing troubles, its numberless disap-

pointments, and its poignant wc.es.

Therefore I cannot make use of

the word sacrifice. It wounds me
when I hear it used, for I blush at

the little I have to give up in view

of the immensity I am to receive !

\ i-s
;

I blu-,h when I remember it

was suffering and humiliation that

first made me raise my eyes to Him
whom alone we should love, and
whom alone I now feel I can love.

If I had not been wholly sure of

this, I should never have been so

bold as to aspire to the union that

awaits me the only one here be-

low in which the Bridegroom can

satisfy the boundless affection of

the heart that gives itself to

him ! . . .

" But to return to you, my dear

Gina. Are you as happy as I de-

sire you to be, and as you deserve

to be? Your last letter was sad;
and the calmer and better satisfied

I feel about my own lot, the more
I think of yours. Whatever hap-

pens, my dearest sister, do not for-

get that we both have but one

goal. Your way is longer and

more perilous than mine, but the

great aim of us both should be to

really love God above all things,

and, in him and for him, to cherish

all the objects of our affection.

Yes, even those whom we prefer to

all other creatures on earth. I am
not using the language of a reli-

gious, but simply that of truth and
common sense. If this letter

reaches you on your return from

some gay scene, at a time when

you will not feel able to enter into

its meaning, you must lay it aside.

But if you read it when your
mind is calm, and you are at lei-

sure to listen to your inner self,

you will understand what your
Livia means by writing you in this

way. Whatever happens, whether

we are near each other or are

widely separated, we shall always
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be united in heart, my dear sister.

The convent grates will not sepa-

rate me from you. Death itself

cannot divide us. One thing, and

one alone, in the visible or invisi-

ble world, can raise a barrier be-

tween us and really separate us.

And rather than behold this barrier

rise, I would, as I have already

told you, my beloved sister, rather

see you dead. Gina, I love you as

tenderly as any one ever loved an-

other. I will pray for you on the

second of September (Sunday).

Probably when you read this I

shall already have left the world.

But I shall not have left you, dear

sister. I shall be nearer you than

when distance alone separated us.

Besides, I am at Naples, to which

you will soon return, and you will

find that the grates will neither

hide my face, nor my thoughts, nor

my heart, nor my soul from you. . . .

"
Gina, let me once more repeat

that there is only one way of at-

taining real happiness there is

only one object worthy of our love.

Let me beseech you not to desire

any other passionately. But, no;

you would not understand me
; you

would not believe me now. . . ."

Everything added to the effect

of this letter its date, and the day,
the hour, and the moment in which

it was received. The deed my sis-

ter had accomplished that very day
had brought us nearer together, as

she said. Had not a breath of the

purer air she breathed reached me

already and preserved me through
the day from the aimless frivolity

of my usual life ?

"
Happiness," it has been said,

"is Christian; pleasure is not."

Had I not profoundly realized the

force of this saying for one day ?

Had I not experienced a happiness
as different as possible from the
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pleasure I enjoyed in the world?

And did I not feel desirous this

very instant of attaining the one at

the expense of the other, and not

only of taking a different view of

life myself, but of imparting this

desire to

"Him whene'er from me shall separate." *

The day was beginning to de-

cline, and I gradually sank into a

short, profound slumber such as

is usually attended by confused

dreams. In mine most of those

who had occupied my thoughts

during the day passed successively

before me Livia first, covered with

a long white veil, and next to her

was the pleasant, smiling face of

Diana. . . . Then I was once more at

the Hotel de Kergy, listening again

to some parts of Gilbert's address.

But when I was on the point of

calling Lorenzo to hear him also, it

no longer seemed to be Gilbert, but

Lorenzo himself, on the platform,

repeating the same words with an

air of mockery, and gazing at me,
in return, with the penetrating look

so peculiar to him. . . . Then

everything changed, and I found

myself at twilight at the fork of a

road in the country, and, while I

was hesitating which path to take,

I saw Gilbert beside me. He was

familiar with the way, he said, and

offered to be my guide ;
but I repuls-

ed his arm, and made a violent ef-

fort to overtake Lorenzo, whom I

suddenly perceived at a distance

on the other road. . . . Then
Livia seemed to be beside me, and

give me her hand to help me along.

Finally I saw Lorenzo just before

me again, but he did not lock like

the same person ;
he was poorly

clad, and his face was pale and al-

tered. I recognized him, however,
and sprang forward to overtake him,

* Questi cha rrrai da me non fin divuo.
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when I awoke breathless, and with

the painful feeling of uneasiness that

Slid. nerally produces when
terminated by such an awaken-

ing. . . .

My heart throbbed. ... I found

it difficult at first to recall what

had occupied my mind before I fell

asleep. 1 soon came to myself,

however, and was able to account

for the utter darkness that sur-

rounded me. I hastened to ring
the bell and, when a light was

brought. I looked at the clock with

a surprise that gave way to anxiety.
At that instant 1 heard the bell

that announced I .oreii/o's return

at last. I heard him enter the

ante-chamber, and 1 ran to open the

drawing-room door myself. But I

stopped short. It was not Lorenzo
;

it was l.andolfo Landini, and he

was alone. 1 drew back with a

terrified look without daring to ask

a question. lUit he smiled, as he

closed the door behind him, and,

taking my hand, said :

" Do not

be alarmed, my dear cousin, I beg.

Nothing in particular has happened
to Lorenzo nothing, at least, which

you are not prepared to hear after

what occurred last night."
I breathed once more. ... I

know not what other fear crossed

my mind, but I said with tolerable

calmness :

" That means he has been play-

ing again, or at least betting at the

. and has lost?"
"
Yes cousin, frightfully. There

I ought not to have told you. but

I see no reason for concealing it

from you ; and as I have this oppor-
tunity of speaking privately to you,
1 will profit by it to give you
another piece of advice more seri-

ous than any I have yet given you.

Immediately make use of all the

influence you still have over him
to persuade him to leave Paris.

There is some fatality about this

place, as far as he is concerned,

lie is more prudent everywhere <

and will become so here once more.

The fever he has been seized with

again must absolutely be broken

up. The deuce!" continued he,
" two or three more relapses like

this would lead to consequences
that would test all your courj

ma belle duchesse, and bring you,
as well as him, to extremities you
are ill fitted to bear. That is what

1 am most anxious about, you will

allow me to say; for, without mak-

ing you the shadow of a declara-

tion, I find you so beautiful, so

good, and so adorable that the mere

thought of you some day. . . ."
"
Keep to the point, Lando, if

you please," said I with an impatient
air. "Where is Lorenzo? Why
did he not return with you, and

why have you come to tell me what

he would probably tell me him-

self?"
"
Tell you himself? He will take

care not to do that. I have already
told you I am betraying his confi-

dence, but it is for his good as well

as yours. It is best for you to

know that the sum he has lost to-

day surpasses the resources he has

on hand, and in order to make the

necessary arrangements to pay at

once the debt he has incurred, he

is obliged to write to his agent at

Naples or Sicily. He went direct-

ly to the club for this purpose, and
commissioned me to tell you it was
for nothing of importance, and beg
you to attend the dinner-party with-

out him, and present his excuses

to your friends. He will join you
in the evening."

Everything, now seemed easily

arranged according to my wishes,

and of itself, as it were.
" That is very fortunate," said I

eagerly, telling him of the excuse I
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had sent for us both.
"
Therefore,

Lando, go back to the club, I beg;
or rather, I will write Lorenzo my-
self that he can arrange his affairs

at his leisure, and return when he

pleases to dine with me. 1 shall

wait till he comes."
I hastily seized my pen to write

kirn, but Lando resumed :

"Oh ! as to that, cousin, you will

only waste your trouble; for seeing
how late it was, and that he could

not possibly be here in season to

accompany you, he accepted an in-

vitation to dine with an acquaint-
ance of his (and yours also, I sup-

pose) whom he met at the races

to-day."
"An acquaintance of his? . . ."

I repeated, my heart filling with a

keen anguish that made me turn

pale without knowing why.
Lando perceived it.

" Do not be

alarmed," said he, smiling.
"

It is

not Mme. de B
, though she

was at the races also, and made a

fruitless effort to divert Lorenzo's
mind from what was going on.

Really, in your place," continued
he with his usual levity,

"
I should

regret she did not succeed. That
would have been much better than
. . . Come, ... do not frown. I

am joking. To be serious, Lorenzo
is not going to dine with her to-day,
but with a lady from Milan who
has just arrived, and whom you
doubtless know. It is Donna Faus-

tina Reali, the Marquise de Villa--

nera! ..."
Faustina Reali ! . . . This name

seemed to justify the strange pre-
sentiment I had just had, and I was

tempted to exclaim with Hamlet,
" O my prophetic soul !"

thou hast not deceived me ! . . . I

had at that moment a sudden in-

tuition of the past, the present, and
the future. I saw clearly before me
a life in which I should no longerO
be able to influence Lorenzo, or

even to guide myself! . . .

I controlled my agitation, how-

ever, by a powerful effort, and Lan-
do soon left me, renewing his first

injunctions, and persuaded he had

fully reassured me on other points.
I gave him my hand with a smile

as he left the room, and as soon as

I found myself alone I covered

my face with my hands, and ex-

claimed:
" O my dreams ! my pleasant

dreams ! Where have they vanish-

ed?"

XVIII.

Faustina Reali ! . . . That was
the never-to-be-forgotten name I

had read on the card Lorenzo
snatched so violently from my
hands at Naples ! I had never seen

it again, never heard it pronounc-
ed, but I remembered only too well

the expression of my husband's face

when he saw it, and the way in

which he tore up the card on which
it was written ! . . .

I endeavored to lead the conver-
sation at another time back to this

circumstance, but at once desisted,

frightened at the manner in which
he imposed silence on me, and a

certain impression of both mystery
and danger remained associated

with the name.
As soon as I became calmer,

however, I acknowledged that I

really knew nothing, absolutely no-

thing, to cause the violent emotion
I had just experienced. It had an

imaginary cause, then, and might
simply be owing to my mind, so re-

cently lost in vague dreams, and

perhaps a little too high-flown, be-
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ing suddenly recalled to a painful

and unpleasant, as well as very

common pi.
ii e reality. 1 had im-

agined 1 was going to transform,

as by the stroke of a wand, my
husband's habits, tastes, occupa-
tions nay, his entire life 'but was

brought to my senses by learning

he had just lost an enormous sum
at the races, and his mind, for the

moment, was absorbed in the ne-

cessary complications for paying
the debt. I had planned spending
several hours alone with him that

evening, during which, away from

the bustle of the world, I would

give him a minute account of my
recent impressions, and tell him of

all the wishes, projects, and ardent

desires of which he was the object.

I would rouse a noWfer pride in his

soul, and appeal to a thousand sen-

timents that were dormant, but not

extinct; and I believe I expected
to see them awakened at the mere

sound of my voice ! . . . Instead

of this, ... I was alone, and he

was with another. . . . And what

other? . . . Who was this Faus-

tina, whose name had so suddenly

appeared in my life, and who, at

the very hour when I was aiming
at so pure and elevated an influ-

ence over him, came thus, like an

evil genius, to thrust herself be-

tween us ? ... I reminded my-
self in vain that Lorenzo had no

idea of the plans I had, unbeknown
to him, formed for the evening, but

supposed me at this very moment
to be with my friends, where he

had promised to join me; but no-

thing could calm the sudden agita-

tion of my heart, nothing could

check the flood of thoughts that

sprang from my anxiety, jealousy,
and misconceptions, and my ex-

citement became more intense in

proportion to the lateness of the

hour. Would he never come ? . . .

And what would he say when he

should arrive ? . . . I was sure

he would try to conceal his inter-

view with Donna Faustina, and

perhaps I ought to hide my know-

ledge of that as well as everything

else, and feign ignorance of all that

had occurred, in order not to betray
Lando's indiscretion. . . . But

what should I do when his eyes, so

accustomed to interpret every ex-

pression of my face, should be

fastened on me ? How could 1

practise any dissimulation with

him ? It was not, indeed, my place to

do anything of the kind. I had no
cause to blush or be intimidated.

And should he discover, after all,

that I was not deceived, so much
the better

;
and should he be dis-

pleased, so much the worse for

Lando.
I had arrived at this point in my

reflections when I heard the bell

ringing loudly in the next room.

Then there was a quick step, which
this time was really his, and Loren-

zo entered the room. He was pale
and appeared excited, but said in

a sufficiently calm tone :

"
I have just come from M 's,

where I supposed I should find you ;

but I learned that, in sending my
apology, you also excused yourself,
and I did not remain an instant.

What is the matter, Ginevra? . . .

Are you ill ? . . . Why did you
not go ? Why did you remain at

home alone in this way ?"

His expression was singular. It

was at once affectionate and trou-

bled. He looked earnestly at me, as

he gave me his hand, and put back

my hair in order to see my face

more distinctly.

My checks were burning. The
traces of the tears I had shed

were visible, and, with his scrutiniz-

ing eyes upon me, I felt it hardly

possible to restrain those that still
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filled my own. . . . He took my
head between his two hands, and

held it a moment against his breast

in silence. The throbbing of his

heart perhaps equalled that of

mine. I was touched, speechless
and disarmed, and less than ever

in a condition to dissimulate any-

thing, when he suddenly said :

"Why have you been crying,

(iinevra? I must know."

Raising my still tearful eyes to-

wards him, and looking confidingly
in his face, I replied :

"
I have

been crying, Lorenzo, because I

heard Donna Faustina is here, and
that you had gone to see her."

He started, and, though accus-

tomed to the variations of his

mobile face, I was struck with the

effect my words had produced.
His face reddened, then turned

paler than before, and for some
moments he was incapable of mak-

ing any reply, and even seemed to

forget my proximity. He seated

himself beside the table, and re-

mained silent. I looked at him
with amazement and anxiety. At

length he said :

" Who has told you anything
about Donna Faustina, and what
do you know of her ?"

" No one has told me anything
about her, and all I know of her

you have told me yourself by the

very emotion you show at her

name."
He was again silent for a mo-

ment, and then resumed in his

usual tone, as if he had triumphed
over all hesitation :

"Well, Ginevra, even if you had
not known of her being in Paris, or

had never heard of her name or

existence, I had resolved to speak
to you about her this very evening.
Listen to me. It is not, after

all, a long story."
He had perfectly recovered his

self-control, and yet he continued
with some effort :

"It is not for you to be jealous
of her, Ginevra. It is she who has

reason to be jealous of you. She
has done you no wrong; whereas,
without suspecting it, you have
done her a great and irreparable

injury."
I opened my eyes with surprise.
"
It is not necessary to tell you

when and where I met her for the

first time, but perhaps it is right I

should acknowledge that I was in-

spired with a passion for her such
as a man willingly imagines he can

never feel but once in his life."

I could not repress a start.

"Wait, Ginevra; hear me to the

end. She was married and virtu-

ous. I left her, . . . but I had

just learned she was free, and was
about to go to see her when I was
called to Sicily by the lawsuit on
which my property depends. You
know the rest. . . . The sight of

you effaced the impressions of the

past. I was still free free from

any promise that bound me to her,

though perhaps she was expecting
me to return to Milan. . . ."

" You forgot her, and offered me
your hand? ..." I exclaimed
with mingled pity and almost re-

proach.
He replied with some emotion :

"Yes, Ginevra, and without any
scruple ;

for after passing a month
in your vicinity, I felt I loved her

no longer, and at tlial time . . .

I did not know she loved me."
His brow grew dark. He stop-

ped an instant, and then rapidly
continued :

" At a later day I ascertained,
... I had reason to believe, . . .

beyond a doubt, that the feeling
she had succeeded in hiding from

me existed really, profoundly, . . .

and that she had suffered.
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(linevra! in the intoxication of

my new happiness I could not feel

any regret, but I acknowledge I

had a moment of remorse. Ves; I

never wished to hear her name

again, never to see her or hear

anything that would recall her. . . .

I was almost irritated at Naples at

finding her card among those left

on your arrival there. ... I was

angry with her, poor Faustina,

when 1 should have been grateful
as well as you."

" What do you mean ?"

"It was at Naples, which she hap-

pened to be passing through, that

the news of our marriage reached

her. And when we arrived just

after, she wished to show, by leav-

ing her card, that she should hence-

forth only consider herself my
friend and yours. But at that

time I did not regard it in this

way, and I was unjust as well as

teful."
" And now, I.oivn/o ?" I said

with many commingled feelings I

could not have defined.
"
Now, (iinevra, I think she was

generous, and it would be well for

you to be so in your turn. She wishes

to know you, and I come to ask

you to receive her to-morrow. . . .

Von hesitate ! ... I do not sup-

pose, however," said he a little

loftily, as he frowned, "that you
think me capable of making such a

proposition to my wife, if the Mar-

quise de Yillanera had not a spot-
less reputation, and I were not cer-

tain that there is no reason why
you should not grant her the favor

1 be

l.oivn/.o was perfectly sincere at

the moment lie uttered these words.

l!ut as 1 write the account of that

day by the light of events that fol-

lowed. 1 do not feel the same as-

Burance I did at the time he was

talking. All he then affirmed was

true ; but he did not tell me every-

thing. He did not, for instance,

explain how he happened to learn,

at a time when he had better have

never known them, the sentiments

that had hitherto been concealed

from him. Still less did he tell me
the effect this revelation produced
on him. But with regard to this

he doubtless did not deceive me

any more than he did himself.

Meanwhile, it was not possible to

give more heed to a vague, inex-

plicable presentiment it would have

been impossible to justify, than to

what he said. I therefore consent-

ed, without any further hesitation,

to the interview he proposed, and

gave him my hand. He kissed it

and held it lightly in his
;

then

gave me a new proof of his confi-

dence as well as unexpected satis-

faction by the following words :

" This interview, Ginevra, will not

commit you to any great extent at

the most, as, for many reasons it

would be useless to give you, I

wish, if not too great a disappoint-
ment for you, to leave Paris

sooner than we intended. We will

go in a week."
He saw the ray of joy that flashed

from my eyes, and looked at me
with an air of surprise. I was

afraid of compromising poor Lando

by betraying my knowledge of the

danger that rendered this depar-
ture so opportune. I was also

afraid he would regard it as a new

proof of the jealous distrust he had

just allayed, and hastened to speak
of Livia's letter and my desire to

return to Naples, where I had just

learned I should find my sister.

He accepted this explanation, and
the day full of so many different

causes of excitement ended more

tranquilly than I had anticipated
two hours before. It was difficult,

however, when I once more found
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myself alone, to collect my trou-

bled thoughts. A. confused crowd

of new impressions had replaced

those of the morning. The pro-

jects inspired by the lofty elo-

quence of Gilbert de Kergy all at

once seemed chimerical. My hopes
had fled beyond recall. And yet I

could not account for rny appre-
hension. Anxiety, a vague anxie-

ty, persistently prevailed over every-

thing. I only succeeded in regain-

ing my calmness at last by two

considerations : we were to leave

Paris, and it was Lorenzo himself

who proposed our departure.

XIX.

The following day, for some rea-

son or other I did not explain to

myself, I gave unusual attention to

my toilet. I generally read while

my waiting-maid was arranging my
hair according to her own fancy,

but that day I turned more than

once towards the mirror. I observ-

ed with pleasure the golden lustre

of my hair in the morning sunlight,

and suggested myself the addition

of a bow of ribbon of the same color

as my belt. After I was dressed I

gave, before leaving my room, a

scrutinizing look in a large glass
where I could see myself from head
to foot. It seemed to me I was be-

comingly attired, and I felt pleased.

My satisfaction was confirmed by
an exclamation that escaped Lo-
renzo as soon as he caught sight of

me. He was already seated at the

breakfast-table, which stood at one
end of the room.

" You are charming this morning,
Ginevra !" said he, smiling. He
then grew thoughtful. After re-

maining silent a few moments, he

resumed, perhaps to divert my
mind from another thought he sup-

posed it occupied with :

"
I was sorry to leave you

alone so long yesterday. How did

you while away the time during the

long afternoon ?"

If he had asked this question the

evening before at the imaginary
tete-a-tclc I had planned, what a

minute, animated account should I

have given him ! How readily the

thoughts which then occupied my
mind would have sprung to my lips !

He regarded me as a child, but I

was no longer one; and beholding
me all at once in the new aspect of

an energetic, courageous woman,

capable of aiding him with a firm

hand in ascending to higher re-

gions, he would have been surprised
and touched

;
the passing gleam

that sometimes manifested itself in

his eyes would perhaps have been
less transient this time, and I should

have succeeded in kindling a flame

of which this light was a mere em-
blem! . . . Lorenzo, if you had

only been willing ! If you had

only listened to me then, entered

into my feelings, and read my
heart, what a life ours might have
been ! . . . Ah ! happiness and

goodness are more closely allied in

this world than is usually supposed.
If virtue sometimes does not escape
misfortune, it is sure there is no

happiness without it ! But the im-

petus by which I hoped to attain

my aim at a single bound had been

suddenly checked, and I no longer
remembered now what I longed to

say the evening before, or the mo-
tive I then had in view. I there-

fore answered my husband's ques-
tion with the utmost coolness with-
out interrupting my breakfast :

"
I went to S. Roch's. It rained

in torrents, and, finding the Com-
tesse de Kergy and her daughter at
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the door without any carriage, I

took them home."
"

I am glad you did. There is

no family more respected, and

Kergy is one of the most intelligent

of travellers."
''

Yes, so I should suppose. I

have heard him speak of his tra-

vels. There \vas a meeting at the

Hotel de Kergy yesterday at foul-

o'clock, which I was invited to at-

tend, and he made an address."
' And spoke very ably, I have no

doubt. 1 have heard him, and can

judge."
" You have heard him ?"
"
Yes, a fortnight ago. . . .

Though scarcely acquainted, we
are the founders and chief support-
ers of a review devoted to art and

ntilic subjects, the acting com-
mittee of which summoned a meet-

ing of its members to draw up some

.Union, and at this meeting he

spoke."
"

I le is very eloquent, is he

not?"
"
Very eloquent indeed, but, on

the whole, visionary."

"Visionary ?"
"
Yes, visionary, and sometimes

incomprehensible even, lie soars

to such vague heights that no one
can follow him. But in spite of

this, he is a fellow of great talent,

and lias a noble nature, I should

think."

Lorenzo rose while speaking, and
drew a memorandum-book from his

pocket :

"
I will write down the address

of the Hotel de Kergy, that I may
not forget to leave my card."

"
Mine, de Kergy and her daugh-

ter," said I,
"
arc coming to see me

to-day about four o'clock."

He was silent a moment, and then

said :

"And till that time?"
''

Til! then," I replied, turning

red,
"

I shall be at home and

alone."
"
Very well," rejoined he, taking

up a newspaper, while I silently

went to a seat near the open win-

dow.

I compared the conversation

which had just taken place with the

one I imagined the evening before.

I remembered the effect of the very
name of her whose visit I was now

expecting, and I felt inclined to

both laugh and cry. In a word, I

was nervous and agitated, and

doubtless manifested my uneasiness

and irritation more than I wished.

Lorenzo raised his eyes, and look-

ed at me a moment.
" What are you thinking of, Gi-

nevra?"
"Are you quite sure," said I ab-

ruptly,
"
that this Donna Faustina

is not -A-jettatricel"

He rose and somewhat impatient-

ly threw his paper on the table.

But quickly overcoming himself,

he said calmly:
" Do you find any evidence in

what I related last evening that she

ever brought ill-luck to any one?"
"If it is not she," I exclaimed

quickly,
"
I hope, at least, you do

not think . . ."

I was about to add,
"
that it is

I," but I stopped on seeing the

cloud that came over his face.
"
Come, Ginevra," said he,

"
you

are really too childish ! You are

joking, doubtless, but no one knows
better than you how to point a jest.

But you shall tell me yourself what

you think of the Marquise de Vil-

lanera after seeing her. As for me,
I am going away. It is not neces-

sary to have a third party when she

comes. I will go meanwhile to see

Kergy. But," added he, as he was

leaving the room, "as you have

consented to receive her, remember

I depend on your doing so politely."
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He went away, leaving me in a

frame of mind by no means serene.

I felt angry with him, and at the

same time dissatisfied with myself.

Everything went contrary to what

I had hoped, and I awaited my
visitor with a mixture of anguish
and ill-humor.

I felt a kind of uneasiness analo-

gous to that experienced when there

is thunder in the air. I tried to

apply myself to something, but,

finding this impossible, I ended by re-

turning to the window, where, book
in hand, I rose from time to time to

see what was going on in the street

or the garden of the Tuileries.

At length, about two o'clock, I

saw a small <r<?a//coming around the

corner from the Rue St. Florentin.

I had seen an endless number pass
while I stood there, but I watched
this one without a shadow of doubt

as to the direction it would take.

It was but a moment, indeed, before

I saw it stop at the door of the

hotel. We were not, to be sure,

the only occupants, but it never

occurred to me that the person in

the carriage would ask for any one
but myself. I returned to the

drawing-room, therefore, and had
taken the seat I usually occupied
when I received callers, when the

Marquise de Villanera was an-
nounced in a loud voice.

I rose to meet her. There was a

moment's silence, doubtless caused

by an equal degree of curiosity on
both sides. It was only for an in-

stant that passed like a flash, but
nevertheless each of us had scan-

ned the other from head to foot.

At the first glance she did not

seem young. I was not twenty
years old myself then, and I judged
as one is apt to at that age. In

reality, she was not thirty. She was
tall and fine-looking. Her form
was noble and graceful, her features

delicate and regular, her hair and

eyebrows black as jet, her complex-
ion absolutely devoid of color, and

her eyes of a lively blue. This

somewhat too bright a color gave a

cold, hard look to her eyes, but

their expression changed as soon

as she began to speak, and became

sweet, caressing, beseeching, irre-

sistible. She was dressed in black,

apparently with extreme simplicity,
but in reality with extreme care.

I had not time to wonder how I

should break this silence. It was
she who spoke first, and her very
first words removed the timidity
and embarrassment that rendered

this interview still more painful.
What she said I am really unable to

remember, and I cannot compre-
hend now the effect of her words; but

I know they wrought a complete
transformation in the feelings I ex-

perienced the evening before at the

very mention of her name !

Women often wonder in vain

what the charm is by which other

women succeed in pleasing, and, as

Bossuet says, in
"
drawing after

them captive souls." In their eyes,
at least, this charm is inexplicable.
But this is not always the case

;
for

there are some women who, while

they reserve for one the absolute

ascendency of their empire, like to

feel able to exert it over every one.

Such was Donna Faustina. How-
ever deep the strange, secret warn-

ing of my heart might be, it was

beyond my power to resist her.

While she was talking I felt my
prejudices vanish like snow before

the sun, and it could not possibly
have been otherwise, perhaps ; at

least without a penetration I was
not endowed with, a distrust I was

wholly incapable of, and an expe-
rience I did not then possess.
Did she really feel a kind of at-

traction towards me that rendered
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her sincere at this first interview ?

I prefer ID think so. Yes, I pre-

fer not to believe that deceit

.iiul petiidy i mild disguise them-

selves ID such a degree under an

appeal. m< e of cordiality, simplicity,
art!; nl sincerity. I prefer
lo hope it was not wholly by con-

summate art she won my confi-

dent while seeming to repose un-

limited i-iiniidencc in me.

She very soon learned all she

winhed concerning me, and in re-

turn gave me her whole history;
and however singular this sudden
frankness on the part of a stranger

ought to have appeared to me and,

indeed, was the grace of her man-
ner and the charm of her language

prevented any doubt or criticism

from crossing my mind. Young,
without position or fortune, she

had married a man three times as

old as herself, with whom she lived

in strict retirement. Her meeting
with I,oren/o (but how this hap-

pened she did not explain) had
the only ray of joy in her life.

She did not hide from me either

the grief his departure caused her

or the extent of her disappointment
when she vainly awaited his return

after she was left free. But all

these feelings, she said, belonged
to the past. Nothing remained

but a friendship which she could

not give up. The death of the

i Marquis de Villanera had of

course left her free again, but it

had also taken away her only pro-
lei tor. She felt alone in the world

now, and begged me, in the midst

of my happiness, to consider her

loneliness and take pity on her.

While thus speaking she fixed

upon me her large, blue eyes bath-

ed in tears. And as I listened to

her, tears also streamed down my
cheeks. I almost reproached my-
self for being happy. Lorenzo's

inconstancy weighed on my heart

like remorse, and all that was gen-
erous in my nature responded to

her appeal. Consequently, before

our interview was over I em-
braced her, calling her my dear

Faustina, and she clasped me in

her arms, calling me for the twen-

tieth time "her lovely, darling C.i-

nevra."

My naive14 may seem astonish-

ing. I was, indeed, naive at that

time, and it would have been sur-

prising had I not been. People of

more penetration than I would
have been blinded. Lorenzo him-

self was at that time. When he

found us together at his return,

and comprehended the result of

our interview from the very first

words he heard, he turned to-

wards me with eyes lit up with ten-

derness and gratitude.
His first, and probably his only,

feeling at meeting again the wo-
man to whom he thought he had
been ungrateful and almost disloy-

al, had been a kind of humiliation.

To get rid of this feeling, he had

sought some means of repairing
this wrong, and, thanks to my do-

cility to him and my generosity
towards her, he persuaded himself

he had found a way.
In the state of affairs at that mo-

ment I had the advantage. I gain-
ed that day a new, but, alas ! the

last, triumph over my rival !

Lorenzo accompanied the mar-
chioness to her carriage, and then

returned an instant to inform me

she would dine with us that i

ning, and that he had invited Lando
to join us. He embraced me af-
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fectionutely before he went away,

looking at me with an expression
that caused me a momentary joy,

but which was followed by a feel-

ing of melancholy as profound as

if his kiss had been an adieu.

But though my apprehensions of

the evening before were allayed, I

could not get rid of a vague uneasi-

ness impossible to overcome per-

haps the natural result of the hopes

that, on the one hand, had been

disappointed since the previous

day, and, on the other, the fears

that had been removed. But my
mind was still greatly troubled,

and though the atmosphere around
me had apparently become calm

and serene, I felt, so to speak, the

earth tremble almost insensibly be-

neath my feet, and could hear the

rumbling of thunder afar off.

My interview with Donna Faus-

tina lasted so long that I had not

been alone half an hour before

Mine, de Kergy and her daughter
were announced. This call, which,
under any circumstances, would
have given me pleasure, was par-

ticularly salutary at this moment,
for it diverted my mind and effect-

ed a complete, beneficial change
of impressions. After the some-
what feverish excitement I had

just undergone, it was of especial
benefit to see and converse with
these agreeable companions of the

evening before. I breathed more
freely, and forgot Donna Faustina
while listening to their delightful
conversation. My eyes responded
to Diana's smiling looks, and her
mother inspired me with a min-
gled attraction and confidence that

touched me and awakened in my
soul the dearest, sweetest, and
most poignant memories of the

past. Mine, de Kergy perceived
this, and likewise noticed, I think,
the traces of recent agitation in my

face. She rose, as if fearing it

would be indiscreet to prolong her

visit.

" Oh ! do not go yet," I said,

taking hold of her hand to detain

her.
" But you look fatigued or ill.

I do not wish to abuse the permis-
sion you gave me."

"You do me good, on the con-

trary. I have a slight headache, it

is true, but it is soothing to talk

with you."

"Truly?"
"Yes, truly."
"
Well, then, let me propose, in

my turn, a drive in my carriage.
The weather is fine to-day. Come
and take the air with us. It will

do you good, and afford us great

pleasure."
I felt quite disposed on my part

to accept the sympathy manifested

by Mine, de Kergy, and at once-

accepted her invitation. I took a

seat in her caKche, and, after an

hour's drive with her and her

daughter, I had not only recovered

from the nervous agitation of the

morning, but we had become fully

acquainted, and for the first time

in Paris I ceased to feel myself a

stranger.
" What a pity you are going

away so soon!" exclaimed Diana.
"
Yes, indeed," said her mother;

"
for it seems to me you would find

some resources at my house you
have not found elsewhere, and we

might reveal Paris under a differ-

ent perhaps I may say under a

more favorable aspect than it gen-

erally appears to strangers, even in

the fashionable world, which is, 1

imagine, nearly the same every-
where."

I made no reply, for the regret
she expressed awoke a similar feel-

ing in my heart, and aroused all

the recollections of the evening be-
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fore. I once more felt for an in-

stant an ardent desire to take re-

fuge in a different sphere. I longed
more earnestly than ever to escape
from that in which some vague

peril seemed to threaten me. We
were, it is true, to leave Paris, but

for what a motive ! . . . What a

pitiful aspect the life Lorenzo
wished to escape from took in

comparison with the one so differ-

ent which Mine, de Kergy had just

given me a glimpse of! ... The

thought of this contrast embittered

the joy I felt in view of our de-

parture.
\Ve agreed, however, as we sepa-

rated, to meet every day during
this last week, and Mine, de Kergy
promised to take me, before my de-

parture, through various parts of

the unknown world of charity in

Paris, whose existence she had re-

vealed to me, that I might, at least,

have a less imperfect idea of it be-

fore leaving France.

On my return I found Lando as

well as Lorenzo in the drawing-
room, and learned that, as the

weather was fine, they had decided
we should dine at some faff I do
not now remember, in the Champs
Klyse'es, and afterwards, instead of

returning home, we should take

seats under the trees, and quietly
listen in the open air to the music
of one of the famous orchestras.

The hotel the Marquise de Villa-

nera stopped at was on the way ;

we could call for her, and she

would remain with us the rest of

the evening.
This new programme did not

displease me. I rather preferred
this way of meeting the marchion-
ess again, instead of the one I an-

ticipated after Lorenzo told me
she would dine with us. In spite
of the favorable impression she

produced, this prospect annoyed
VOL. xx. 3

me. The arrangement now pro-

posed suited me better.
'

I unhesi-

tatingly assented to it, but could

not help thinking, as I did so, how
much I should have preferred

passing the evening alone with

him ! . . . I longed for solitude

but shared with him ! My heart

was full of things I wished to give
utterance to, and it seemed as if a

kind of fatality multiplied obstacles

around us, and kept us absorbed in

matters wholly foreign to the sen-

timents I found it impossible to

awaken during the too brief mo-
ments in which we were together.

My heart was filled with these de-

sires and regrets while I was pre-

paring to accompany him, and they
cast a shade over the evening I am
giving an account of.

Lando took a seat in front of us,

and our carriage soon drew up at

the door of the marchioness, who
followed us in her little coupi!. She
descended when we arrived at our

place of destination, and Lorenzo,
as was proper, gave her his arm. I

took Lando's, and we proceeded
towards the room that had been re-

served for us, traversing on our

way the principal coffee-room, which
was filled with people. Every eye
turned towards us.

I saw that Lando's vanity was
more gratified than mine by the

observations that reached our ears.

I looked at Lorenzo; he too seem-
ed to be proud of the effect pro-
duced by the one leaning on his

arm, and for the first time did not

appear to notice the flattering mur-
mur of which I was the object. I

noticed this, and it did not in-

crease my good-humor. But after

we arrived at the little dining-room
that was ours for the time, Faus-

tina seemed wholly occupied with

me. We took off our bonnets, and
while I was silently admiring her
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magnificent tresses, which made

her resemble some antique statue,

she went into open ecstasy about

my "golden hair," my form, and

my features ;
but while she was thus

going on, evidently supposing it

was not displeasing to me, Lorenzo

stopped her.
" Take care, marchioness," said

he, smiling, "you do not know Gi-

nevra. Do not take another step

in that direction. No one can

venture on that ground but myself

alone."

He uttered these last words with

an accent that made my heart beat

and rendered Faustina silent. An

expression flashed from her blue

eyes quicker than the sharpest

.lightning, and seemed to give them

a terrible brilliancy. However,
she soon 'resumed her playfulness

.and graceful ease of manner. Like

.most Italian ladies, she had that

naturalness, that total absence of

affectation, which often gives to

their conversation an originality

without parallel, and makes all wit

which is less spontaneous than

.theirs seem factitious and almost

defective. It has an inexpressible
.charm which fascinates, enchants,
sets every one at ease, and gives to

their very coquetry an appearance
of artlessness.

We were full of liveliness and

gayety at the table. Never was a

dinner more agreeable. Donna
Faustina had an uncommon talent

.for relating things without appear-

ing to try to win attention. She
could mimic other women without

any appearance of malice, and
even sound their praises with an

earnestness that made her more

charming than those of whom she

was speaking. Sometimes, too, she

would change her tone, and, after

making the room ring with our

laughter, she would entertain us

with some serious account which

displayed a powerful, cultivated

mind, with all her exuberant gay-

ety. In short, when she was pre-

sent, nothing was thought of but

her, and even those whom she wit-

tingly or unwittingly threw into

the shade could not deny the

charm by which they were eclipsed.
It was, however, with some sur-

prise I recalled after dinner the

conversation that had affected me
so strongly some hours before, and
I asked myself if this was the me-

lancholy, forsaken woman whose
fate had moved me to tears.

She seemed to have almost read

my thoughts; for, as we were re-

turning to the open air, she left

Lorenzo's arm, and came to take

mine.
"
Ginevra," said she in a low

voice, "you find me gay and happy
as a child this evening. It is be-

cause I no longer feel alone. I

have found, not only friends, but a

sister ! . . . I am filled with love

and gratitude to you."
The Champs Elysees were illu-

minated. We could see each other

as distinctly as by daylight. She

seemed much affected and sincere.

Perhaps she spoke the truth at that

moment. . .. . Perhaps she had only
looked deep enough into her own
heart to feel persuaded that the

romantic friendship she wished to

make me believe in was real.

However this may be, the illusion

did not last long either for her, or

Lorenzo, or myself.
The music was delightful, and I

listened to it for some time in si-

lence. Faustina had taken a seat

at my right hand. Lorenzo sat

next her, and Lando beside me.
" Bravo ! Cousin Ginevra," said

the latter in a low tone as soon as

the first piece was ended.
" Thank

heaven, your influence is still all
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it ought to be ! ... I am delight-

ed, but not surprised !"

So many things had occupied my
mind since my last conversation

with him that I was at a loss to

know what lie referred to.

"You have persuaded Lorenzo
. c Paris ?"

"No; he proposed going of his

own accord."
" Indeed ! When was that?"
" Last evening."
" And when are you to leave ?"
" Next Monday."
"A whole week! It is a long

time. ... In spite of my personal

regret to lose you, I wish your de-

parture could take place sooner."
" And I also," I murmured with-

out knowing why, for at that

moment I was not at all preoc-

cupied with the cause of Lando's

anxiety.
"
Endeavor, at least, to make him

pass every evening like this. Your
friend is pleasing ;

she amuses him,
and may be able to divert him from

other things."
"
I.ando, stop!" I exclaimed

with a vehemence I could not re-

press. He uttered a slight excla-

mation of surprise, and I hastily

continued, lest he might have com-

prehended me :

"
Yes, be quiet. I beg, while they

are playing the Marc/ic dii rrophctc.

I wish to hear it undisturbed."

But I did not listen to the

Marcfie du Propltite. I only listen-

ed to I only heard the voices

beside me. Lorenzo and his com-

panion at first continued to COB-

verse in an animated manner on

subjects apparently indifferent, but

concerning people and places I was

entirely ignorant of. ... Recol-

lections of the past were recalled

which I knew nothing about. A

long silence soon intervened, and

when at last they resumed the con-

versation, it was in so low a tone 1

was unable to follow it.

Lorenzo and Lando returned on

foot, and I took Donna Faustina

home. Before separating we em-

braced each other once more, say-

ing an ra'oir ; but after leaving her

I thought without any regret that

before another week I should bid

her a long farewell, and perhaps
even then I should not have been

sorry were it for ever.

XXI.

During the following week, that

looked so long to Lando, and was

indeed long enough to affect my
whole life, What transpired? . . .

Apparently nothing very different

from the evening I have just de-

scribed; nothing that did not seem
the natural consequence of the in-

timacy so suddenly formed between

Donna Faustina and myself, the re-

cent date of which I alone seemed
not to have forgotten. But little

by little, I might say hour by hour,
I felt a secret, powerful, subtle in-

fluence growing up around me, and
the deepest instincts of my heart,

for a moment repressed, were vio-

lently roused, causing me to suffer

all the pangs of doubt, anxiety, and

the most cruel suspicion. But as

nothing new seemed to justify these

feelings, I forced myself to conceal

them, for fear of rendering myself
odious in Lorenzo's eyes and losing

the charm of my generous confi-

dence. Moreover, did not my con-

tinuing to manifest this confidence

oblige him to merit it? ... And
could Faustina be treacherous while

I was redoubling my cordiality and

affection, and confiding in her as a

friend ? Was I not in a certain
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manner protecting myself by oblig-

ing both of them in honor not to

deceive me ?

But honor, we know, in such

cases honor alone, without the

holy restraints imposed by con-

science is a feeble barrier and a

mere mockery. Those who im-

agine they have not overstepped
this barrier sometimes make it re-

rede before them, and believe them-

selves still within its limits when

they are already far beyond the line

it first marked out. . . .

A barrier so easily changed soon

trenches on the enemy's ground,
and the honor that is purely hu-

man insufficient guardian of vows
the most solemn after violating

the most sacred obligations, often

becomes subject to some imaginary

duty, and, according to a barbarous

code that keeps pace with that of

the Gospel amid all our civilization,

persuades him whose sole guide it

is that he would be disloyal if he

ceased to be a traitor !

This is a sad, commonplace oc-

currence in the world, which does

not excite anything more than a

smile or a shrug of the shoulders

on the part even of those who
would tremble with indignation if

any one should think them capable
of betraying the confidence of a

friend what do I say ? even of a

stranger or an enemy !

I will not undertake to follow

Lorenzo in this obscure phase of

his life. Neither will I try to pene-
trate into the soul of Faustina. I

will only speak of the influence her

crossing my path had on my life
;

for the account I have undertaken
is one of bitter trials and formida-

ble dangers, and the extraordinary

grace I derived therefrom !

During the last week of our stay
in Paris my time was strangely di-

vided between Mme. dc Kergy, who

came every morning to take me on

the proposed rounds, and Donna

Faustina, with whom I unfailingly

found myself every evening. I

thus daily went from one world to

another exactly opposite, and seem-

ed to undergo a periodical transfor-

mation, becoming, according to the

hour, as different as the two women
with whom I thus became simulta-

neously connected, but whom I

never beheld together.

Every day I appreciated more

fully the beneficial intimacy, that

had commenced at the same time

as the other intimacy, to which I

already hesitated to give its true

name, and I found more and more

salutary the happy influences of

the morning, which always diverted

my mind from the annoying recol-

lections of the evening before.

Mme. de Kergy 's simple dignity
and sweetness of manner were al-

lied with a noble mind and a large
heart. Though somewhat impos-

ing, every one felt at ease with her,

because she entered into every
one's feelings, criticised nobody,
and only gave others the lesson of

her example. I considered my-
self fortunate to see her so often,

and wished I could always remain

under her guidance.
I accompanied her in her chari-

table rounds through Paris, and at

the sight of the misery I thus wit-

nessed I felt I had never under-

stood before to what an extent

both misery and charity can extend.

And yet poverty and humanity are

to be found in all countries

and in all climes. Certainly, we
also have the poor amongst us, and
Southern Italy is called, par excel-

lence, the land of beggars and
wretchedness. Nevertheless, when

my imagination transported me to

the gates of the convent where Don
Placido daily distributed alms,
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without any great discernment per-

haps, hut accompanied with pious

words, received by those to whom

they were addressed as alms of al-

most equal value, I asked myself
if this did not somewhat counter-

balance the excessive poverty and

the lack of a more rigid and dis-

criminating way of alleviating it.

And when I witnessed the profound

misery at Paris, augmented by the

climate, and often embittered by
hatred ; when I saw this vast num-
ber greedy for the tilings of this

world, but without any hope of

those in a better, I asked myself
if any possible compensation in the

world could be given the poor who
are deprived of the precious faith

that would console, sustain, and
ennoble them. Yes, ennoble them

;

the word is not too strong to ex-

press the living exemplification of

the. Gospel I had often observed in

accompanying Livia and Ottavia

to the miserable habitations where

they were welcomed so cordially.
"
All ! signora," these so-called

wretched creatures would some-
times say, looking at us with an

air of compassion, "yes, we will

pray for you, and our Lord will

hear us
; for, after all, we poor are

his favorites. He chose to take

upon himself our likeness, and not

that of the rich."

A thousand expressions of the

same nature crossed my mind
while accompanying my noble, saint-

ly friend to the places where she ex-

ercised, and taught her young daugh-
ter to exercise, a double mission of

charity. One day in particular,

seeing the charming Diana kneel-

ing beside the bed of a poor old
woman whose infirmities were in-

curable, but who was without re-

ligion, I recalled the words that

fell from the lips of a poor woman
at Naples who had implored the

cure of her malady through the in-

tercession of some saint, and had

obtained /'/,

" Ah ! mia cara sig-

nora, doctors are for the rich
;
as

for us, we have the saints."

"You must relate all this to Gil-

bert," said Mine, de Kergy, listen-

ing to me with a beaming face.
"
In spite of the absorbing interest

he takes in discoveries and inven-

tions of all kinds, he is not incapa-
ble of comprehending this solu-

tion the highest and most simple
of all of the great problem repeat-
ed under so many different forms.

He would readily acknowledge that,

viewed in this light, the inequali-
ties of social life assume a wonder-

fully different aspect."
This was not the first time I had

heard her speak in this way of Gil-

bert de Kergy since we had daily
met. Among other things, she ex-

plained, on one occasion, the ob-

ject of various associations of

which he was an active member.
" He could explain all this much

better than I," she added
;

"
but I

have urged him in vain to accom-

pany us in our explorations through
what I call his domain. He abso-

lutely refuses, and, though I am ac-

customed to his uncivilized ways,

they afflict me, because he often

yields to them to the injury of

others as well as himself."

One day, however, I found his

card at my door when I returned

home
;
but I had seen him only

once since the meeting at the

Hotel de Kergy.

Saturday arrived, the day but

one before our departure, and I

was to take my last drive with

Mme. de Kergy. I was suffering

from a thousand conflicting emo-

tions, agitated and melancholy, and

sorry to be separated from her, and

yet happy and impatient to leave

Paris, where I now seemed to be-
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hold nothing but two large blue

eyes following me everywhere. On
the other hand, however, a strange,

inexplicable regret weighed on my
heart when I thought of the world

into which I had not yet pene-

trated, except in imagination, but

where I longed to be transplanted
with Lorenzo, that our lives might

bring forth better fruit. While

conversing with Mine, de Kergy
such a life seemed less chimerical.

I felt my wishes might easily be re-

alized if ... I could not wholly
define my thought, but it was there,

alive, actual, and poignant, and the

recollection of its source added a

degree of tenderness to the affec-

tionate farewell I bade Mine, de

Kergy when her carriage stopped
to leave me at my door. My eyes
were filled with tears. I found it

difficult to tear myself away. She,
on her part, pressed my hand, and,

fastening her softest look on me,

finally said :

"
My dear Ginevra

"
(I had some

time before begged her to call me
so),

" would it be indiscreet to

ask you to come and dine with us

to-morrow, and spend your last

evening with us?"
"O maclame!" I exclaimed with

a joy I did not try to conceal,
"how happy I should be to come!"

" Then I shall depend on seeing
you both of you ;

for of course my
invitation extends likewise to the
Duca di Valenzano."

I felt my face turn red simply
at these words. Alas! why? Be-
cause I was at once terrified at the

thought of conveying an invitation
to Lorenzo which, ten days before,
he would have eagerly accepted.
Now I felt if he replied in the af-

firmative, it would be a triumph
for me

;
if in the negative, a painful

defeat.

All this rapidly crossed my mind,

and made me silent for a moment.

Finally I replied :

"
I do not know whether my

husband has any engagement for

to-morrow or not; but as for me,
I hope nothing will prevent my
coming. At all events, you shall

have my reply in a few hours."

This reply was despatched at a

late hour that same evening, and
was to this effect :

" That impor-
tant business would oblige my hus-

band to be absent the whole day,
and I alone should be able to ac-

cept Mme. de. Kergy's invitation."

What it cost me to write this

note Mine, de Kergy never ima-

gined. And yet, when I hastily
wrote these lines, I had no positive
reason for doubting the truth of

the excuse assigned for 'Lorenzo's

absence no reason except the

promptings of my own heart, to

which I was less able than ever,
within a few hours, to impose si-

lence.

But to relate what took place
from the time I left Mme, de Kergy
till I wrote her the above note :

That evening, as usual, I was to

meet Donna Faustina, but not her
alone. Our friends were to assem-
ble to bid us farewell, and it was at

this soiree I saw her for the first

time in all the eclat of a brilliant

toilet. And, though I was far

from foreseeing it, it was there I

spoke to her for the last time ! . . .

And I was still further from fore-

seeing in what place and in what

way I should afterwards find my-
self beside her for an instant ! . . .

We both attracted much atten-

tion that evening. Which of us
was the more beautiful I cannot
tell/ As to this, I was indiffer-

ent to the opinion of all but one.
What he thought I longed to know,
and I now watched him in my
turn. As I have said, he had good
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reason to pride himself on his

penetration ;
but that was a faculty

by no means lacking on my part,

and one, it may be remarked en

passant, that Sicilians of both sexes

are said to be rarely devoid of. In

this respect we were well matched.

I knew every line in his forehead,
and understood every movement
of his mouth and the slightest

change in his mobile, expressive

face, and during the whole evening,
when for the first time I was able

to observe them together without

attracting his attention, I used as

much art in studying him as he

knew how to use in studying
others. I followed them with my
eyes around the room

; whereas,

separated from me by the crowd,
he forgot my presence, and, by
some phenomenan akin to that of

second sight, every word they ut-

tered seemed to resound distinctly
in my ears ! ... It was with re-

luctance I gave her my hand when
I left her. It was she, and not

Lorenzo, who was at that moment
the object of the resentment that

burned in my heart.

I had doubtless overcome some
of my faults at that time, but far

from all. I was not so frivolous as

is usually the case at my age. I

loved everything great and noble.

But with all this, I was impetuous,
wilful, and jealous, and, though not

occupied about my appearance, I

was with myself. The happiness I

had an indisputable right to was
menaced. All means of defending
my rights seemed allowable, but to

use address, prudence, and manage-
ment would have amounted almost
to insincerity in my eyes.

Pretexts, and even excuses, are

inni wanting for yielding to the

impulse of the moment. Therefore
1 yielded to mine when I again
found myself alone with Lorenzo,

breaking a long silence which he

did not notice, or would not ask

the reason of, with a violent out-

burst I afterwards regretted, but

which, at the moment, it seemed

impossible to repress.
"

I have tried to please you, Lo-

renzo, and must still believe in your

sincerity, which it would kill me to

doubt; but I can no longer have

any faith in the false, perfidious

friendship of that woman. . . . My
heart, my whole soul, revolts

against her. ... God forgive me,

Lorenzo, I really believe I hate her,

and feel as if I could never see her

again! . . ."

Such were a few of the hasty, in-

coherent words that escaped from

my lips. Lorenzo, with folded

arms, compressed brow, and a cold,

ironical look of surprise, listened

without interrupting me.
As I gazed at him, I felt my im-

petuosity die away and give place
to intolerable anguish. My heart

swelled, and I should have burst out

into sobs had not a certain pride
hindered me from responding to

the icy coldness of his smile with

tears. He did not excuse himself,

and by no means tried to defend
her whom I thus attacked. He
made neither protestations nor re-

proaches.
" As you please, cara mia," said

he with a calmness that seemed a

thousand times more cruel than

anger.
"

I will not attempt to op-

pose the furious fit of jealousy I see

you are in. Indulge in it at your
leisure. . . . Nothing is easier than

to find some excuse for not spend-

ing to-morrow evening with Donna
Faustina and the day after, ma
belle Gincvra" continued he with a

sarcastic look that was more mark-

ed than his words.
" You seem to

forget we are both going away, and

very probably you will never see
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her again. . . . This is a reassuring

circumstance, and ought to have

sufficed, it seems to me, to prevent

you from making so absurd a scene

as this."

His manner and words complete-

ly disconcerted me. I now felt pain-

fully mortified at my outburst, and
an earnest desire to repair it. And

yet the sensation caused by his in-

justice still raged in my heart. But I

repressed this by degrees, and when
Lorenzo was on the point of leaving
the room, I said in a low tone :

"
Forgive me

;
I was too hasty.

But I have suffered more than you
may have supposed."
He made no reply, and his cold-

ness restored my self-control.
"

It is not necessary to seek any
pretext to avoid meeting Donna
Faustina," continued I with a sang-
froid nearly equal to his own.
' Mme. de Kergy has invited me,

and you also, to dine there to-mor-

row, and pass the evening."

"Very well, go; nothing could

be more fortunate. As for me, I

shall not go with you. I have busi-

ness I am obliged to finish before

my departure. To-morrow I shall

be absent all the morning, and shall

not return in season to accompany
you."

I knew through Lando what busi-

ness he referred to. I knew he

was to settle the next day the im-

portant accounts I had learned

about the preceding Sunday. I re-

collected likewise that he was after-

wards to dine with Lando. . . .

It was not, then, an imaginary
excuse I had to transmit to Mme.
de Kergy, and yet, when I wrote

the note before mentioned, it was
with a trembling hand and a heart

heavier than it had ever been in

my life !

TO DE CONTINUED.

SEPTEMBER SABBATH REST.

MOST holy of the numbers, sacred Seven !

Which reverently the ancient sages held,
And by thy hidden charm the music swelled

Of rare old prophecies and songs of heaven,
We wonder, yet the secret have not riven

(So closely are the mysteries sentinelled),
If only by the calendar *

compelled,
Thy sign of grace unto this month was given.
Rather, we think, a fair connection lies

Between the blessedness of Sabbath peace,
When all of labor finds divine surcease,

The while rich incense rises to the skies,
And that sweet rest from summer's burdened days,
Which makes the ripe year now yield sevenfold praise !

*
Formerly September was the 7th month.
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THE PRESENT STATE OF ANGLICANISM.

A BILL for the regulation of pub-
lic worship, prepared by Dr. Tail,

Protestant Archbishop of Canter-

bury, and which after certain modi-

fications has passed through Parlia-

ment, is causing the state church

to undergo another of those fever-

ish crises which for about thirty

years past have marked with a new
feature its internal as well as its

external disorganization.
Before that period it had been

the chief boast of that church, in

every section of her members,
whether "

High
"
or

"
Evangelical,"

to have repudiated the
"
blasphe-

mous fables and dangerous de-

ceits
"

of the ancient faith from
which she had apostatized, the an-

cient unity from which she had
severed herself, and the ancient

doctrines which she denounced.
Since that period, however, a

change has come over a portion of

the Establishment, by the formation

in its bosom of a new party, differ-

ing from all its predecessors, and

possessing, moreover, its own scale

of belief, graduated ad libitum.

The thoughtful and earnest wri-

ters of the Tracts for the Times,

becoming painfully conscious of

the want of consistency of belief,

and also of the need of a spiritual
head or centre of authority in their

own communion, sought anxiously
into the details of its origin and

history, and also into the past and

present of the ancient church, from
whose venerable features they re-

moved the veil of obloquy and misre-

presentation which had been thrown
over them. Their search proved

that to be a merely human institu-

tion which they had rega'rded as

divine, and the unveiling of that

long-hidden countenance revealed

to them the divine lineaments of

the one true Mother who for three

weary centuries had been to Eng-
land a

" Mother out of sight."*
Most of those men transferred

their allegiance whither alone it

was due; having dug to the foun-

dations of their edifice to find them

giving way at every corner, they
took refuge in the city against
which so often the

"
hail descended,

and the wind blew, but it fell not ;

for it was built upon a rock." But

they did not fail to leave an abiding

impression upon the communion

they abandoned. Many who for-

bore to follow their example were

yet unable to deny the truth of the

principles which had found their

ultimate resolution in this exodus,

although they persuaded themselves
and others that it was their duty to

remain in order to solidify and
adorn that structure which they

designate the "church of their bap-
tism," slow to believe that it is a

house "built on the sand."

Thus, during the last thirty years
or so, it has been the aim of a

small but increasing number of An-

glicans to claim consideration for

their communion on higher grounds
than its founders would by any
means have approved, and, becom-

ing suddenly shy of its state pa-

rentage, to declare it to be a
" Branch "

and a
"
Sister

"
of that

* This is the title of a remarkable poem by the
Rev. John Keble, unpublished until after his death.
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church which the creators of their

own moved heaven and earth, or

rather the gates of hell, to destroy.

In order to support their claim,

they find it necessary to distort

the meaning of their formularies

in the vain endeavor to coax or to

force them into some resemblance

to the teaching of the Council of

Trent, those which are hopelessly
irreconcilable being left out of the

account as little differences which

it is inconvenient to remember.

In numerous cases they are practi-

cally set aside, or contradicted,

notwithstanding the fact that at

their
"
ordination

"
the ministers

of the Church of England solemnly
bind themselves to teach in accord-

ance with these very formularies.

Moreover, finding their own mu-
tilated communion service insuffi-

cient, and yet claiming and pro-

fessing to
"
say Mass," which they

were never intended to say, and
which in their present position they
are utterly incapable of celebrating,
the ritualistic ministers are in the

habit of supplementing the defi-

ciencies of their own liturgy by
private interpolations from the Ro-
man Missal, which, in case they are

questioned on the subject, they

designate as
"
prayers from ancient

sources,
"

a statement less honest

than true. One thing after an-

other do they imitate or claim as

their own, now a doctrine, now a

practice, which for three hundred

years their communion has em-

phatically disowned : vestments,

lights, prayers for the dead, confes-

sion, transubstantiation, in some
" extreme

"
quarters intercession of

the saints; here a gesture and
there a decoration, which only has
its fitness and meaning in the an-

cient church and her venerable

ritual, but which with them can
claim no title but that of doctrinal,

disciplinary, and decorative diso-

bedience however great may be

the pains they take to force the

false to simulate the true, and how-

ever pertinaciously they may dare,

as they do, to appropriate to them-

selves and to their chaotic schism

the very name of the Catholic

Church, out of whose fold they are

content to remain in hereditary

apostasy.

Among the four principal sec-

tions of
"
High,"

"
Low,"

"
Broad,"

and " No "
church, into which the

Anglican communion is divided,

the
" Low "

or (so-called)
" Evan-

gelical
"
school is the* sternest op-

ponent of the new " Extreme "
or

"Ritualistic" party, which it very

mistakenly honors with the name
of Romanizers. We say mistaken-

ly, because, however they may imi-

tate according to their various

shades of opinion the outward

ceremonial of the church, or adopt,
at choice, more or less of her doc-

trines, yet all this in their case is

but a double development of Pro-

testantism (to say nothing of the

effect it produces of making them
rest satisfied with the shadow in-

stead of seeking the substance) ;

*

for none are so bitter as they

against the church they are so de-

sirous to resemble, and also none

are so practically disobedient to

their own ecclesiastical superiors,
in spite of reiterated professions to

the contrary. It is this persistent
disobedience which has brought
about the present crisis.

In the Evangelical party there

exists a society calling itself the

*Dr. Irons, in his book entitled Ntiv Legislation

for the Church : fs it necitttt > says:
" The most

discreditable because the most insincere of all the

pleas for new legislation is the cry that the ritualists

are encouraging popery amongst us. To say that

we are in danger of becoming papists is about as ra-

tional as to say that we are becoming
'

Plymouth
Brethren,'

"
(one of the many new sects which nave

sprung up of late years in England).
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" Church Association," of which

one principal object is to watch

over the principles of the reforma-

tion,* and to keep a jealous eye

upon the movements of tractarian-

ism in all its varied develop-
ments.

Chiefly in consequence of the re-

presentations of this society, and
also of the determination of the

High-Church clergy not to obey
the decision that has been given

against various of their practices
in the

" Purchas judgment," until

they should have obtained a rede-

cision from another court to which

they had appealed, Dr. Tail, Arch-

bishop of Canterbury, laid before

the Houses of Parliament a bill en-

titled the
"
Public Worship Regula-

tion Bill," of which the object is to

secure the suppression of all the

illegal practices in which Ritualists

habitually indulge, and also to se-

ime obedience to their legally and

ecclesiastically constituted authori-

ties. Rightly or wrongly, all the

innovations or changes that have
been gradually rousing

"
the Pro-

testant feeling of the country," and
which are in fact, if not in intention,
imitations of Catholic ritual, were
to be put down. The bill requires
that in each diocese a local court

should be established, before which

any church-warden, or three parish-

ioners,
"
having cause of complaint

against the incumbent, as failing to

observe the directions contained in

the Book of Common Prayer, relat-

ing to the performance of the ser-

vices, rites, and ceremonies of the

said book, or as having made or

permitted unlawful addition to, al-

* At a meeting of a High Church society, called
the I !i Union, recently held, a member
nl this Low Church a>s K i.uion who was present
rose ami in! mlily that that body fur-
ther existed "

for the purpose of teaching the bi-

shops the law "
a statement which must have been

interesting to the JiMinp uf I.ichlidJ and his two
coadjutor-bishops who were present.

teration of, or omission from such

services," etc., etc., shall be em-

powered to lay their complaint

against the said incumbent, who is

to be allowed the space of fourteen

days in which, to give his answer.

Should no answer be given, it will

be considered that the charges laid

against him are true, and proceed-

ings will be taken accordingly.
Should an unsatisfactory answer

be given,
"
the bishop may, if he

think fit, within six months after he

has received a representation in the

manner aforesaid, proceed to con-

sider the same in public, with the.

assistance of the chancellor of the

diocese or his substitute, . . . and
the bishop shall, after due consid-

eration, pronounce judgment in re-

gard to such representation."
To this an amendment was sug-

gested by Lord Shaftesbury, which
was adopted, namely, that instead

of a local bishop, a secular judge,
to be selected by the two Arch-

bishops of Canterbury and .York,
should be appointed, under the title

of
"
Judge of Public Worship," and

whose office it should be to assist

the bishop of any diocese where
his services might be required for

the hearing of cases, after which
not the bishop, but the judge,

should, in conclusion, pronounce
sentence according to law.

Upon this, the Spectator, a lead-

ing periodical of the Broad Church

party, observes :

" So far as the bill

is intended to ascertain and en-

force the existing law of the church
in relation to public worship, the

change (namely, from a bishop to

a secular judge) makes the whole
difference between a tribunal which

Englishmen will respect and trust

and one which they would hardly
have taken the trouble even to con-

sult, so deep would have been, in

general, their distrust of the oracle
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consulted. . . . Lord Shaftesbury

having provided a genuine judge,
the complainant who prefers a bi-

shop will not often get his antago-
nist to agree with him, and such

complainants will be few."

Of this general mistrust of the

Anglican bishops we have more to

say, but for the present we keep to

the consideration of the bill.

Lord Shaftesbury 's suggestion
was followed by one from Dr.

Magee, Bishop of Peterborough,

which, although not adopted, is too

remarkable a specimen of Episco-

pal counsel to be unnoticed. (The
Church Times respectfully desig-

nates it as
" one of the prettiest bits

of log-rolling ever seen "!) Bishop

Magee proposed, and his proposal
was "

powerfully seconded by the

Lord Chancellor," that there should

be "
neutral regions of ritual laid

down by the bill, within which a

variety of usages as practised in

many churches at the present time

should all be admissible, even

though the actual directions of the

rubric against some of them be ex-

plicit." Whereupon the Spectator

goes on to suggest that a varied se-

lection of
"
concessions

"
should be

made, suitable to the divergent or

opposite tastes of Extreme, High,
Low, Broad, and No Churchmen ;

such as, for instance, the optional

reading or omission of the words
as to the regeneration of the child

by the act of baptism, as a conces-
sion acceptable to the Evangelicals.
For its own part it would like an

optional reading or omission of the
Athanasian Creed, and so on, and,"
to make the compromise a tho-

roughly sound one," the laity of
each parish, it considers, ought to

be consulted as to the usage to be

adopted. It is hard to imagine
anything better calculated to make
"confusion worse confounded"

than plans like these, at a time, too,

when all the Anglican parties alike

confess that
"

in no day has there

been so wide a variety of tendency,

opinion, and belief in the Church
of England as now."

One of the great features in the

checkered progress of this bill has

been the speech of the late premier,
the negative and destructive char-

acter of which it is difficult ade-

quately to estimate, and which, up-
on its delivery, to quote the words
of the Westminster Gazette, "pro-
duced an ecclesiastical conflagra-
tion." Even Mr. Gladstone's late

colleagues hold aloof from his pro-

positions, and the outcry that was
raised soon indisposed his humbler
followers to agree with him

; yet he
laid bare many real difficulties and
told many plain truths which might
make the friends of the archbi-

shop's bill reasonably hesitate, lint

as it is, this speech has only fired

the zealous determination of the

great majority of the House, both
liberal and conservative, to strike a

blow at the external manifestations

of ritualism, come what may, and
has set the

"
Protestant feeling of

the country
"
on horseback.

The bill is doubtless peculiarly

vulnerable, and Mr. Gladstone did

not spare its weak points, amply
demonstrating its dangerous scope
and character, and the extreme

probability of its leading to convul-

sions far more serious to the wel-

fare of the Established Church than

what he termed any panic about

Ritualism. It enforces the obser-

vation of the rubrics with a rigidity

dependent only upon episcopal
discretion in the use of a certain

dispensing power. The bishops
may protect whom they please, pro-
vided they are ready with written

reasons for vetoing the proceedings
against the accused, which is cer-
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tainly an adroit expedient for

catching obnoxious ritualists and

letting offenders of another class

escape. All might work well if

only bishops will be discreet.*

Mr. Gladstone showed, however,
that he entertained profound
doubts of the discretion of twen-

ty-seven or twenty-eight bishops.

But, whether his fears are well

grounded or not, many minds
would agree with him in recoiling
from such slippery legislation, al-

though, on the other hand, he

launches himself into a course of

which it would be difficult to fore-

see the results. In his six remark-
able resolutions he not only reduces

the bill so that it should only effect

its real objects, but he explicitly
asserts the impolicy of uniformity
in the matter of enforcing the ru-

brics. It is really little less than

the repeal of the Act of Uniformity,
and the six resolutions involve the

abolition of that religious settle-

ment which has prevailed in Eng-
land for more than two centuries.

Finding them rejected by an over-

whelming majority, Mr. Gladstone
withdrew them

;

" but they may yet
furnish a fruitful contribution to

the discussion of the position of

t!u- Church of England."
Hut if, as we have seen, the

I'.road-Church section openly pro-
claims its deep mistrust of its

ecclesiastical rulers, and one object
of the Evangelical "Church Asso-

ciation
"

is declared to be "
to teach

them the law," it is reserved for the

* Upon this the 7V///..E remarks :

u There can

department of administration . . . without a

large deposit of discretionary powers in the best
. that can he found. The Church of England
Avays had to submit to that law, for it sees its

jirri.ites appointed alternately by the opposite poli-
tical and religious sides, and has had to see the

iastic.il patronage of populous counties bestow-
ed for a whole generation on men of one school, and
then as long on men of the other." Could any words
more graphically depict the shuttlecock existence of

Anglican ecclesiastical arrangements than these i

organs of the extreme ritualistic

party to treat their bishops, week
after week, to an amount of super-
cilious insolence, which is occasion-

ally varied by invective and abuse,

unsurpassed in the annals of even

Puritan polemics. In the Church
Times for May 22 we find a lengthy

monition, headed in double-sized

capitals,
" What the Bishops ought

to do," and which, in a tone of
mock compassion, thus com-
mences :

"
It has been a hard time

lately for our Right Reverend
Fathers-in-God . . . According to

their wont, their lordships have

seemed, with one noble exception,
to give their support to Dr. Tail's

plan for stamping out ritualism."
" The gods have evidently a spite

against the primate, or he would

scarcely have committed such

blunders, etc."
" The poor arch-

bishop has, however, excuse enough
for his peevishness."

" We have
been compelled repeatedly, in the in-

terests of truth,etc., to point out what
their lordships ought not to do ;

unfortunately the occasions which

necessarily call forth such remarks
occur too frequently; it is there-

fore only right that we should also

give the bishops the benefit of our
own experience, and explain to

them how they might hope to gain
that respect which they certainly
do not now possess." And further

on the same modest writer requests
his ecclesiastical superiors to re-

member that they are immensely in-

ferior to many of their clergy in

natural gifts, mental culture, and pa-
rochial experience, adding: "Take,
for instance, the question of con-
fession. It is evident from their

lordships' utterances respecting it

that they are in the darkest igno-
rance both as to its principles and

practice, . . . and this though there

are plenty of clergymen who, by
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long experience in the confessional,

are well qualified to instruct their

lordships about it."

Now, this is too unreasonable !

As if an Anglican bishop ought

fairly to be expected to trouble him-

self about an obsolete custom that

had practically disappeared from

the Anglican Prayer-Book, of which

there is no mention in the Cate-

chism, and none in the communion
service but one ambiguous phrase
which may mean anything !

*

But to return to the Church

Times, which with its compeers of

the
"
extreme

"
school seems to do

its best to expose the Babel of con-

fusion in which it dwells, and

which its own voice does its little

utmost to increase. From this we
learn that

"
it is now decided by

archiepiscopal authority, and illus-

trated by archiepiscopal example,
that truth is not one, but two."

Why only now, we should like to

know, when no true successor of

the archapostate Cranmer could

consistently teach otherwise Cran-

mer, of whom his biographer, Alex-

ander Knox, writes as follows :

* See Peace through the Truth, by the Rev. F.

Harper, S.J., whose words we occasionally venture
to adopt, as expressing so much more completely the

state of the case than could be done by any of our
own : "In the authorized formularies of the Church
of England there is only one single instance in which
confession is distinctly alluded to, namely, in the
Service for the Visitation of the Sick." But let us
hear what is said by the great Anglican authority,
Archbishop Whately, with regard to the rubric to

which we refer, his work being a text-book which
nearly every Anglican bishop recommends to his

candidates for ordination. After quoting Marshall
and Potter as authorities in his favor, he says :

" No
authority can be urged from thence for the applying
of God's pardon to the conscience of a sinner, or for

absolving him from any otherwise than from the
censures of the church," (\Yhately on the Common
Prayer, ch. XI., sec. 5, p. 430, London, 1840). And
the late Bishop of London, Dr. Blomfield, in one of
his charges (1842) speaks of auricular confession as
u a practice wholly unknown to the primitive
church, one of the most fearful abuses of that of

Rome, and the source of unspeakable abominations/'
From all which it ought to be clear to Anglicans
themselves that, if they would find authorized con-
fession and valid absolution, they must seek it else-

where than from the self-authorized confessors of

their own communion.

" To form a church by any sharply

defined lines was scarcely Cranmer's

object. . . . He looked more to ex-

tension than to exactness of pe-

riphery." And this man,
" whose

life was the incarnation of theolo-

gical and moral contradictions, and

whose creed was only consistent in

its gross Erastianism, left these as

his double legacy to the national

Establishment, of which he was the

principal contriver."* The same

writer (Knox) demonstrates the

success of Cranmer's idea in another

place, where he describes the con-

stitution of the Anglican commu-
nion in the following remarkable

words :

" In England, as I have

already been endeavoring to show,
all is peculiar. In the Establish-

ment, the theology common to Lu-
ther and Melanchthon was adopt-
ed in the Articles, but the unmixed

piety of the primitive church was
retained in the daily liturgy and oc-

casional offices. Thus our church,

by a most singular arrangement of

Providence, has, as it were, a Catho-

lic soul united to a Lutheran body
of best and mildest temperament.
. . . May we not discover traces

of the All-wise Hand in these prin-

ciples of liberality, which are im-

planted in the very bosom of our

Establishment by the adoption of

articles that are deemed by differ-

ent men to countenance their differ-

ent opinions ? And Bishop Burnet,
in the Introduction to his Comment-

ary on the Articles, declares that

"when an article is conceived in

such general terms that it can ad-

mit of different senses, yet even

when the senses are plainly contrary
one to another, both

(/'.
c. persons

of opposite opinions) may sub-

scribe to the Articles with a good
conscience, and without any equi-

* F. Harper.
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vocation." Well indeed did Dr.

Newman describe these articles as

the
"
stammering lips of ambiguous

formularies." After these confes-

sions of Anglicans themselves, what

reason have they to be surprised if

their present archiepiscopal autho-

rity decides that truth is not one,

but two?
The same ritualistic organ we

have been quoting speaks of a cer-

tain proposal as one which could

only be made "
by a madman or a

bishop." In the Church Times

for June 12, under the title of
" The

Worship Bill in the Lords," we find

the following courteous, charitable,

and refined observations :

" The
scheme devised by Archbishops
Tail and Thompson for harrying
the ritualists, and nearly pulling

down the Church of England in

order to do so, like that lord chief-

justice in China who burnt down
his town-house to roast a sucking-

pig, is not going quite as its au-

thors hoped," etc. Again :

" But

Dr. Tail has been contented to re-

main to the present hour in entire

ignorance of the laws, usages, and

temper of the Church of England,
and therefore it is impossible for

the most charitable critic to give
him credit for religious motives.

The best that can be said of him is

that he has a creed of some kind,
which is Erastianisn, and therefore

prefers the English Establishment

to the Scottish, as the wealthier

and more dignified of the two.

[The bishops] have collectively be-

trayed their trust, and convinced
churchmen that the episcopal seats

in the House of Lords are a weak-
ness and not a strength to the

church."
" This misconduct of the

bishops will do much to destroy
the unreal glamour which their offi-

cial position has enabled them to

throw over the eyes of the mode-r-

ate High-Church clergy, who now
learn that no considerations of faith,

honor, and duty have the least

weight with their lordships when

any personal questions intervene,

and therefore their wings will be

clipped pretty closely when," etc.
" But there is, we are thankful to

say, a deep-rooted distrust of the

bishops," and "even archiepiscopal

mops and brooms cannot drive

back the waters of ritualism !"

With specimens such as these be-

fore us, we do not wonder that Dr.

Pusey, who is a gentleman as well

as a Christian, thought it advis-

able at the opening of his speech
before the recent ritualistic meet-

ing at S. James' Hall, against the

archbishop's bill, to express his

hope that the words of S. Paul

would not be forgotten,
" Thou

shalt not speak evil of the ruler of

my people."
Before quitting this part of the

subject there is one thing we wish

to say. Let these men be content

to settle their own quarrel with

each other and with their bishops
as best they may, but let them, if

they will not hear S. Paul, remem-
ber a command that was given
amid the thunders of Sinai :

" Thou
shalt not bear false witness against

thy neighbor
"

;
and let them, if

they can, refrain from "
evil speak-

ing, lying, and slandering
"

not

only against the Catholic Church
in general, but also against the

noble church in France in particu-

lar, whose close union and devoted

filial obedience to her Head, the

Vicar of Jesus Christ, they appear
to regard with a peculiar and ma-

lignant envy. Would that it were

a holy emulation instead !

These men dare to say that

the church in France has been
"
brought to ruin

"
: that it is

" Rome and its agents who have
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procured that ruin," and by means

which they
"

will expose on a fu-

ture occasion." They aver that

there is not a canonical authority,

but
" an absolute despotism,"

"
a

hateful absolutism
"

exercised by
"
the bishops over the inferior

clergy
"

(in which statement we

cannot but perceive a reflection of

the perpetual episcopal nightmare
which troubles the ritualistic dreams

at home) ;
the said inferior clergy be-

ing described as
"
veritable pariahs,

who from one day to another, at the

caprice of a bishop, can be reduced

to become crossing-sweepers or

cab-drivers
"

a
"
reduction

" which

we are allowed to suppose must be

very common from the additional

declaration that
"

it is a prin-

ciple with the bishops to crush the

wills of their clergy," while they

themselves,
"
being merely the pre-

fects of die Pope, have in their

turn to submit to a tyranny no less

painful," the Pope making himself
"
lord and master more and more

"
;

in fact,
"
the only person who is

free in the Roman Church, ever

since the Council of Trent, is the

Pope."
*

Elsewhere in this same exponent
of reckless ritualism we find the

following singular justification of

the tone so habitually adopted by
that party towards their spiritual

superiors :

" We hear a good deal

about the reverence of the elder

tractarians for bishops and dignita-

ries, but we fail to see the merit of

their conduct when we reflect that

it cost us a disastrous exodus
Romewards." An apparently un-

conscious testimony to the inevi-

table tendency and final result of

respect for lawful authority.

* See " Our Paris Letter" in the Church Times
for June 12, 1874, which might be fitly described
as two closely printed columns of exasperating men-
dacity.

But we will no longer detain the

reader over specimens of High-An-

glican journalism, further than to

remark the admiring sympathy ex-

pressed by this party for the self-

styled
" Old Catholic

"
movement,

and especiaHy for the apostate
Reinkens a sympathy to be ex-

pected from men who, instead of

escaping from schism, seek to jus-

tify it, and, feeling themselves

strengthened by the rebellion of

others, applaud each fresh example
of revolt.

Thus a long and laudatory no-

tice on the new German schisma-

tics commences as follows :

" The
text of the Old Catholic Declara-

tion at Bonn, on reform in general,
... is published, and is, on the

whole, extremely satisfactory. At

present the movement bears a re-

markable resemblance to the ideal

English Reformation ;
and we pray

that it may keep a great deal nearer

to its theory than we have been

able to do."

As a pendant to the above we
will mention two "

resolutions
"

moved at a meeting of the
"
So-

ciety for the Reunion of Christen-

dom," recently held in S. George's

Hall, the first of which was as fol-

lows :

" That the only adequate
solution for the internal distrac-

tions of the English Church, as of

Christendom generally, is to be

found in the restoration of corpo-
rate unity in the great Christianity

commonwealth."
The second stood thus :

" That

the marriage of H. R. H. the Duke
of Edinburgh to the daughter of

the Czar affords hope of such mu-
tual understanding between the

English and Russian churches as

may facilitate future intercommu-
nion."

Alas, poor Church of England !

Within the breast of many of her
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more earnest members is lovingly
cherished the delusive dream of

the
"
corporate reunion

"
of what

they are pleased to call the
"
three

branches of the church." Wearied
of their long isolation, they stretch

out their hands to whom ? On the

one side, to a schism about double

the age of their own, but too free

from many of their errors and too

devoted to the Ever Blessed Mo-
ther of God to give easy welcome
to so dubious an ally as the crea-

tion of Cranmer and his king ; and,
on the other side, to a schism of a

few months old, to which they

equally look forward to join hand
in hand, and thus, by adding schism

to schism, fondly expect Catholic

unity as the result!

Hut what, then, is their attitude

with regard to the ancient church ?

Opposition, strengthened by jealous
tc^r. There is in the Church of

['.upland an hereditary antipathy
t>> the Catholic Church, which is

evinced in its Articles, more fully

developed in its Homilies, and sus-

tained in the writings not only of

(lie first reformers, but of all the

succession of Anglican divines,
with scarcely an exception, no mat-
ter how much they may have dif-

fered among themselves in their

ral schools of religious opinion.
Nor is the spirit dead within it now.
For instance, was there ever a

more gigantic commotion than that

which was raised all over England,
in every corner of the land, and

among clergy and laity alike, than
ih.it wliii.-h followed upon thesimple
:i' t of Pope Pius IX., when, within

the memory of the present genera-
tion, he exchanged the government
of the Catholic Church in England
by vicars-apostolic for that of a

regular and established hierarchy ?

''The same animus exists even

among the less Protestant and more
VOL. XX. 4

eminent of its champions in the

present day, among whom we need

only mention the names of Dr.

Wordsworth, Mr. Palmer, and the

Dean of Canterbury among mode-
rate High Churchmen." It mani-

fests itself also quite as plainly
in the Tractarian, Ritualistic, and
" Extreme

"
schools of High-Church

development ;
for instance, F. Har-

per quotes a letter published and

signed by an "Old Tractarian," in

which the Catholic bishops are

described as "the present managers
ofthe Roman schism in England,"
and a clergyman of the same school,
well known at Oxford, on one oc-

casion observed to the writer of the

present notice :

" We are the Catho-

lics ; you are simply Romanists ;

that is to say, Roman schismatics."

Dr. Pusey, in his recent speech
before the meeting at St. James'
Hall against the archbishop's bill,

expresses as emphatically as ever

his assured conviction of the Catho-

licity of his own communion, in

spite of the many difficulties to be

overcome before that view can be

accepted by ordinary minds. After

speaking of the
"
undivided church

of Christ," he goes on to say :

" We
are perfectly convinced . . . that

we are standing within her own re-

corded limits, and are exponents
of her own recorded principles,"

adding,
" The Church of England is

Catholic
"
(great cheering),

" and no

power on earth can make the Church
of England to-day a Protestant so-

ciety. . . . Her limits we claim

to be those of the Catholic Church."

And, wonderful as it may seem, the

venerable doctor is convinced of

the truth of these affirmations, his

nature being too noble and sincere

wilfully to exaggerate. His speech,
which is in condemnation of the

archbishop's bill as being aimed

against those charged with making.
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unlawful additions to their church's

ritual, while those who make un-

lawful omissions from it are likely

to be left unmolested, concludes

with these words :

"
If dark days

do come, ... I mean to stand just

where I am, within the Church of

England
"

(loud and prolonged

cheering). . . .

"
I mean to resist

the voices from without and from

within that will call on me to go to

Rome
;
but still to endeavor, by

active toil, by patient well-doing,

and by fervent charity, to defend

and maintain the catholic nature

of the Church of England."
'

There is one Voice which may
yet will to be heard "within" and

which may at the same time confer

grace, that he who has taught so

many souls the way to their true

and only home may himself also

find his own true Mother and his

Home at last.

Meanwhile, what is the condition

of this
"
Catholic

"
Church of Eng-

land ! Never was there a
"
house"

more notoriously
"
divided against

:

itself;" and every effort of the

Tractarian party to force sound
doctrine upon her or elicit it from

her has resulted in a more delibe-

rate annihilation of truth on her

part, by the formal declaration that

on fundamental doctrines her min-

isters, according to their respective

* We are told that " one striking feature of the
' evening as regards the tone pervading the assem-
. blagc was the manifest repudiation of the idea , . .

that, if the bill were pressed, the extreme men would
secede and free the church from their annoying
presence." When Mr. Hillyard, of S. Lawrence's,
Norwich, who presented himself as one of the " ex-
tremest of the extreme," told how a parishioner of his
had said to him,

u
Sir, if fifteen years ago there had

-been such services and spiritual privileges at S.

Lawrence as there are now, I should never have
-turned Roman Catholic," he "fairly brought down
the house." The idea of "

sorrowful departure,"
. . . when referred to by one of the speakers, was
received with shouts of derisive laughter. An-
other clergyman stated that he had u

reconciled a

great number of Roman Catholics to the church" (!),

which announcement was received with "great
cheering."

tastes, are free to teach two oppo-
site beliefs. It was thus when the
" Gorham judgment" ruled that

baptismal regeneration was " an

open question" in the church of

England. Her ministers are equal-

ly allowed to teach that it is a true

doctrine or that it is a false one.

Truth is made not only
"
two," but

antagonistic to itself. A subse-

quent judgment did the same thing
with regard to the doctrine of the

Real Presence in the Eucharist,
which is taught,in a variety of ways
by the clergy of the Tractarian

schools, sometimes as consubstan-

tiation, and by some as transubstan-

tiation itself, although this doctrine

is explicitly repudiated by the An-

glican formularies. By the decision

pronounced in the case of Mr. Ben-

nett of Froome Selwood, the Real

Presence in the Eucharist was,

equally with the doctrine of its op-

posite, which might be truly desig-

nated as the
"
real absence," author-

ized to be believed and taught.
It thus not unfrequently happens

that the adoration ofthe consecrated

elements practised and inculcated

in one parish by the Rev. Mr. A.

is in the very next parish denounced

as idolatry by his neighbor the

Rev. Mr. B.
;
*and in cases where

the one gentleman happens to hr

* And Mr. B., moreover, would be able for his

part to appeal to the " Black rubric" (so named by
the Tractarians), and which is appended to the

Communion Service, and Art. XXVIII. The former,

apologizing for the order contained in the office for

communicants to receive kneeling, declares that
u
thereby no adoration is intended or ought to be

done, either unto the sacramental bread or wine

there bodily received, or unto any Corporal Pres-

ence of Christ's natural Flesh and Blood. For the

sacramental bread and wine remain still in their

very natural substance, and therefore may not be

adored (for that were idolatry to be abhorred of all

faithful Christians)." Article XXVIII. declares that
u Transubstantiation cannot be proved by Holy
Writ

;
but it is repugnant to the plain words of Scrip-

ture, overthroweth the nature of a sacrament, and

hath given occasion to many superstitions. . . . The
Sacrament of the Lord's Supper was not by Christ's

ordinance reserved, carried about, lifted up, or wor-

shipped."
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appointed to succeed the other in

either parish, what must be the

confusion of ideas produced in the

minds of the hapless parishioners
with regard to the only two sacra-

ments which their catechism teach-

es them are
"
generally necessary to

salvation
"

?

Every judgment given by the

authorized tribunals of the Estab-

lishment on matters of doctrine

rerngniy.es by implication that the

real strength of the Church of Eng-
land lies in the indifference of the

English people to dogmatic truth.

\Ve quote the words of Mr. Wil-

berfoice : That which dishonors

the Church of England in the judg-
ment of all other Christians, wheth-
er Catholic or Protestant, is its

great merit in the eyes of its own
members. They want to profess
their various religions, from Calvin-

ism to semi-popery, without imped-
iment, and the Church of England
is the only community in the world
in which they can do it. Even

professed unbelievers desire to

maintain that institution for the

same reason. A church which
teaches nothing is in their judg-
ment the next best thing to no
church at all

;
thus the Pall Mall

Gazette, often writes against Chris-

tianity, but never against the

Church of England. What unbe-
lievers fear is a church which
claims to be divine and which
teaches only one religion.

" We
have a regard," says the ration-

alistic Satunliiy Jfcricx', "selfish

it may be, but very sincere, for

the Church of England as an emi-

nently useful institution. If the

Liberation Society chuckles over
the revelation of a

'

divided

church,' the only way to check-

mate it is to make all varieties of

doctrine equally lawful, though
they are mutually contradictory."

Again : when such a man as

Lord Selborne says that the opposi-
tion to the archbishop's bill is bas-

ed on the idea that
"
every clergy-

man is to be his own pope," and
Lord Uatherley that "every one
was determined to have his own

way." and the Bishop of Peter-

borough that "those clergymen who
were so loud in crying out against
the tyranny of the bishops arrogat-
ed to themselves a right to do ex-

actly what they pleased"; "every
clergyman wishing that there should
be excipifnda in favor of the prac-
tices in which he himself indulged,
but objected to include those of

his neighbor in the list," and that
"
every one was equally anxious to

be himself exempted from prosecu-
tion, and equally jealous of the

power of prosecuting his neigh-
bor

"
the real character of the so-

called
"
Catholic revival

"
in the

Protestant Church of England was

acknowledged by the most eminent

partisans of that institution. Ri-

tualism, they perceive, is simply
Protestantism and the right of pri-
vate judgment in their extremes!
form. How vain it is to exorcise

such a spirit in a sect founded on
the right of revolt, and so utterly
indifferent to positive truth that, ;is

the Bishop of Peterborough frank-

ly confessed, the word compromise
is written all over the pages of the

Anglican Prayer-Book, was unde-

signedly admitted by Lord Salis-

bury.
" There were," he said,

"
three parties in the church, which

might be described as the Sacra-

mental, the Emotional, and the

Philosophical, and the great pro-
blem to be solved was how to re-

concile their views." The pro-
blem, he knows, is insoluble. The
very men who profess to revive

Catholic dogma can only sug-

gest a
"
considerate disagreement,"
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which in plain words is an ar-

rangement to betray God's reveal-

ed truth by an impious compro-
mise with error.

Before closing this rapid and

imperfect notice of the present
state of the Anglican Communion,
a reflection suggests itself upon
which we must say a few words.

It may reasonably be asked,

What is the authority which the ri-

tualistic party professes to obey?

They refuse the right of the state,

to which their community owes its

being, to rule them in matters ec-

clesiastical
; they refuse obedience

practically, whether professedly or

not, to their bishops, for whom
they appear to have neither affec-

tion, confidence, nor respect ;
and

they not only refuse submission to

her whom they themselves acknow-

ledge to be the
" Mother and Mis-

tress of all churches," but they

openly express their sympathy and
admiration for those who rebel

against her authority, invariably

taking the part of the revolted

against the Catholic Church.
"
Is

there, then, any authority upon
earth to which they allow them-

selves responsible, and if so, where
is it to be found ?

We give the answer in the words
of the able writer quoted above :

*

"
Anglicans having destroyed, as

far as their influence extends, the

whole authority of the living church,

they affect, since they must obey
something, to reserve all their

obedience for what they call the

primitive church. The late Dean
Mansel tells us that some of the

worst enemies of revealed truth

employed the same pretext.
' The

earlier deists,' he says (naming
five notorious ones), 'carried on

their attack under cover of a

Mr. H.Wilbcrforce.

reverence for primitive Chris-

tianity ;

'

and he goes on to ask,
' Has such a supposition ever been

made, except by wicked men desir-

ous to find an excuse for their

transgression of the law?' Now,
this is exactly the attitude of

Anglicans towards the authority
of the church. They exalt her

prerogatives, and admit that she is

'

infallible' ; but they deny in the

same breath that she has the power
to teach or to 'pass decrees,' be-

cause that would imply the obliga-
tion of obedience, and they are re-

solved to obey nothing but them-

selves, and therefore they have in-

vented the theory of the Christian

Church which maybe enunciated in

the following terms :

" 'The church of God. though destined

by her Founder to a divine life, has be-

come by degrees a mere human thing.
In spite of the promises, her decay began
with her existence, since even the apos-
tolic sees all "erred in matters of faith." *

She was designed to be One, but is now
divided. She was intended to be uni-

versal, but ... it is far more conve-

nient that she should be simply national.

She still has a voice, but cannot use it.

Her decrees would be irreformablc if she

had not lost the power to make any.
She is theoretically infallible, but her in-

fallibility may be corrected by any intelli-

gent Christian who feels qualified for the

task. She has a right to enjoin obedi-

ence, but everybody has a right to refuse

it
;

for though obedience was once a

Christian duty, yet, since there is no

longer anything to obey, this particular
virtue has lapsed, and every one is a law

to himself. It is no doubt her office to

correct the errors of others, but unfortu-

nately she has not yet succeeded in de-

tecting her own. "
Every tongue that re-

sisteth her in judgment she shall con-

demn," but meanwhile it is quite lawful

for every tongue to condemn her. . . .

Unity is her essential mark, by which
she was always to be recognized, but as

*" As the Church of Jerusalem, Alexandria, and
Antioch have erred, so also the Church of Rome
liath erred, not only in their living and mariner of

ceremonies, but also in matters of faith." Art.

XIX., Rook of Com. Prayer.
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it has no centre it is now purely chimeri-

cal. The great teachers of Christendom

fancied the Pope was that centre, but

this was evidently delusion. It was in

the beginning a condition of salvation to

"hear the church," but as she has lost

her voice nobody can be expected to

hear her now, and the conditions of sal-

vation are changed. It used to be her

business to impose terms of communion,
but it is the peculiar privilege of modern
Christians to substitute others for them.

The defection of millions in the earlier

ages, who became Arians or Donatists,

did not in the least affect her unity or

impair her authority ;
but the rebellion

of certain Englishmen whose fathers had

obeyed her for a thousand years, or of

Russians, who have invented a local reli-

gion and do not even aspire to an uni-

versal one is quite fatal to both. Of all

former apostates it was rightly said," They
went out from us because they were not

of us," but no one would think of saying
this of men who live under the British

Constitution, because they have a clear

right to
"
go out

" whenever they please.'
"

Such is the Anglican theory, . . .

in the face of which the Anglican

prophets go to their temples, and

loudly proclaim,
"

I believe in One,

Holy, Catholic Church." The na-

tural result of such teaching is that

a majority of Englishmen have

long ceased to believe in anything
of the kind.

Nor is the Anglican theory about

the Catholic Church a more impos-
sible absurdity than what they pro-
fess to believe, and apparently do

believe, about their own, although

they do not state their belief in the

bare and unambiguous manner in

which
j

re will state it for them.

That sect
"
existed," they tell us,

"
before the so-called Reformation,

which was only a trivial episode in

its history. It left the Church of

England exactly what it was be-

fore, and only made it a little more
Catholic. If its founders called

the Mass a
'

blasphemous fable,'

they must have intended that it

was the most sacred rite of the

Christian religion. If, whenever

they altered their new Prayer-
Hook (which they did very often),
it was always to make it less Ca-

tholic, this was probably in the

hope that its doctrine would im-

prove in quality as it lessened in

quantity. If its bishops for many
generations persecuted Catholics to

death or tortured them as
'

idola-

ters
'

this was only a quarrel of

brothers, and they were as deeply
enamored of the Catholic faith as

those whom they murdered for

professing it. If for more than a

hundred years they gave the high-
est dignities to men who had never

received episcopal ordination, that

fact proved nothing against their

reverence for the apostolic succes-

sion, or their conviction that they

possessed it themselves. In like

manner their casting down altars \

(in some cases making them into

paving-stones), and substituting a

'wooden table,' in no way affect

our constant declaration that the

doctrine of the Christian sacrifice

was always most firmly held and

taught in Jfre Anglican Church.

That they *allowed their clergy

every variety of creed may have

been one way of testifying their

conviction that truth is one.

Their constant execration of the

Catholic faith must be interpreted
as meaning something quite oppo-
site; in the same way, if you sup-

press the Homilies and reverse the

Articles, which for some sagacious
reason were written as they are,

you will find the genuine theology
of our founders.

"
Finally, if the Church of Eng-

land pretended to be fiercely Pro-

testant for three centuries, this was

only to take the world by surprise
about the year 1870, and thus se-

cure the
'

Catholic revival
' which

will hasten the time when Dr. Tail



54 The Present State of Anglicanism.

will be universally recognized as

the legitimate successor of S. An-

selm particularly in his religious

views and the Anglican reforma-

tion justly appreciated as a noble

protest against the noxious errors

of Protestantism, with which it ac-

cidentally coincided in point of

time, but had nothing in common
in point of doctrine."

But of what avail is all this ?

Ritualists succeed in revealing the

disorganization of their sect, only
to show that it is incurable, and yet
are able to persuade themselves

that such a sect as this, which ex-

ists only to
"
neutralize

"
the reve-

lation of the Most High, is an in-

tegral part of that majestic and in-

flexible
" Church of the living

God," upon which he has lavished

all the highest gifts which even di-

vine munificence could bestow.

Speaking of some recent conver-

sions to the Catholic Church, the

Church Herald says :

" From what
we hear from quarters which are well

informed, there can be little doubt

that another large and influential

exodus in the same direction is im-

minent." If Anglicans are not

converted now, the case does in-

deed seem hopeless. But they
need more than ever at this mo-
ment a solemn warning. They may
begin to desire reconciliation, and
to flee from the house of bondage ;

but, if they think they can criticise

the church as they have been in the

habit of criticising their own sect
;

if they propose to teach instead of

to learn ; to command instead of to

obey ;
if they do not seek her par-

don and blessing in the loving

spirit of penance, humility, and

submission, let them remember
that the church of God is no home
for the lawless and self-sufficient.

But to all those who in humility
and sincerity are seeking the truth,

we would say with all possible in-

tensity of entreaty :

" Let him
that is athirst come. And whosoever

will, let him take the water of

life freely," for
"
the SPIRIT and

the BRIDE say, COME."
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ANTAR AND ZARA;

OK,

"THE ONLY TRUE LOVERS."

AN EASTERN ROMANCE NARRATED IN SONGS.

BY AUBREY DR VBRE.

PART VI.

THEY SANG.

THE people met me at the rescued gate,

On streaming in the immeasurable joy,

Warriors with wounds, gray priests, old men sedate,

The wife, the child, the maiden, and the boy.

Then followed others some as from a tomb,
Their face a blank, and vacant ; blinded some

;

Some that had whitened in the dungeon's gloom ;

Some, from long years of lonely silence, dumb.

Anatomies of children with wild glare,

Like beasts new caught ;
and man-like spectres pale;

And shapes like women, fair, or one time fair

(Unhappiest these), that would not lift the veil.

Then saw I what is wrought on man by men :

Then saw I woman's glory and her shame :

Then learned I that which freedom is till then

The soldier, not of her, but of her name.

The meaning then of Country, Virtue, Faith,

Flashed on me, lightning-like : I pressed my brow
Down on the wayside dust, and vowed till death

My life to these. Thai was my bridal vow.

II.

A dream was mine that not for long
Our joy should have its home on earth

;

That love, by anguish winged, and wrong,
Should early seek its place of birth

;
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That all thy hand hath done and dared

Should scantlier serve our country's need

Than some strange suffering 'twixt us shared

Her last great harvest's sanguine seed.

I saw false friends their treaties snap
Like osiers in a giant's hand

;

Saw sudden flames our cities wrap ;

Saw, drowned in blood, our Christian land.

I saw from far the nations come
To avenge the lives they scorned to save,

Till, ransomed by our martyrdom
Our country carolled o'er our grave !

in.

Still to protect the lowly in their place,
The power unjust to meet, defiant still,

Is ours
;
and ours to subjugate the base

In our own hearts to God's triumphant will.

We, playmates once amid the flowers and rills,

Are now two hunters chasing hart and hind,
Two shepherds guarding flocks on holy hills,

Two eaglets launched along a single wind.

What next ? Two souls a husband and a wife

Bearing one cross o'er heights the Saviour trod ;-
What last ? Two spirits in the life of life

Singing God's love-song under eyes of God.

IV.

I dreamed a dream when six years old :

Against my mother's knee one day,
Protected by her mantle's fold,

All weary, weak, and wan I lay.

Then seemed it that in caverns drear
I roamed forlorn. The weeks went by

From month to month, from year to year :

At last I laid me down to die.
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An angel by me stood, and smiled
;

He wrapt me round
;

aloft he bore
;

He wafted me o'er wood and wild
;

He laid me at my mother's door.

How oft in sleep with heart that yearned
Have I not seen that face ! Ah ! me,

How slowly, seeing, I discerned

That likeness strange it bears to thee 1

v.

If some great angel thus bespake,
"
Near, and thy nearest, he shall be,

.
Yet thou a dreamer though awake

But thine own thought in him shall see
"

;

If some great angel thus bespake,
"
Near, and his nearest, thou shall be,

Yet still his fancy shall mistake

That beauty he but dreams, for Ihee
"

;

If, last, some pitying angel spake,
"
Through life unsevered ye shall be,

And fancy's dreams suffice to slake

Your thirst for immortality
"

;

Then would I cry for love's great sake,
" O Death ! since truth but dwells with thee,

Come quick, and semblance substance make
In heaven abides Reality."

VI.

Upon my gladness fell a gloom :

Thee saw I on some far-off day

My husband, by thy loved one's tomb :

I could not help thee where I lay.

Ah ! traitress I, to die the first !

Ah ! hapless thou, to mourn alone !

Sudden thai truth upon me burst,

Confessed so oft; till then unknown.
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There lives Who loves him ! loves and loved

Better a million-fold than I !

That Love with countenance unremoved

Looked on him from eternity.

That Love, all Wisdom and all Power,

Though I were dust, would guard him still,

And, faithful at the last dread hour,

Stand near him, whispering,
" Fear no ill!"

VII.

" Fear not to love ;
nor deem thy soul too slight

To walk in human love's heroic ways :

Great Love shall teach thee how to love aright,

Though few the elect of earth who win his praise.

" Fear not, O maid ! nor doubt lest wedded life

Thy childhood's heavenward yearnings blot or blur ;

There needs the vestal heart to make the wife
;

The best that once it hoped survives in her.

" All love is Sacrifice a flame that still

Illumes, yet cleanses as with fire, the breast :

It frees and lifts the holier heart and will ;

A heap of ashes pale it leaves the rest."

Thus spake the hermit from his stony chair ;

Then long time watched her speeding towards her home,

As when a dove through sunset's roseate air

Sails to her nest o'er crag and ocean's foam.

VIII.

" We knew thee from thy childhood, princely maid ;

We watched thy growing greatness hour by hour:

Palm-like thy Faith uprose : beneath its shade

Successive every virtue came to flower.

" Good-will was thine, like fount that overflows

Its marge, and clothes with green the thirsty sod :

Good thoughts, like angels, from thy bosom rose,

And winged through golden airs their way to God.
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" To Goodness, Reverence, Honor, from the first

Thy soul was vowed. It was that spiritual troth

That fitted maid for wife, and in her nursed

The woman's heart not years nor outward growth.

" Walk with the holy women praised of old

Who served their God and sons heroic bore :

"

Thus sang the minstrels, touching harps of gold
While maidens wreathed with flowers the bridal door.

IX.

"
Holy was love at first, all true, all fair,

Virtue's bright crown, and Honor's mystic feast,

Purer than snows, more sweet than morning air,

More rich than roses in the kindling east.

" Then were the hearts of lovers blithe and glad,

And steeped in freshness like a dew-drenched fleece :

Then glittered marriage like a cloud sun-clad

Or flood that feeds the vale with boon increase

" Then in its innocence great love was strong
Love that with innocence renews the earth :

Then Faith was sovran, Right supreme o'er wrong :

Then sacred as the altar was the hearth.

"With hope's clear anthem then the valleys rang;
With songs celestial thrilled the household bowers :

"

Thus to the newly wed the minstrels sang
As home they paced, while children scattered flowers.

Circling in upper airs we met, v '

HttirfO.
Singing God's praise, and spring-tide new :

On two glad spirits fell one net

Inwoven of sunbeams and of dew.

One song we sang ;
at first I thought

Thy voice the echo of mine own
;

We looked for nought ; we met unsought :

We met, ascending toward the Throne.
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XI.

Life of my better life ! this day with thee

I stand on earthly life's supremest tower
;

Heavenward across the far infinity

With thee 1 gaze in awe, yet gaze in power.

Love first, then Fame, illumed that bygone night:

How little knew I then of God or man !

Now breaks the morn eternal, broad and bright;

My spirit, franchised, bursts its narrow span.

Sweet, we must suffer ! Joys, thou said'st, like these

Make way for holy suffering. Let it come.

Shall that be suffering named which crowns and frees ?

The happiest death man dies is martyrdom.

Never were bridal rites more deeply dear

Than when of old to bridegroom and to bride

That Pagan Empire cried,
" False gods revere !"-

They turned ; they kissed each other
;
and they died.

XII.

Fair is this land through which we ride

To that far keep, our bridal bower;
A sacred land of strength and pride,

A land of beauty and of power.

A mountain land through virtue bold,

High built, and bordering on the sun ;

A prophet-trodden land, and old
;

Our own unvanquished Lebanon !

'

T t t

The hermit's grot her gorges guard
The patriarch's tomb. There snowy dome

And granite ridges sweet with nard

O'er-ga/e and fence the patriot's home.

No realm of river-mouth and pelf;
No traffic realm of corn and wine

;

God keeps, and lifts her, to Himself:

His bride she is, as I am thine.

When down that Moslem deluge rolled,
The Faitli, enthroned 'mid ruins, sa.t

Here, in her Lebanonian hold,
Firm as the ark on Ararat.
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War still is hers, though loving peace;
War not for empire, but her Lord

;

A lion land of slow increase ;

For trenchant is the Moslem sword.

xm.

Alas ! that sufferer weak and wan

Whom, yestcr-eve, our journey o'er,

Deserted by the caravan,
We found upon our gallery floor !

How long she gasped upon my breast !

We bathed her brows in wine and myrrh ;-

How death-like sank at last to rest

While rose the sun ! I feared to stir.

All night I heard our bridal bells

That chimed so late o'er springing corn :

Half changed they seemed to funeral knells-

She, too, had had her bridal morn !

Revived she woke. The pang was past :

She woke to live, to smile, to breathe :

Oh ! what a look was that she cast,

Awaking, on my nuptial wreath

XIV.

High on the hills the nuptial feast was spread:

Descending, choir to choir the maidens sang,
" Safe to her home our beauteous bride is led,"

While, each to each, the darkening ledges rang.

From vale and plain came up the revellers' shout:

Maidens with maidens danced, and men with men ;

Till, one by one, the festal fires burned out

By lonely waters. There was silence then.

Keen flashed the stars, with breath that came and went,

Through mountain chasms : around, beneath, above,

They whispered, glancing through the bridal tent,
" We too are lovers : heaven is naught but love !"
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ASSUNTA HOWARD.

in.

IN EXTUEMIS.

How slowly and drearily the time

drags on, through all the weary

length of hours and days, in a

household where one has suddenly
been stricken down from full life

and health to the unconscious deli-

rium of fever when in hushed si-

lence and with folded hands the

watchers surround the sufferer with

a loving anxiety; whose agony is in

their helplessness to stay for one

moment the progress of the disease,

which seems possessed of a fiend-

like consciousness of its own fatal

power to destroy ;
when life and

death hang in the balance, and at

any moment the scale may turn,

and in its turning may gladden lov-

ing hearts or break them
; and, oh !

above and beyond all, when

through the clouding of the intel-

lect no ray from the clear light of

faith penetrates the soul, and the

prostrate body, stretched upon its

cross, fails to discern the nearness
of that other cross upon this

Calvary of suffering, from which
flows in perennial streams the

fountain of salvation ! Oh ! if in

the ears, heedless of earthly sounds
and words, there could be whisper-
ed those blessed words from Divine

lips,
" This day thou shall be with

me," what heart that loves would
not rejoice even in its anguish, and

unselfishly exclaim,
"
Depart, O

Christian soul ! I will even crush
down my poor human love, lest its

great longing should turn thy
happy soul away from the contem-

plation of its reward, exceeding

great to be in Paradise, to be

with Christ
"

? But, alas ! there

were two crucified within reach of

those precious, saving drops, and
one alone said,

"
Lord, remember

me."
When the family of Mr. Carlisle

first realized that the master of the

house had indeed been prostrated

by the fever which had proved so

fatal in its ravages, they were

stunned with surprise and grief.

It was just the calamity, of all

others the least expected, the

heaviest to endure.

Mrs. Grey's affection for her

brother was the deepest sentiment

of her superficial nature, and for

the time she was bowed down with

sorrow ; which, however, constantly
found vent in words amd tears.

She would rise from it soon, but

not until the emergency had pass-

ed. She lived only in the sunshine
;

she lost herself when the clouds

gathered. Assunta was the first to

recover her calmness and presence
of mind. Necessity made her

strong; not so much for the sake

of the sick man that might conic

by and by but for his sister, who

clung to the young girl as to the

last plank from the shipwreck of

her bright, happy life. The physi-
cian was in constant attendance,
and at the first he had proposed
sending a nurse. But the faithful

Giovanni had pleaded with so

much earnestness to be allowed the
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privilege of attending his master

that lie was installed in the sick-

room. And truly no better choice

could have been made, for he com-
bined the physical strength of the

man with the gentleness of woman,
and every service was rendered

with the tenderness of that love

which Mr. Carlisle had the rare

power of inspiring and retaining in

dependents. But only Assunta was
able to quiet his wandering mind,
and control the wild vagaries of de-

lirium. It was a painful duty to

strive to still the ringing of those

bells, once so full of harmony, now

''jangled, out of tune, and harsh."

But, once recognizing where her

duty lay, she would have perform-
ed it at any cost to herself.

Her good and devoted friend,

F. du Pont, came to see her the

second day of the illness, and

brought sympathy and consolation

in his very presence. She had so

longed for him that his coming
seemed an echo of her earnest

wish his words of comfort an
answer to her prayers.

''

Father," she said at length," you
know' all the past and the present
circumstances. May I not, in the

present necessity, and in spite of

the past, forget all but the debt of

gratitude I owe, and devote myself
to my dear friend and guardian ?

You know," she added, as if there

were pain in the remembrance,
"

it

was Mr. Carlisle's care for me that

exposed him to the fever. I would
nurse him as a sister, if I might."

"
My dear child," replied the

priest,
"
I do not see how you

could do less. From my know-

ledge of Mrs. Grey, I should con-
sider her entirely unfit for the ser-

vices of a sick-room. It seems,

therefore, your plain duty to per-
form this act of charity. I think,

my child, that the possible near-

ness of death will calm all merely
human emotion. Give that obedi-

ent little heart of yours into God's

keeping, and then go to your duty
as in his sight, and I am not afraid.

The world will probably look upor
what it may consider a breach of

propriety with much less leniency
than the angels. But human re-

spect, always bad enough as a mo-

tive, is never so wholly bad as

when it destroys the purity of our

intention, and consequently the

merit of our charity, at a time

when, bending beneath the burden
of some heavy trial, we are the

more closely surrounded by God's
love and protection. Follow the

pillar of the cloud, my child. It is

leading you away from the world."
"
Father," said Assunta, and her

voice trembled, while tears filled

her eyes,
" do you think he will die ?

Indeed, it is not for my own sake
that I plead for his life. He is not

prepared to go. Will you not pray
for him, father ? Oh ! how gladly
would I give my life as the price
of his soul, and trust myself to the

mercy of God !"
" And it is to that mercy you

must trust him, my poor child.

Do you, then, think that his soul is

dearer to you than to Hjm who
died to save it ? You must have-

more confidence. But I have not

yet told you the condition I must

impose upon your position as

nurse. It is implicit obedience to

the physician, and a faithful use of

all the precautions he recommends.
While charity does sometimes de-

mand the risk or even the sacrifice

of life, we have no right to take the

matter into our own hands. I do
not apprehend any danger for you,
if you will follow the good doctor's

directions. I will try to see him
on my way home. Do you pro-
mise ?"
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"Yes, father," said Assunta,

with a faint smile; "you leave me
no alternative."

" But I have not yet put a limit

to your obedience. You are ex-

cited and worn out this afternoon,

and I will give you a prescription.

It is a lovely day, almost spring-

like
;
and you are now, this very

moment, to go down into the gar-

den for half an hour and the

time must be measured by your

watch, and not by your feelings.

Take your rosary with you, and

as you walk up and down the

orange avenue let no more serious

thoughts enter your mind than the

sweet companionship of the Bless-

ed Mother may suggest. You will

rome back stronger, I promise

you."
" You are so kind, father," said

Assunta gratefully.
"
If you knew

what a blessing you- bring with you,

you would take compassion on me,
and come soon again."

"
I shall come very soon, my

child
;
and meanwhile I shall pray

for you, and for all, most fervently.

But, come, we will walk together
as far as the garden. And summon-

ing the priest who had accompa-
nied him, and who had been look-

ing at the books in the library dur-

ing this conversation, they were

about to descend the stairs, when
Mrs. Grey came forward to meet
them.

" O F. du Pont !" she exclaim-

ed impetuously,
"
will you not

come and look at my poor brother,
and tell me what you think of

him ? They say priests know so

much." And then she burst into

tears.

F. Joseph tried to soothe her
with hopeful words, and, when they
reached the door of the darkened

chamber, she was again calm. The

good priest's face expressed the

sympathy he felt as they entered

softly, and stood where they would

not attract the attention of those

restless eyes. Mr. Carlisle was

wakeful and watchful, but compar-

atively quiet. It was pitiful to see

with what rapid strides the fever was

undermining that manly strength,

and hurrying on towards the terri-

ble moment of suspense when life

and death confront each other in

momentary combat. With an earn-

est prayer to God, the priest again
raised the heavy damask curtain,

and softly retired, followed by Mrs.

Grey.
"Will he recover?" was her ea-

ger question.
" Dear madam," replied he,

''
I

think there is much room for hope,

though I cannot deny that he is a

very sick man. For your encour-

agement, I can tell you that I have

seen many patients recover in such

cases when it seemed little short of

miraculous. It will be many days

yet before you must think of giving

up good hope. And remember
that all your strength will be need-

ed."

"Oh!" said Mrs. Grey impul-

sively,
"

I could not live if it were

not for Assunta. She is an angel."
"
Yes, she is a good child," said

the priest kindly ;

" and she is now

going to obey some orders that 1

have given her, that she may re-

turn to you more angelic than

ever. Dear madam, you have my
.deepest sympathy. I wish that I

could serve you otherwise than by
words."

The two priests bade Assunta

good-by at the garden gate. F.

Joseph's heart was full of pity for

the young girl, whose act of sacri-

fice in surrendering human happi-
ness for conscience' sake had been
followed by so severe a trial. But,

remembering the blessed mission
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of suffering to a soul like hers, he

prayed not that her chalice might
be less bitter, but that strength

might be given her to accept it as

from the hand of a loving Father.

And so Assunta, putting aside

I- very thought of self, took her place
in the sick-room. She had a double
motive in hanging her picture of

St. Catherine, from which she was
never separated, at the foot of the

bed. It was a favorite with Mr.

Carlisle, and often in his delirium

his eyes would rest upon it, in al-

most conscious recognition ; while

to Assunta it was a talisman a con-

stant reminder of her mother, and
of those dying words which now
seemed stamped in burning letters

on her heart and brain.

Mrs. Grey often visited the room
;

but she controlled her own agita-
tion so little, and was so unreason-

able in the number of her SUL

tions, that she generally left the

patient worse than she found him.

'inta recognized her right to

ne and go as she pleased, but she

:14 not regret her absence when

her^fresence was almost invariably

productive of evil consequences.
The first Sunday, Assunta thought

fche might venture to assist at Mass
;he nearest church

;
it would be

strength to her body as well as her

soul. She was not absent from the

house an hour, yet she was met on
her return by Clara, in a state of

'

excitement.
"
Assunta, we have had a dread-

ful time," she said.
" Severn woke

up just after you left, and literally

amed for help, because, he said,

icat black cross had fallen on
. and you would be crushed to

death unless some one would assist

him to raise it. In his efforts, he
was almost out of bed. I reasoned
with him, and told him it was all

-ense
;
that there was no cross,
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and that you had gone to church.
But the more I talked and explain-
ed, the worse he got ;

until I was

perfectly disheartened, and came
to meet you." And with the ready
tears streaming down her pretty
face, she did look the very picture
of discouragement.

" Poor Clara," said Assunta, gen-
tly embracing her,

"
it is hard for

you to bear all this, you are so little

accustomed to sickness. But you
ought not to contradict Mr. Carlisle,

for it is all real to him, and opposi-
tion only excites him. I can never
soothe him except by agreeing
with him."

" But where does he get such

strange ideas?" asked the sobbing
Clara.

" Where do our dreams come
from?" said Assunta. "I think,

however, that this fancy can be
traced to the night when we visited

the Colosseum, and sat for a long
time on the steps of the cross in

the centre. You know it is a black

one," she added, smiling, to reas-

sure her friend.
" And now, Clara,

I really think you ought to order
the close carriage, and take a drive
this morning. It would do you
good, and you will not be needed
at all for the next two c-r three

hours."

Mrs. Grey's face brightened per-

ceptibly. It was the very thing for

which she was longing, but she
would not propose it herself for

fear it would seem heartless. To
seem, and not to be, was her motto.

" But would not people think it

very strange," she asked,
" and

Severn so sick?"
"

I do not believe that people
will know or think anything about

it," answered Assunta patiently.
'' You can take Amalie with you for

company, and drive out on the Cam-

pagna." And having lightened one
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load, she turned towards her guar-
dian's room.

" Are you not coming to break-

fast?" said Mrs. Grey.
"
Presently." And Assunta hasten-

ed to the bedside. Giovanni had
been entirely unable to control the

panic which seemed to have taken

possession of Mr. Carlisle. He
continued his cries for assistance,

and the suffering he evidently en-

dured showed how real the fancy
was to him.

" Dear friend," said the young
;girl, pushing back the hair from his

/burning forehead,
''
look at me.

Do you not see that I am safe ?"

Mr. Carlisle turned towards her,

.and, in sudden revulsion of feeling,
burst into a wild laugh.
"I knew," he said, "that, if they

.would only come and help me, I

should succeed. But it was very

heavy; it has made me very tired."
"
Yes, you have had hard work,

and it was very kind in you to un-

dertake it for me. But now you
must rest. It would make me very

.unhappy if I thought that my safety
had caused any injury to you."
And while she was talking, As-

sunta had motioned to Giovanni
to bring the soothing medicine the

doctor had left, and she succeeded
in administering it to her patient,
almost without his knowledge, so

engrossed was he in his present

vagary.
"But there was a cross?" he

asked.

"Yes," she answered, in a mean-

ing tone, "a very heavy one; but
,it did not crush me."

"Who lifted it?" he asked ea-

gerly." A powerful hand raised its weight
from my shoulders, and I have the

promise of His help always, if I

should ever be in trouble again, and

only will cry to Him."

"
Well, whoever he is," said Mr.

Carlisle, "he did not hurry much
when I called and now I am so

tired. And Clara said there was no
cross ;

that I was mistaken. I am
never mistaken," he answered, in

something of his old, proud voice.

''She ought to know that."

Assunta did not answer, but she

sat patiently soothing her guardian
into quiet at least, if not sleep.
Once he looked at her, and said,
"
My precious child is safe;" but,

as she smiled, he laughed aloud,
and then shut his eyes again.
An hour she remained beside the

bed, and then she crept softly from
the room, to take what little break-

fast she could find an appetite for,

and to assist Mrs. Grey in prepar-

ing for her drive.

With such constant demands
upon her sympathy and strength, it

is not strange that Assunta's cour-

age sometimes failed. But, when
the physician assured her that her

guardian's life was, humanly speak-
ing, in her hands, she determined
that no thought or care for herself

should interfere with the peefcrm-
ance of her duty.

Mrs. Grey's drive having proved
an excellent tonic, she was tempted
to repeat it often always with a

protest and with some misgivings
of conscience, which were, how-

ever, set aside without difficulty.
It was a singular coincidence that

Mr. Sinclair should so often be
found riding on horseback in the

same direction. A few words only
would be exchanged of enquiry
for the sufferer, of sympathy for his

sister. But somehow, as the days
went by, the tone in which the
words of sympathy were expressed
grew more tender, and conveyed
the impression of something held
back out of respect and by an
effort. The manner, too which
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showed so little, and yet seemed to

repress so much began to have the

.-fleet of heightening the color in

Mrs. Grey's pretty face, and soften-

ing a little the innocent piquancy
of her youthful ways. It was no
wonder that, loving the brightness
and sunshine of life, and regarding
with a sort of dread the hush and

solemnity which pervade the house
of sickness, and which may at any
moment become the house of

mourning, she should have allowed
her anxiety for her brother to di-

minish a little under the influ-

encc of the new thought and feel-

ing which were gaining possession
now, in the absence of all other ex-

citement. And yet she loved her
brother as much as such hearts

can love as deeply as any love

can penetrate in which there is no

spirit of sacrifice love's foundation
and its crown. If the illness had
lasted but a day, or at the most two,
she could have devoted herself with

apparent unselfishness and tender

assiduity to the duties of nursing.

But, as day after day went on with-

out much perceptible change in

Mr. Carlisle, her first emotion sub-
sided into a sort of graceful per-

plexity at finding herself out of her
element. And by the time the

second week was drawing towards
its close with the nevv influence
of Mr. Sinclair's sympathy second-

ing the demands of her own na-
ture she began to act like any
other sunflower, when it "turns to

the od that it loves." And yet
she continued to be very regular in

her visits to the sick-room, and

very affectionate to Assunta
;
but

it may be greatly doubted whether
she lost many hours' sleep. Surely
it would be most unjust to judge
Clara Grey and Assunta Howard
by the same standard. Undine,
before and after the possession of

a human soul, could hardly have

been more dissimilar.

It was the fifteenth day of Mr.

Carlisle's illness when Assunta was

summoned from his bedside by
Mrs. Grey, who desired to see her

for a few moments in her own
room. As the young girl entered,

she found her sitting before a bright

wood-fire; on her lap was an ex-

quisite bouquet fresh from fairy-

land, or what is almost the same

thing an Italian garden. In her

hand she held a card, at which she

was looking with a somewhat per-
turbed expression.

''

Assunta, love," she exclaimed,
"

I want you to tell me what to do.

See these lovely flowers that Mr.
Sinclair has just sent me, with this

card. Read it." And as she handed
her the dainty card, whose perfume
seemed to rival that of the fio\\

the color mounted becomingly into

her cheeks. There were only these

words written :

"
I have brought a close carriage,

and hope to persuade you to drive

a little while this afternoon. I will

anxiously await your reply in the

garden. Yours, S ."

"Well?" questioned Clara, a lit-

tle impatiently, for Assunta's face

was very grave.
"Dear Clara," she replied, "I

have no right to advise you, and I

certainly shall not question the

propriety of anything you do. I

was only thinking whether I had
not better tell you that I see a

change in your brother this after-

noon, and I fear it is for the

worse. I am longing for the doc-
tor's visit."

"Do you really think he is

worse?" exclaimed Clara. "He
looks to me just the same. But

perhaps I had better not go out. I

had a little headache, and thought
a drive might do me good. But,
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poor Severn ! of course I ought

not to leave him."
" You must not be influenced by

what I say," said Assunta.
"

I may
'be entirely mistaken, and so I

should not alarm you. God knows,

I hope it may be so !"
" Then you think I might go

for an hour or two, just to get

a breath of air," said Mrs. Grey.
" Mr. Sinclair will certainly think

I have found it necessary to call

a papal consistory, if I keep
him much longer on the promen-
ade."

Poor Assunta, worn out with her

two weeks of watching and anxiety,

looked for a moment with a sort of

incredulous wonder at the incarna-

tion of unconscious selfishness be-

fore her. For one moment she

looked
"
upon this picture and on

that
"

the noble, devoted brother,

sick unto death ;
and that man, the

acquaintance of a few days, now

walking impatiently up and down
the orange avenue. The flush of

indignation changed her pale cheeks

to scarlet, and an almost pharisai-
cal thanksgiving to God that she

\Vas not like some women swept
across her heart, while a most
unwonted sarcasm trembled on
her lips. She instantly checked
the unworthy feeling and its ex-

pression; but she was so unstrung

by care and fatigue that she could

not so easily control her emotion,
and, before the object of unusual

indignation had time to wonder at

the delay of her reply, she had
thrown herself upon the sofa, and
was sobbing violently. Mrs. Grey
was really alarmed, so much so that

she dropped both card and flowers

upon the floor, and forgot entirely
her waiting cavalier, as she knelt

beside the excited girl, and put her

arms about her.
"
Assunta dear, what is the mat-

ter ? Are you ill ? Oh ! what have

I done ?" she exclaimed.
" My poor guardian my dear,

kind friend, he is dying ! May God
have mercy on him and on me!"
were the words that escaped As-

sunta's lips between the sobs.

A shudder passed through Mrs.

Grey at this unexpected putting
into words of the one thought she

had so carefully kept from her

mind
;
and her own tears began to

flow. Just at this moment the

physician's step sounded in the

hall, and she went hastily to sum-
mon him. He took in the whole
scene at a glance, and, seating him-

self at once upon the sofa beside

Assunta, he put his hand gently
and soothingly upon her head, as a

father might have done.

"Poor child!" said he kindly,
"

I have been expecting this."

The action expressing sympathy
just when she needed it so much
caused her tears to flow afresh,

but less tumultuously than before.

The remains of Mrs. Grey's lunch

were standing on a side-table, and
the good doctor poured out a glass
of wine, which Assunta took obedi-

ently. Then, making an effort at

self-control, she said :

"
Please do not waste a moment

on me. Do go to Mr. Carlisle
;
he

seems very ill. I have been weak
and foolish, but I will control my-
self better next time."

"I have just left Mr. Carlisle's

room," replied the doctor.
"

I will

not deceive you. He is, as you
say, very ill

;
but I hope we may

save him yet. You must call up
all your courage, for you will be
much needed to-night."
He knew by the effect that he

had touched the right chord, so he

continued :

" And now, Miss How-
ard, I am going to ask of you the

favor to send one of your servants
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to my house, to notify my wife that

1 shall not return to-night. I will

not leave you until the crisis is

passed successfully, I hope," he

added with a smile.

mta went at once to give the

desired order, relieved and grateful

that they would have the support
of the physician's presence and

skill
;
and yet the very fact of his

remaining discouraged the hope he

had tried to inspire. When she

had gone, he turned to address a.

few comforting words to Mrs. Grey,

when, suddenly recollecting himself,

lie said :

"
l!y the way, Mrs. Grey, I for-

got to tell you that I met Mr. Sin-

clair down-stairs, and he begged
me to inquire if you had received

a message from him. Can I be of

service in taking him your reply?"
"() poor man! I quite forgot

him," exclaimed the easily diverted

Clara, as she stooped to pick up the

-1 llowers.
" Thank you

for your kind offer, but I had bet-

ter run down myself, and apologize
for my apparent rudeness." And,

hastily wiping her eyes, she threw a

shawl over her shoulders and a be-

coming white rigolclte about her

head, and with a graceful bow of

apology she left the room.
"
Extraordinary woman!" thought

the doctor.
" One would suppose

that a dying brother would be an

use, even to that puppy Sin-

clair. I wish he had had to wait

longer it wouldn't have hurt him
a bit he has never had half enough
of it to do. And what the devil is

he coming here for now, anyhow ?"

he added to his former charitable

reflections, as he went to join As-

sunta in her faithful vigil beside

the unconscious and apparently dy-

ing man.
M r. Sinclair met Mrs. Grey at the

foot of the stairs with an assump-

tion of interest and anxiety which

successfully concealed his inward

impatience. l!ut truly it would

have been difficult to resist that

appealing face, with its traces of

recent tears and the flush caused

by excited feeling.

As a general thing, with all due

deference to poetic opinion,
"
love

is (not) loveliest when embalmed
in tears." But Mrs. Grey was an

exception to many rules. Her
emotion was usually of the April-
shower sort, gentle, refreshing, even

beautifying. Very little she knew
of the storm of suffering which

desolates the heart, and whose ra-

vages leave a lasting impression

upon the features. Such emotions

also sometimes, but rarely, leave a

beauty behind them
;
but it is a

beauty not of this world, the beau-

ty of holiness ; not of Mrs. Grey's

kind, for it never would have

touched Mr. Sinclair as hers did

now.
"
My dear Mrs. Grey," he said,

taking her hand in both his,
" how

grieved I am to see you showing
so plainly the results of care and

watching ! Privileged as he must
be who is the recipient of such an-

gelic ministrations, I must yet pro-
test as a friend, I trust I have a

right to do so against such over-

exertion on your part. You will

be ill yourself; and then who or

what will console me?"
Mr. Sinclair knew this was a fic-

tion. He knew well enough that

Mrs. Grey had never looked fresh-

er or prettier in her life. But the

role he had assigned to himself

was the dangerously tender one of

sympathy ; and where a sufficient

occasion for displaying his part
was not supplied, he must needs

invent one.

Clara was not altogether deceiv-

ed, for, as she put her lace-bor-
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dered handkerchief to her eyes,

from which the tears began again
to flow, she replied :

" You are mistaken, Mr. Sin-

clair. I am quite well, and not at

all fatigued; while dear Assunta is

thin and pale, and thoroughly worn

out with all she has done. I can

never be grateful enough to her."

Had the lady raised her eyes,

she might have been astonished at

the expression of contempt which

curled Mr. Sinclair's somewhat
hard mouth, as he rejoined :

"Yes; I quite understand Miss

Howard's motive in her devotion to

her guardian, and it is not strange

that she should be pale. How do

you suppose I should look and feel

if the dearest friend I have in the

world were at this moment lying in

her brother's place ?"

Mrs. Grey might have received

a new light about the young girl

had she not been rendered obtuse

to the first part of this speech by
the very pointed allusion to herself

afterwards, that was accompanied

by a searching look, which she

would not see, for she still kept
her handkerchief before her eyes.

Mr. Sinclair placed her disengaged
hand upon his arm, and gently
drew her towards the garden.
Had she been able , to look down
into the heart of the man who
walked so protectingly beside her,

she would doubtless have been sur-

prised to find a disappointment

lurking in the place where she had

begun to feel her image was en-

shrined. She would have seen that

Assunta's face had occupied a

niche in the inner sanctuary of the

heart of this man of the world, be-

fore which he would have been
content to bow; that pique at her

entire indifference to his preten-

sions, and the reserve behind

which she always retreated in his

presence, had led him to transfer

his attentions to the older lady and

the smaller fortune
;
and that his

jealous observation had brought to

his notice, what was apparent to

no one else, the relations between

Assunta and her guardian.
All this would not have been

very flattering to Mrs. Grey, so it

was perhaps as we]l that the gift of

clairvoyance was not hers; though
it is a sad thought for men and an-

gels how few hearts there are that

would bear to have thrown on them

the clear light of unveiled truth.

The day is to come when the se-

crets of all hearts are to be reveal-

ed. But Mr. Sinclair, even if he

knew this startling fact, would not

have considered it worth while to

anticipate that dread hour by re-

vealing to the lovely lady at his

side any of those uncomfortable

circumstances which would inevi-

tably stand in the way of the con-

summation of his present wish. So

he bravely undertook the noble en-

terprise of deceiving a trusting

heart into believing in a love which

did not exist, but which it was

not so very difficult to imagine just

at that moment, with the little hand

resting confidingly on his arm, and

the tearful eyes raised to meet his.

In a broken voice, Mrs. Grey-

said: "Mr. Sinclair, I came down

myself to thank you for the beauti-

ful flowers you sent me, and to ex-

cuse myself from driving with you
this afternoon. Poor Severn is

worse, they think. Oh ! if he

should not recover, what will be-

come of me ?" And as she spoke,
she burst into renewed weeping,
and threw herself upon a seat be-

neath a group of orange-trees,
whose perfume stole upon the sen-

ses with a subtle yet bewildering
influence. Mr. Sinclair sat down
beside her, saying gently:
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"
I hope, dear Mrs. Grey, it is

not so serious as that. I am confi-

dent that you have been needlessly
alarmed."

The world will, no doubt, pardon
him seeing that Mammon was his

chosen master if the thought was

not altogether unplcasing that,

should Mr. Carlisle die now, before

Assunta could have a claim upon
him, it would make an almost

princely addition to the dowry of his

sister. Nor on this account were his

words less tender as he added :

"
But, even so, do you not know

of one heart waiting, longing to

devote itself to you, and only with

difficulty restrained from placing
itself at your feet by the iron fet-

ters of propriety ? Tell me, Clara,

may I break these odious chains,

and say what is in my heart ?"
" M r. Sinclair, you must not speak

such words to me now, and my
poor brother so ill. Indeed, I can-

not stay to hear you. Thank you

very much for your kind sympathy,
but I must leave you now."

"Without one word of hope?
Do I deserve this?" And truly

the pathos he put into his voice

was calculated to melt a heart of

stone
;
and Clara's was much more

impressible. She paused beside

him, and, allowing him still to retain

in his the hand he had taken, con-

inued :

"
I think you take an unfair ad-

vantage of my lonely position.

I cannot give you a favorable an-

swer this afternoon, for I am so

bewildered. I begin to think that

I ought not to have come down at

all; but I wanted to tell you how
much I appreciated the bouquet."

"
I hope you read its meaning,"

said Mr. Sinclair, rising.
" And do

you not see a happy omen in your

present position, under a bower of

orange blossoms ? It needs but

little imagination to lower them
until they encircle the head1 of the

most lovely of brides. Will you ac-

cept this as a pledge of that bright
future which I have dared to pic-

ture to myself?
" And as he spoke

he put up his hand to break off a

cluster of the white blossoms and

dark-green leaves, when Giovanni

appeared at the gate.

"Signora," he said, "will you

please to come up-stairs? The

Signorina is very anxious to see

you."
"
I am coming," she replied.

" Pardon me, Mr. Sinclair, and for-

get what has been said." And she

walked towards the house.
" Do you refuse the pledge ?"

he asked, placing the flowers in her

hand, after raising them to his lips.
"
Really," answered Clara, almost

petulantly, "lam so perplexed,!
do not know what to say. Yes, I

will take the flowers, if that will

please you." Saying which, she be-

gan to ascend the stairs.
" And I take hope with me," said

Mr. Sinclair, in a tender tone.

But as he turned to go he mentally
cursed Giovanni for the interrup-
tion

;

"
for," thought he,

"
in one

minute more I would have had her

promise, and who knows but now
that brother of hers may recover

and interfere?"

Assunta met Mrs. Grey just out-

side the door of Mr. Carlisle's room,
and drew her into the library, where

she sat down beside her on the

sofa, and, putting her arm affection-

ately about her, began to speak to

her with a calmness which, under
the circumstances, could only come
from the presence of God.

"
I thought, dear Clara, that I

had better ask you to come here,

while I talk to you a little about

your brother, and what the doctor

says. We must both of us try to
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prepare." Here her voice broke,

and Mrs. Grey interrupted her

with,
"
Tell me, Assunta, quickly, is he

worse?"
"I fear so, dear," replied As-

sunta
;

"
but we must help each

other to keep up what courage and

hope we may. It is a common sor-

row, Clara, for he has been more

than a brother to me."

"But, Assunta, I do not under-

stand. You are so calm, and yet

you say such dreadful things.

Does the doctor think he will die?"

And once again she shuddered at

that word, to her so fearful and so

incomprehensible.
"

I dare not deceive you, dear I

dare not deceive myself. The cri-

sis has come, and he seems to be

sinking fast. O Clara, pray for

him !"

"I cannot pray; I do not kno\T

how. I have never prayed in my
life. But let me go to him my poor,
dear Severn !" And Mrs. Grey was

rushing from the room, when As-

sunta begged her to wait one mo-

ment, while she besought her to be

calm. Life hung upon a thread,
which the least agitation might snap
in a moment. She could not give

up that one last hope. Mrs. Grey
of course promised ;

but the instant

she approached the bed, and saw
the change that a few hours had

made, she shrieked aloud
;
and As-

sunta, in answer to the doctor's

look of despair, summoned her maid,
and she was carried to her own
room in violent hysterics, the

orange blossoms still in her hand.

Truly they seemed an omen of

death rather than of a bridal.

The doctor followed to administer
an opiate, and then Assunta and
himself again took up their watch

by Mr. Carlisle. Hour after hour

passed.

Everything that skill could sug-

gest was done. Once only As-

sunta left the room for a moment
to inquire for Mrs. Grey, and,

finding that she was sleeping under

the influence of the anodyne, she

instantly returned. She dared not

trust herself to think how different

was this death from that other she

remembered. She could not have

borne to entertain for one moment
the thought that this soul was go-

ing forth without prayer, without

sacrament, to meet its God. She
did everything the doctor wished,

quietly and calmly. The hours

did not seem long, for she had al-

most lost her sense of time, so near

the confines of eternity. She did

not even feel now she only waited:

It was nearly twelve when the

doctor said in a low voice :

" We can do nothing more now ;

we must leave the rest to nature."
" And to God," whispered As-

sunta, as she sank on her knees be-

side the bed
; and, taking in both

hers her guardian's thin, out-

stretched hand, she bowed her

head, and from the very depths of

her soul went up a prayer for his

life if it might be followed by a

fervent but agonized act of resig-
nation to the sweet will of God.

She was so absorbed that she

did not notice a sudden brighten-

ing of the doctor's face as he bent

over his patient. But in a mo-
ment more she felt a motion, and
the slightest possible pressure of

her hand. She raised her head,
and her eyes met those of her

guardian, while a faint smile one

of his own peculiar, winning smiles

told her that he was conscious

of her presence. At last, rousing
himself a little more, he said :

"
Petite, no matter where I am,

it is so sweet to have you here."

And, with an expression of entire
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content, he closed his eyes again,

and fell into a refreshing sleep.

"Thank dod!" murmured As-

suntu, and her head dropped upon
her folded hands.

The doctor came to her, and

whispered the joyful words,
" He

will live !" but, receiving no answer,

he tried to lift the young girl from

her knees, and found that she had

fainted. Poor child ! like Mary,

the Blessed Mother of Sorrows, she

had stood beneath her cross until

it was lightened of its burden.

She had nerved herself to bear her

sorrow ; she had not counted on

the strength which would be need-

ed tor the reaction of joy.
"Better so," said the doctor, as

he placed her upon the couch.
" She would never have taken rest

in any other way."

TO BE CONTINUED.

A DISCUSSION WITH AN INFIDEL.

XI.

PRIMEVAL GENERATION.

Reader. I should like to hear,

doctor, how
"
primeval generation

"

can afford you an argument against
the Mosaic history of creation, and

against the necessity of a Creator.

Bitchner.
" There was a time

when the earth a fiery globe was
not merely incapable of producing
living beings, but was hostile to the

existence of vegetable and animal

organisms
"

(p. 63).

Reader. Granted.

Biiehncr.
" As soon as the tem-

perature permitted it, organic life

developed itself" (</>/</.)

Reader. Not too much haste,

doctor. The assertion that "life

developed itself
"
presupposes that

life already existed somewhere,
though undeveloped. How do you
account for this assumption ?

Buchner. "It is certain, says
Burmeister, that the appearance of
animal bodies upon the surface of
the earth is a function which re-

sults with mathematical certainty

from existing relations of forces
"

Reader. It is impossible to be-

lieve Burmeister on his word. You
know that he is a short-sighted

philosopher. A man who says
that

"
the earth and the world are

eternal," that "eternity belongs to

the essence of matter," and that

matter nevertheless "
is not un-

changeable," forfeits all claim to

be trusted in speculative questions.

I, therefore, cannot yield to his

simple assertion ; and if what he

says is true, as you believe, I think

that you are ready to assign some
reason for it, which will convince

me also.

J3iichncr. Nothing is easier, sir.

For "there is exhibited (in the ter-

restrial strata) a constant relation of

the external conditions of the sur-

face of the earth to the existence

of organic beings, and a necessary

dependence of the latter on the con-

ditionof the earth
"

(p. 64).
"

It was

only with the present existing dif-

ferences of climate that the endless

variety of organic forms appeared
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which we now behold. ... Of man

thehighest organic beingof creation,
not a trace was found in the pri-

mary strata
; only in the upper-

most, the so-called alluvial layer,

in which human life could exist, he

appears on the stage the climax

of gradual development
"

(p. 65).

Reader. How does this show that
"
organic life developed itself" and

was a mere result of the develop-
ment of the earth? It seems to

me that your answer has no bear-

ing on the question, and that it is,

on your lips, even illogical. For

you say somewhere :

"
It is certain

that no permanent transmutation

of one species of animals into an-

other has as yet been observed
;

nor any of the higher organisms
was produced by the union of in-

organic substances and forces with-

out a previously existing germ pro-
duced by homogeneous parents

"

(p. 68). This being certain, as you
own, I ask : If every organism is

produced by parents, whence did

the parents come ? Could they
have arisen from the merely acci-

dental concurrence of external cir-

cumstances and conditions, or were

they created by an external power?
In your theory, they must have
arisen from external circumstances,
and therefore they had no parents ;

whilst you affirm that without ho-

mogeneous parents they could not

naturally be produced. Moreover,
if the first parents arose from a

concurrence of external conditions,

why does not the same happen to-

day ?

Biichner.
"
This question has

ever occupied philosophers and

naturalists, and has given rise to

a variety of conflicting opinions.
Before entering upon this question,
we must limit the axiom Onme vi-

rum ex ovo to that extent that,

though applicable to the infinite

majority of organisms, it does not

appear to be universally valid
"

(p.

69).
Reader. Then you evidently con-

tradict yourself.
Biichner. "At any rate, the ques-

tion of spontaneous generations is

not yet settled
"

(ibid.)

Reader. Do you mean that living

organisms can be produced without

previously existing homogeneous
parents, or germs, merely by the

concurrence of inorganic elements

and natural forces?

Biichner. Yes, sir; and "although
modern investigations tend to show
that this kind of generation, to

which formerly was ascribed an ex-

tended sphere of action, does not

exactly possess a scientific basis, it

is still not improbable that it exists

even now in the production of mi-

nute and imperfect organisms
"

(p.

7)-
Reader. You are cutting your

own throat, doctor. For you own
that your theory has no scientific

basis
;
and what you say about the

non-improbability of some sponta-
neous generations has no weight
whatever with a philosophical
mind.

Biichner. Indeed "
the question

of the first origin of all highly or-

ganized plants and animals ap-

pears at first sight incapable of so-

lution without the assumption of a

higher power, which has created

the first organisms, and endowed
them with the faculty of propaga-
tion

"
(p. 71).

Reader. "At first sight," you say.

Very well. I accept this confes-

sion, which, on your lips, has a pe-

culiarly suggestive meaning.
Biichner.

"
Believing naturalists

point to this fact with satisfaction.

They remind us, at the same time,

of the wonderful structure of the

organic world, and recognize in it
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the prevalence of an immediate and

personal creative power, which, full

of design, has produced this world.
' The origin of organic beings,' says

B Cotta,
'

is, like that of the earth,

an insoluble problem, leaving us

only the appeal to an unfathom-

able power of a Creator
' "

(ibid.)

Reader. Cotta is more affirma-

tive than you. He recognizes that

the problem is incapable of solu-

tion without a Creator, and does

not add "
at first sight.

" What do

you reply?
Jiiifhner.

" \Ve might answer

these believers, that the germs of

all living beings had from eternity

existed in universal space, or in the

chaotic vapors from which the

earth was formed ;
and these

germs, deposited upon the earth,

have there and then become de-

veloped, according to external ne-

cessary conditions. The facts of

these successive organic genera-
tions would thus be sufficiently ex-

plained; and such an explanation
is at least less odd and far-fetched

than the assumption of a creative

power, which amused itself in pro-

ducing, in every particular period,

genera of plants and animals, as

preliminary studies for the creation

of man a thought quite unworthy
of the conception of a perfect Cre-

ator
"

(ibid.}

Reader. I am afraid, doctor, that

all this nonsense proceeds from cold-

hearted maliciousness more than

from ignorance. For how can you
be ignorant that, if there be anything
odd and far-fetched in any theory
of cosmogony, it is not the recog-
nition of a creative power, but the

assumption of eternal germs wan-

dering about from eternity amid
chaotic vapors ? Your preference
lor this last assumption is an insult

to reason, which has no parallel

but the act of passionate folly by

which the Jews preferred Barabbas
to Christ. The Creator, as you
well know, had no need of

"
pre-

liminary studies": yet he might
have "amused himself," if he so

wished,* in making different genera
of plants and animals, just* as no-

blemen and princes amuse them-

selves, without disgracing their

rank, in planting gardens, and pet-

ting dogs, horses, and birds. But
this is not the question. You pre-
tend that the germs of all living

beings had from eternity existed in

universal space. This you cannot

prove either philosophically or sci-

entifically; and we have already
established in a preceding discus-

sion that nothing changeable can
have existed from eternity.

Buchner.
" But we stand in need

of no such arguments
"

(p. 72).
Reader. Why, then, do you bring

them forward ?

Biichner.
" The facts of science

prove with considerable certainty
that the organic beings which peo-
ple the earth owe their origin and

propagation solely to the conjoined
action of natural forces and mate-

rials, and that the gradual change
and development of the surface of

the earth is the sole, or at least the

chief, cause of the gradual increase

of the living world
"

(p. 72).
Reader. This is another of your

vain assertions. For you confess

that
"

it is impossible at present to

demonstrate with scientific exact-

ness
"
the gradual development of

organic beings from mere material

forces
; and you had previously af-

firmed that
"
there must have ex-

isted individuals of the same spe-

cies, to produce others of the same
kind

"
(p. 68). Where are, then,

to be found the facts of science

which "prove with considerable

* " Ludens in orbc terrarura," Prov. viii. 31.
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certainty
"

the contrary of what

you acknowledge to be the fact ?

Is your method of reasoning a

mere oscillation between contra-

dictories ?

Biichncr.
" We may hope that

future investigations will throw

more light on the subject
"

(ibid.)

Reader. Very well. But, if this

is the case, surely no "
fact of

science
"

proves, as yet, the spon-
taneous evolution of life from inor-

ganic matter. And you may be

certain that the future investiga-

tions of science will not give the

lie to the investigations of the

past.
Buchner.

" Our present know-

ledge is, however, sufficient to ren-

der it highly probable, nay, perhaps

morally certain, that a spontaneous

generation exists, and that higher
forms have gradually and slowly
become developed from previously

existing lower forms, always deter-

mined by the state of the earth,

but without the immediate influ-

ence of a higher power "(ibid.)

Reader. All this I have already
answered ;

and I am rather tired,

doctor, of repeating the same re-

marks over and over again. Why
should you make these empty asser-

tions, if you had real arguments to

produce ? And, if you have no ar-

guments, what is the use of saying
and gainsaying at random, as you
do, the same things ? Why do you
assert that

"
the immediate influ-

ence of a higher power
"

has no-

thing to do with the origin of life,

when you know that your assertion

must remain unproved and can

easily be refuted ? If
"
our present

knowledge renders it highly proba-
ble, nay, perhaps, morally certain,
that a spontaneous generation ex-

ists," why did you say the contrary

just a few lines before ? It is in-

conceivable that a thinking man

should be satisfied with such a

suicidal process of arguing.

Buchner.
" The law of a grad-

ual development of primeval times

is impressed upon the present liv-

ing organic world
"

(p. 75). "All

animal forms are originally so

much alike, that it is often impos-
sible to distinguish the embryo of

a sheep from that of a man, whose
future genius may perhaps revolu-

tionize the world" (p. 76).

Reader. What does it matter if

it is impossible for us to distinguish

the embryo of a sheep from that

of a man ? Is it necessary to see

with our eyes what distinguishes
the one from the other in order to

know that they are different ? If

we are reasonable, we must be sat-

isfied that their different develop-
ment proves very conclusively their

different constitution.

But let this pass. Your line of

argument requires you to show that

the first eggs and the first seeds

are spontaneous products of blind

inorganic forces, without any im-

mediate interference or influence

of a higher power. While this is

not proved, nothing that you may
say can help you out of your false

position. You may well allege with

Vogt
"
the general law prevalent

through the whole animal world,
that the resemblance of a common

plan of structure which connects

various animals is more striking the

nearer they are to their origin, and
that these resemblances become
fainter in proportion to the pro-

gress of their development and
their subjection to the elements

from which they draw their nour-

ishment
"

(p. 76). We know this
;

but what of it ? The question is

not about the development of life

from a germ, but about the devel-

opment of a germ from inorganic

forces; and this is what you try
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constantly to forget. You say :

The younger the earth was, the

more definite and powerful must

the influence of external conditions

have been
;
and it is by no means

impossible to imagine that the

same germs might, by very different

external circumstances, have con-

duced to very heterogeneous de-

velopments" (p. 77). Were this

as true as it is false, it would not

advance your cause by one step;
for you here assume the germs as

already existing.

Biichner.
" The comparatively

greater force of nature in former

periods is manifested in the singu-
lar forms of antediluvian animals

as well as in their enormous size
"

(p. 78).

Reader. Were those animals the

product of merely inorganic for-

ces?

Jiiicliner. So it is believed.

Reader. On what ground ?

lUifhncr.
"
If the contemplation

of surrounding nature strikes us so

much by its grandeur that we can-

not divest ourselves of the idea of

a direct creative cause, the origin
of this feeling is owing to the fact

that we contemplate as a whole the

united effects of natural forces

through a period of millions of

years ; and, thinking only of the

present, and not of the past, cannot

imagine that nature has produced
all this out of itself. The law of

analogies ; the formation of proto-

types; the necessary dependence
upon external circumstances which

organic bodies exhibit in their ori-

gin and form; the gradual develop-
ment of higher organic forms from
lower organisms; the circumstance
that the origin of organic beings
w;m not a momentary process, but

continued through all geological

periods ;
that each period is char-

acterized by creatures peculiar to

it, of which some individuals only
are continued in the nexf period
all these relations rest upon incon-

trovertible facts, and are perfectly
irreconcilable with the idea of a

personal almighty creative power,
which could not have adopted such
a slow and gradual labor, and have
rendered itself dependent upon the

natural phases of the development
of the earth" (pp. 84, 85).

Reader. If this is your ground
for asserting the origin of organic

beings from the mere forces of mat-

ter, all I can say is that you should

learn a little philosophy before you
venture again to write a book for

the public. Were you a philoso-

pher, you would know that, inde-

pendently of
"
the united effects of

natural forces through a period of

millions of years," every grain of

dust that floats in the air affords

us a sufficient proof of the exist-

ence of "a personal almighty crea-

tive power
"

; your
"
lav of an-

alogies
"
would suggest to you the

thought of a primitive source of

life
;

"
the formation of prototypes"

would compel you to ask, Who
formed them ? and how could they
be formed without an archetypal
idea, which matter could not pos-
sess ? You would see that nothing
can be gained by asserting, as you
do, that

"
the gradual development

of the higher organic forms from
lower organisms rests upon incon-

trovertible facts," while you cannot
cite a single one in support of your
assertion. You would take care

not to attribute to the Creator an

imaginary waste of time in
"
the

slow and gradual labor
"

of peo-

pling the earth with organic beings,
nor entertain the absurd notion

that he would have rendered him-

self
"
dependent upon the natural

phases of the development of the

earth," merely because his action
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harmonized with,the order of things
he had created. Lastly, you would

have kept in view that the fact of

which you were bound to give an

explanation was not the develop-
ment of new organisms from ex-

isting organisms, but the origin of

the first organisms themselves from

inorganic matter. Why did you
leave aside this last point, than

which no other had a greater need

of demonstration ?

Iliichner. I may not be a phi-

losopher ;
but certain it is that

"
science has never obtained a

greater victory over those who as-

sume an extramundane or super-
natural principle to explain the

problem of existence, than by
means of geology and petrifaction.

Never has the human mind more

decisively saved the rights of na-

ture. Nature knows neither a su-

pernatural beginning nor a super-
natural continuance

"
(p. 88).

Reader. How stupid indeed !

Your Masonic science cannot stand

on its legs, and you boast of vic-

tories ! Do you not see, doctor,
the absurdity of your pretension ?

When did science attack religion,

and was not defeated ? I speak of

your infidel science, mind you ;
for

true science has no need of attack-

ing religion. Your science tries
"
to explain the problem of exist-

ence by means of geology and pe-
trifaction

"
without a supernatural

principle. But is the origin of ex-

istence a problem? and can it be
solved by geology and petrifaction?
Historical facts are no problems.
You may blot out history, it is true,

as you might also put out the light,
and remain in the dark to your
full satisfaction. Thus everything

might become a problem. But can

you call this a scientific process?

Why do you not appeal to geology
and petrifaction to explain, say, the

origin of Rome, and thus obtain
"
a

great victory
"
over history ? Yet

it would be less absurd to believe

that Rome is a work of nature

than to believe that life originated
in dead inorganic matter. The

origin of life and of all other things
is a primitive fact, which lies out-

side the province of geology alto-

gether. Philosophy alone can ac-

count for it
; and philosophy pro-

claims that your infidel theory of

primeval generation is a shameless

imposture.
Buchner. This is a severe re-

mark, sir.

Reader. I will take it back
when you shall have proved that

the first organic germs originated
in inorganic matter without super-
natural intervention.

XII.

DESIGN IN NATURE.

Reatfer. Everything in nature

speaks of God; but you, doctor,
seem quite insensible to the elo-

quence of creation.

Eiichner. I deny the eloquence
of creation. Indeed,

"
design in

nature has ever been, and is still,

one of the chief arguments in favor

of the theory which ascribes the

origin and preservation of the

world to a ruling and organizing
creative power. Every flower which
unfolds its blossoms, every gust of

wind which agitates the air, every
star which shines by night, every
wound which heals, every sound,

everything in nature, affords to tiie

believing teleologist an opportunity
for admiring the unfathomable wis-

dom of that higher power. Mod-
ern science has pretty much eman-

cipated itself from such empty no-

tions, and abandons these innocent

studies to such as delight in con-

templating nature rather with the
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eyes of the feeling than with those

of the intellect
"

(p. 89).

Reader. This is no reason why
you should blind yourself to the

evidence of the facts. Every one
knows that Masonic science hates

teleology. No wonder at that.

This science emancipates itself, not

from empty notions, as you say,

but from the very laws of reason-

ing. Free thought would cease to

be free, if it did not emancipate
itself from logic. Yet, since free-

thinkers
" abandon to us the inno-

cent study
"

of teleology, would it

not be prudent in them to avoid

talking on what they are unwilling
to study ? How can they know
that we contemplate nature

"
rather

with the eyes of the feeling than

with those of the intellect"? Do
they suppose that order and design
are objects of the feeling rather

than of the intellect ?

liuf/iiit'r. I will tell you what our

conviction is.
" The combination

of natural materials and forces

must, in giving rise to the variety
of existing forms, have at the same
time become mutually limited and

determined, and must have pro-
duced corresponding contrivances,

which, superficially considered, ap-

pear to have been caused by an ex-

ternal power. Our reflecting rea-

son is the sole cause of this appar-
ent design, which is nothing but the

necessary consequence of the com-
bination of natural materials and
forces. Thus, as Kant says,

"
our

intellect admires a wonder which it

has created itself" (p. 90).

Reader. Beware of blunders, doc-

tor ! You have just said that our

notion of design in nature was

caused by our feeling, not by our

intellect; but you now say that the

sole cause of that notion is our re-

flecting reason, and maintain, on
Kant's authority, that the same no-

tion is a creation of our intellect.

Can contradiction be more evident ?

Again, if our reflecting reason is

the sole cause of our perception of

design in nature, surely we are

right in admitting that there is de-

sign in nature, and you are wrong
in denying it. For, if the design
were only apparent, as you pretend,

imagination might be fascinated by

it, but "reflecting reason" would

never cause us to perceive it. On
the other hand, if you distrust "re-

flecting reason," what else will you
trust in its stead ?

Moreover, how did you not ob-

serve that Kant's proposition,
" Our

intellect admires a wonder which

it has created itself," contains a

false supposition? The intellect

cannot create to itself any notion

of design ; it can only perceive it

in the things themselves : and it

would never affirm the existence of

design in nature, unless it perceived
its objective reality. Hence our

intellect admires a wonder which it

perceives, not a wonder which it

creates.

Furthermore, you wish us to be-

lieve that what we term design
"

is

nothing but a necessary conse-

quence of some combinations." But

why did you omit that all such com-
binations presuppose definite con-

ditions, and that these condi-

tions originally depend on the will

of the Creator ? Your book on
Force and Matter is nothing but a

necessary consequence of a com-
bination of types, ink, and paper.
Does it follow that the book is not

the work of a designing doctor?

You see how defective your reason-

ing is. You have nearly succeeded
in proving the contrary of what you
intended.

Biichner. But " how can we speak
of design, knowing the objects only
in one form and shape, and having
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no i,dea how they would appear to

us in any other? What natural

contrivance is there which might
hot be imagined to be rendered

more perfect in design ? We ad-

mire natural objects without con-

sidering what an infinite variety of

other contrivances and forms has

slumbered, and is still dormant,
in the lap of nature. It depends
on an accident whether or not they
will enter into existence" (p. 90).

Reader, I apprehend, doctor,

that your notion of design is neither

clear nor correct. The " form and

shape
"

of the objects is not what

we call design. Design, in nature,

is the ordination of all t/lings to an

end. It is therefore the natural ap-

titude of things to a definite end,

and not their form or shape, that

reveals the existence of design in

nature. It is not even the absolute

perfection of a thing that reveals

design : it is only its relative per-

fection, that is, its proportion to

the end for whicH it is created.

Hence we have the right to admire

natural objects for their adaptation
to certain ends, without considering
the infinite variety of other con-

trivances slumbering in the lap of

nature. For, if the existing contri-

vances are proportionate to their

ends, there is design, whatever we

may say of the possibility of other

contrivances, and even of other

words.

Biichncr.-
" Numbers of arrange-

ments in nature, apparently full of

design, are nothing but the result

of the influence of external natural

conditions" (p. 90).

Reader. Yes; but these natural

conditions are themselves the re-

sult of design, since they are all

controlled by a superior mind.

Biichner. "Animals inhabiting
the north have a thicker fur than

those of the south
;
and likewise

the hair and feathers of animals be-

come thicker in winter and fall out

in summer. Is it not more natural

to consider these phenomena as the

effect of changes in the temperature,
than to imagine a heavenly tailor

who takes care of the summer and
winter wardrobes of the various an-

imals ? The stag was not endowed
with long legs to enable him to run

fast, but he runs fast because his

legs are long
"

(p. 91).

Reader. These remarks are puer-

ile, doctor, and I might dispense
with answering them

; yet I ob-

serve that, as cold does not foster

vegetation, it is not in the north,
but in the south, that the fur of an-

imals should grow thicker. At any
rate, the "heavenly tailor," who
clothes the lilies of the field, does

not forget the wardrobe of animals,
whether in the north or in the

south, in summer or in winter;
for his is the world, and from his

hand the needs of every creature are

supplied. As to the stag, you are

likewise mistaken.
" He runs fast

because his legs are long
"

; but

how does it follow from this that he

was not endowed with long legs to

enable him to run fast ? Does the

one exclude the other? Would you

say that your works are known be-

cause they have been published,
and therefore they have not been

published to make them known ?

Your blunder is evident.

Buchner.
"
Things are just as

they are, and we should not have

found them less full of design had

they been different
"

(p. 91).

Reader. This, if true, would prove
that our "

reflecting reason
"
cannot

exclude design from creation. If

things had been different, the design
would have been different. Even

conflicting arrangements may be

full of design; even the destruction

of the best works of nature may be
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dill of design: for tlie Author of na-

ture is at liberty to do with it as he

pleases. If, for instance, all the

new-born babies were hereafter to

be- males, we* could not escape the

consequence that the Author of na-

ture designed to put an end to

human generation. Whatever may
be the order of things, we cannot

deny design without insulting the

wisdom of our Maker and Lord.

This consideration suffices to an-

swer all your queries and objec-
tions.

"
Nature," you say,

"
has

produced a number of beings and
contrivances in which no design
can be detected

"
(p. 94). What of

that ? Can you deny that men act

with some design, only because you
cannot detect it ? There are beings,

you add, "which are frequently
more apt to disturb than to promote
tin: natural order of things

"
(ibti.)

This merely shows that the natural

order of things is changeable a

truth which you had the courage to

deny when speaking of miracles.
" The existence of dangerous ani-

mals has ever been a thorn in the

side of theologians, and the most
comical arguments have been used
to justify their existence

"
(//'/</.)

This is not true. No theologian
has ever denied that dangerous an-

imals fulfil some design in nature.

And as to "comical arguments," I

think, doctor, that it is in your
s that we can best find them.

" We know, on tlie other hand,
that very innocent, or even useful,

animals have become extinct, with-

out nature taking any means to

pryscrve their existence" (p. 95).
This proves nothing at all.

It God's design could be fulfilled

with their extinction, why should

they have been preserved? "For
wii.it purpose are the hosts of dis-

c iscs and of physical evils in gen-
eral ? Why that mass of cruelties

VOL. xx. 6

and horrors which nature daily
and hourly practises on her crea-

tures ? Could a being acting from

goodness and benevolence endow
the cat, the spider, and man with

a nature capable of these horrors

and cruelties?" (p. 96). This is

the dark side of the picture ; and

yet there is design in all this. If I

wished to make a "comical argu-
ment," I might say that

"
the hosts

of diseases
"

are, after all, very pro-
fitable to the M.D., who cannot
live without them. But the true

answer is, that the present order of

things, as even the pagan philoso-

phers recognized, is designed as a

period of probation preparatory to

a better life. We now live on a

field of battle, amid trials calculat-

ed to stir up our energies and to

mend or improve our character.

We sow in tears, that we may reap
in joy. Such is the design of a

Being
"
acting from goodness and

benevolence." You do not under-
stand this

; but such is the truth.

As to cats and spiders, you must
bear in mind that they are not
worse than the wolf, the tiger, or

other animals providing for their

own subsistence by the destruction
of other living beings. If this be
"
cruelty," how can you counte-

nance it yourself by allowing the

appearance at your table of killed

animals ?

Your other remarks are scarcely

worthy of being quoted, as they
prove nothing but your imperti-
nence and presumption. You seem
to put to God the dilemma:
"
Either let Buchner know all the

secrets of your providence, or he
will rebel against you, and even

deny yourexistence." Youask, Wht
tins and why that ? And because your
weak brain fails to suggest the ans-

wer, you immediately conclude that

things happen to be what they are,.
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without a superior mind controlling
their course. This is nice logic in-

deed! "Why should the vertebral

column of man terminate in an ap-

pendage perfectly useless to him ?"
"
Why should certain animals pos-

sess the organs of both sexes ?"
"
Why are certain other animals so

prolific that in a few years they

might fill the seas and cover the

earth, and find no more space
or materials for their offspring ?"
"
Why does nature produce mon-

sters ?" These questions may or

may not be answered ;
but our

ignorance is not the measure of

things, and the existence of design
in nature remains an unquestion-
able fact. Is not the very struc-

ture of our own bodies a master-'

piece of design ? A physician, like

you, cannot plead ignorance on the

subject.

Biichner. Yet nature cannot have
a design in producing monstrosities.
"
I saw in a veterinary cabinet a

goat fully developed in every part,
but born without a head. Can we

imagine anything more absurd
than the development of an animal
the existence of which is impos-
sible from the beginning ? Prof.

Lotze of Gottingen surpasses him-
self in the following remarks on
monstrosities :

'

If the foetus is

without a brain, it would be but

judicious, in a force having a free

choice, to suspend its action, as

this deficiency cannot be compen-
sated. But, inasmuch as the form-
ative forces continue their action,
that such a miserable and purpose-
less creature may exist for a time,

appears to us strikingly to prove
that the final result always depends
upon the disposition of purely
mechanical definite forces, which,
once set in motion, proceed
straight on, according to the law of

inertia, until they meet with an

obstruction.' This is plain lan-

guage" (p. 99). Again, monstrosi-

ties
"
may be produced artificially

by injuries done to the fcetus or to

the ovum. Nature has no means of

remedying such an injury. The

impulse once given is, on the con-

trary, followed in a false direction,

and in due time a monstrosity is

produced. The purely mechanical

process, in such cases, can be easily

recognized. Can the idea of a

conscious power acting with design
be reconciled with such a result ?

And is it possible that the hand of

the Creator should thus be bound

by the arbitrary act of man?" (pp.

101, 102).

Reader. That nature
"
cannot

have a design in producing mon-
strosities

"
is a groundless assertion,

as nature tends always to produce
perfect beings, though sometime*;

its work is marred by obstacles

which it has no power to remove.
You saw "

a goat fully developed in

every part, but born without a

head." Here the design is evident.

Nature wished to produce a perfect

goat as usual, but failed.
"
If the.

fcetus is without a brain, it would
be judicious, in a force having a

free choice, to suspend its action."

This is another groundless asser-

tion; for, if ^ force you mean the

forces of matter, they have no free

choice, and cannot suspend their

action
;
and if by force you mean

God, you presume too much, as you
do not know his design. A fcetus

without a brain, like a goat without

a head, proclaims the imperfection
of natural causes; and this very im-

perfection proclaims their contin-

gency and the existence of a Cre-

ator. Thus, a fcetus without a

brain may be the work of design ;

for God's design is not to raise na-

ture above all deficiencies, but to

show his infinite perfection in the
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works of an imperfect nature. That

"the hand of the Creator should be

bound by the arbitrary act of men "

is a third groundless assertion.

Man may injure the foetus, and God
can restore it to a healthy condition;

but nothing obliges him to do so. If

he did it, it would be a miracle ;

and miracles are not in the order

of nature. It follows that, when
monstrosities are produced, they
are not merely the result of me-
chanical forces, but also of God's

action, without which no causation

is possible.

But you ask, "Can the idea of a

conscious power acting with design
be reconciled with such a result?"

I answer that it can be reconciled

very well. In fact, those effects

which proceed directly from God
alone, must indeed be perfect ac-

cording to their own kind, inasmuch
as God's working is never exposed
to failure; but those effects which
do not proceed directly from God
alone, but are produced by crea-

tures with God's assistance, may be

imperfect, ugly, and monstrous.

You may have a beautiful hand;

but, if you write with a bad pen,

your writing will not be beautiful.

You may be a great pianist ; but, if

your instrument is out of tune,

your music will be detestable.

Whenever two causes, of which the

one is instrumental to the other,

concur ID the production of the

same effect, the imperfection of the

instrumental cause naturally entails

the imperfection of the effect.

God's action is perfect ;
but the

action of his instruments may be

imperfect ; and it is owing to such

an imperfection that the result may
be a monstrosity.

But, to complete this explanation,
it is necessary to add that, in the

production of their natural effects,

creatures are more than instru-

mental. The primary cause, God,
and the secondary causes, creatures,

are both principal causes of natu-

ral effects
; though the latter are sub-

ordinate to the influence of the

former. Both God and the creature

are total causes
;
that is, the effect

entirely depends on the secondary,
as it entirely depends on the primary

cause, though in a different manner ;

for the influx of the primary cause

is general, while that of the second-

ary cause is particular. Hence
these two causes bear to the effect

produced by them the same relation

as two premises bear to their con-

clusion. God's influence is to the

effect produced what a general

principle or a major proposition is

to the conclusion ;
whilst the crea-

ture's influence is to the same effect

what a minor proposition'or the ap-

plication of the general principle
is to the conclusion. Take, for in-

stance, the general truth,
"
Virtue is

a rational good," as a major pro-

position. This general truth may
be applied in different manners,
and lead to different conclusions,

good or bad, according as the ap-

plication is right or wrong. If you
subsume,

"
Temperance is a vir-

tue," you will immediately obtain

the good conclusion that "Tempe-
rance is a rational good." But, if

you subsume,
"
Pride is a virtue,"

you will reach the monstrous con-

clusion that
"
Pride is a rational

good." Now, this conclusion, how-

ever monstrous, could not be drawn
without the general principle ;

and

yet its monstrosity does not arise

from the general principle, but only
from its wrong application. Thus
the general principle remains good
and true .in spite of the bad and

false conclusion. And in the same

manner the influence of the first

cause on natural effects remains

good and perfect, though the effects
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themselves, owing to the influence

of the secondary causes, are imper-
fect and monstrous.

You now understand, I hope,
how the exceptional production of

monstrosities can be reconciled

with the idea of a conscious power

acting with design.

XIII.

BRAIN AND SOUL.

Reader. And now, doctor, please

tell me what is your doctrine on

the human soul.

Buchner. The human soul is
"
a

product of matter" (p. 132) "a

product of the development of the

brain
"

(p. 197).

Reader. Indeed ?

Buchner.
" The brain is the

seat and organ of thought ;
its size,

shape, and structure are in exact

proportion to the magnitude and

power of its intellectual functions
"

(p. 107).

Reader. What do you mean by

thought i

Buchner. Need I explain a term

so universally known ?

Reader. The term is known, but

it is used more or less properly by
different persons. Our minds may
deal with either sensible or intel-

lectual objects. When we have
seen a mountain, we may think of

it, because we have received from
it an impression in our senses

which leaves a vestige of itself in

our organism, and enables us to re-

present to ourselves the object we
have perceived. In this case our

tlwitght is an exercise of our im-

agination. When, on the contrary,
we think of some abstract notion or

relation which does not- strike our

senses, and of which no image has

been pictured in our organic poten-

cies, then our thought is an exercise

of intellectual power. In both

cases our brain lias something to do

with the thought. For in the first

case our thought is an act of the

sensitive faculty, which reaches its

object as it is pictured, or other-

wise impressed, in our organic po-

tencies, of which the headquarters
are in the brain. In the second

case our thought is an act of the

intellectual faculty, which detects

the intelligible relations existing be-

tween the objects already perceived,
or between notions deduced from

previous perceptions ;
and this act,

inasmuch as it implies the consider-

ation of objects furnished to the

mind by sensible apprehension,
cannot but be accompanied by
some act of the imaginative power
making use of the images pictured
in the organic potencies. Now,
doctor, when you say that

"
the

brain is the seat and organ of

thought," do you mean that both

the intellectual and the imagina-
tive thought reside in the brain

and are worked out by the brain ?

Buchner. Of course. For "com-

parative anatomy shows that

through all classes of animals, up
to man, the intellectual energy is in

proportion to the size and material

quality of the brain
"

(p. 107).

Reader. You are quite mistaken.

The brain is an organ of the imag-

ination, not of the intellect. And
even as an organ of imagination it

is incompetent to think or imagine,
as it is only the instrument of s.

higher power that is, of a soul.

To say that the brain is the organ
of intellectual thought is to assume

that intellectual relations are pic-
tured on the brain

;
which is evi-

dently absurd, since intellectual re-

lations cannot be pictured on ma-
terial organs. Every impression
made on our brain is a definite

impression, corresponding to the

definite objects from which it pro-
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cecds. If our intellectual thought
were a function of the brain, we
could not think, except of those

same definite objects from which

\ve have received our definite im-

pressions. How do you, then, rec-

oncile this evident inference with

the fact that we conceive intellect-

ually innumerable things from

which we have never received a

physical impression ? We think

of justice, of humanity, of truth, of

causality, etc., though none of these

abstractions has the power to pic-

ture itself on our brain. It is there-

fore impossible to admit that the

intellectual thought is a function

of the brain. With regard to the

working of the imagination, I con-

cede that the brain plays the part
of an instrument

;
but how can

you explain such a working with-

out a higher principle? If our
soul is nothing but "

a product of

matter," since matter is inert, our

soul must be inert, and since mat-

ter has only mechanical powers, our

soul must be limited to mechanical

action, that is, to the production of

local movement. Now, can you
conceive imagination as a merely
mechanical power, or thought as

the production of local movement?
Jliif/mer. Yes.

"
Thought," says

Moleschott,
"

is a motion of mat-

ter
"

(p. 135).
Reader. It is perfectly useless,

doctor, to make assertions which

cannot be proved. Moleschott is

no authority ;
he is a juggler like

yourself, and works for the further-

ance of the same Masonic aims.

Let him say what he likes. We
cannot but laugh at a thinker who
can mistake his thought for local

motion.

Jjufhtier. You, however, cannot

deny that, while we are thinking,
our brain is doing work. But how
can it do work without motion ?

Reader. I do not deny that, while

we are thinking, our brain is do-

ing work. I merely deny that the

movements of the brain are thoughts.
As long as we live, soul and body
work together, and we cannot think

without some organic movements

accompanying the operation. This

.every one admits. But you sup-

press the thinking principle, and
retain only the organic movements.
How is this possible ? If thought
consists merely of organic move-
ments of the brain, how does the

motion begin ? The brain cannot

give to itself a new mode of being.
To account for its movements you
must point out a distinct moving
power, either intrinsic or extrinsic,

either a sensible object or the

thinking principle itself. When
the motion is received from a sensi-

ble object, the movements of the

brain determine the immediate per-

ception of the object ;
and when

the motion results from the opera-
tion of the thinking principle, the

movements of the brain determine

the phantasm corresponding to the

object of the actual thought. Thus
immediate perception, and thought,
or recollection, are both rationally

explained ; whilst, if the thinking

subject were the brain itself, how
could we recollect our past ideas ?

When the movement caused by an

object has been superseded by the

movement caused by a different

object, how can it spontaneously
revive? Matter is inert; and

nothing but a power distinct from

it can account for the spontane-
ous awakening of long-forgotten

thoughts.

Buchner. Matter is inert, but is

endowed with forces, and wherever

there are many particles of matter

they can communicate movement
to one another. Hence,

"
in the

same manner as the steam-engine
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produces motion, so does the or-

ganic complication of force-endow-

ed materials produce in the animal

body a sum of effects so interwoven

as to become a unit
;
and is then

by us called spirit, soul, thought
"

(P- *36).

Rtader. Pshaw ! Are spirit, soul,

and thought synonymous ? Do

thoughts think ? When you per-

ceive that two and two make four,

is this thought the thinking princi-

ple ? And if the soul is
"
a sum of

mechanical effects so interwoven as

to become a unit," how can you
avoid the consequence that the

soul consists of nothing but local

movement ? But if the soul is local

movement, it has no causality, and
cannot be the principle of life

;
for

local movement is only a change of

place, and has nothing to do with

perception, judgment, reasoning, or

any other operation of the think-

ing principle. Can local movement

sa.y,faml J unlit Idoubt? Can
local movement recollect the past,

take in the present, foresee the pos-
sible and the future ? Can local

movement deliberate, love, hate,

say yes or no 1 To these and such

like questions science, reason, and

experience give an unequivocal an-

swer, which the president of a med-
ical association should have care-

fully meditated before venturing to

write on the subject.
Biichner. Yet "

the mental capa-

city of man is enlarged in propor-
tion to the material growth of his

brain, and is diminished according
to the diminution of its substance
in old age" (p. no). "It is a

fact known to everybody, that the

intelligence diminishes with increas-

ing age, and that old people become
childish. . . . The soul of the

child becomes developed in the

same degree as the material organ-
ization of its brain becomes more

perfect" (p. m). "Pathology
furnishes us with an abundance of

striking facts, and teaches us that

no part of the brain exercising the

function of thought can be mate-

rially injured without producing a

corresponding mental disturbance
"

(p. 119). "The law that brain

and soul are necessarily connected,
and that the material expansion,

shape, and quality of the former

stands in exact proportion to the

intensity of the mental functions, is

strict and irrefutable, and the mind,

again, exercises an essential influ-

ence on the growth and develop-
ment of its organ, so that it in-

creases in size and power just in

the same manner as any muscle is

strengthened by exercise
"

(p. 122).
" The whole science of man is a

continuous proof in favor of the

connection of brain and mind
;
and

all the verbiage of philosophical

psychologists in regard to the sepa-
rate existence of the soul, and its

independence of its material organ,
is without the least value in opposi-
tion to the power of facts. We can

find no exaggeration in what Frie-

dreich, a well-known writer on psy-

chology, says on this point :

' The
exhibition of power cannot be im-

agined without a material substra-

tum. The vital power of man can

only manifest its activity by means
of its material organs. In propor-
tion as the organs are manifold, so

will be the phenomena of vital

power, and they will vary accord-

ing to the varied construction of

the material substratum. Hence,
mental function is a peculiar mani-

festation of vital power, determined

by the peculiar construction of

cerebral matter. The same power
which digests by means of the sto-

mach, thinks by means of the

brain
' "

(pp. 124, 125).

Reader. Your manner of reason-
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ing, doctor, is not calculated to

bring conviction, as every one of

your arguments contains a fallacy.

Your first argument is : The brain

is the measure of the thinking

power; and therefore the thinking

power, or the soul, is a result of or-

ganic development. The second is :

Brain and mind are necessarily

connected; and therefore the soul

cannot have a separate existence.

2"he third is : The vital power of

man can only manifest its activity

by means of its material organs ;

and therefore the soul needs to be

supported by a material substra-

tum. Such substantially is the

drift of your argumentation. Now,
I maintain that the three arguments
are merely three sophisms.

First, the brain is not the meas-
ure of the thinking power. The
mental capacity of man, and the

thinking power of the soul, are not

exactly the same thing. The first

implies both soul and body, the

second regards the soul alone ; the

first presents to us the musician

with his instrument, the second

exhibits only the musician himself.

The brain is the organ, the soul is

the organist. You cannot reasona-

bly pretend that the musical talent,

genius, and skill of an organist
increase and decrease with the

number and quality of the pipes
which happen to be in the organ.
All you can say is that the musical

talent of the organist will have a

better chance of a favorable show
with a rich rather than with a poor
instrument. The organ, therefore,

is not the measure of the ability of

the organist, and the brain is not

the measure of the thinking power.
Hence from the fact that the men-
tal capacity of man is enlarged, as

you say, in proportion to the mate-
rial growth of his brain, we have
no right to conclude that the think-

ing principle, the soul, grows with

the brain
; the right conclusion is

that the soul, being in possession.

of a better instrument, finds itself

in better conditions for tlie exer-

cise of its intrinsic power. The

organ is improved and the music is

better; but the organist is the

same.

Secondly, brain and mind are

at present necessarily connected.

Does it follow that therefore the

soul cannot have a separate exist-

ence ? By no means. If this con-

clusion were logical, you might on
the same ground affirm also that

the body cannot have a separate
existence

;
for the body is as nec-

essarily connected with the soul as

the soul is with the body. The
reason why your conclusion cannot

hold is that the connection of

body and soul is necessary only in-

asmuch as both are indispensable
for the constitution of the human
nature. But the human nature is

not immortal
; the soul must quit

the body when the organism be-

comes unfit for the operations of

animal life
; and therefore the con-

nection of the soul with the body
is not absolutely, but only hypo-
thetically, necessary. The soul

has its own existence'distinct from

the existence of the body, for the

soul is a substance no less than the

body ; and therefore it is no less

competent to have a separate exist-

ence. You deny, I know, that the

soul is a substance distinct from

the body ; but what is the weight
of such a denial ? What you spec-

ulatively deny in your book, you

practically admit in the secret of

your conscience whenever you say
/ am. It is not the body that says
I ; it is the soul : and it is not an

accident that perceives self; it is a

substance.

Thirdly, the vital power of man,
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as you say, can manifest its activity

only by means of its material or-

gans. This is true ; for, so long as

the soul is in the body, it must

work together with it, according
to the axiom,

"
Every agent acts

according as it is in act." But

does the work of the vital power in

the material organs warrant your
conclusion that the soul needs to

be supported by a material substra-

tum? Quite the contrary. For,

what needs a material substratum

is an accident, and no accident is

active
;

and therefore the vital

power, whose activity is manifested

in the material organs, is no acci-

dent, and therefore needs no mate-

rial substratum, and, while existing
in the material organs, exists no
less in itself. Had you considered

that the soul, which manifests its

activity by means of its material or-

gans, exercises the same activity
within itself also, you would have

easily discovered that the soul has

a being independent of its material

organs, and that these organs are

the organs of sensibility, not of in-

telligence.
But I am not going to make a dis-

sertation on the soul, as my object is

only to show
rjie

inconclusiveness of

your reasoning. Your chapter on
"Brain and Soul," with its twenty-

eight pages of medical and physi-

ological erudition, offers no proof of

your assumption beyond the three

sophisms I have refuted. All th'e rest

consists of facts which have not the

least bearing on the question.
" The

whole science of man," as you say,
"

is a continuous proof in favor of

the connection of brain and mind."
This is what your facts demon-
strate

;
but your object was to show

that
"
the soul is a product of the

development of the brain"
; and this

your facts do not demonstrate, as

is evident from your need of resort-

ing to fallacies to make them lie to

truth. It is on the strength of such

fallacies that you make bold to

despise your opponents, forgetting
all your shortcomings, and com-

mitting a new blunder in the very
act of assailing the spiritualistic

philosophers. According to you,
"
the whole science of man is a

continuous proof in favor of the

connection of brain and mind ; and
all the verbiage of philosophical

psychologists in regard to the sep-
arate existence of the soul and its

independence of its material organ
is without the least value in oppo-
sition to the power of facts." You
should be ashamed, doctor, of this

style of reasoning.
Biichner. Why, if .you please ?

Reader. Because, first, the con-

nection of brain and mind, as prov-
ed by "the whole science of man,"
does not authorize you to deny the

separate existence of the soul and
its substantial independence of the

material organs. Secondly, because
to call

"
verbiage" those reasonings

which all the great men of all times

have, after careful scrutiny, consid-

ered as unanswerable, to which they

gave their fullest assent, and against
which you are incapable of advanc-

ing a single argument which has

not already been answered by phi-

losophers, is on your part an im-

plicit confession of philosophical

ignorance. Thirdly, because it is

extremely mean to proclaim your
own victory, while you have care-

fully avoided the combat. You
have, in fact, prudently dissembled
all the reasons by which the sub-

stantiality and spirituality of the

human soul are usually proved in

psychology ; and, to give yourself
the appearance of a champion, you
have set up a few ridiculous soph-
isms as, "the material simplicity of

the organs of thought" (p. 125) to
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figure as philosophical objections,
which they have never been, and

never will be; thus reminding us

of the great Don Quixote fighting

against the wind-mill. Fourthly,

because, while boasting of the sup-

port which some physiological facts

seem to lend to your materialistic

theory, you have entirely ignored
ail those other facts of the intel-

lectual life which were calculated

to expose your sophistry and over-

throw your conclusions. This is

dishonest, doctor; for you cannot

plead ignorance in excuse.

Jiiicliner. We proceed from op-

posite principles, sir
;

hence we
must disagree in our conclusions.

It is a law "that mind and brain

necessarily determine each other,

and that they stand to each other

in inseparable causal relations
"

(P- I39)-

Reader. This goes against you ;

for, if the mind determines the

brain, the mind must be a special
substance.

Biichner. "As there is no bile

without liver, no urine without

kidneys, so is there no thought with

out a brain. Mental activity is a

function of the cerebral substance..

This truth is simple, clear, easily

supported by facts, and indisputa-
ble" (ibid.)

Reader. Oh ! oh ! have you for-

gotten my previous answer ? So

long as matter remains inert, it is

vain to pretend that matter is the

thinking principle.

Biichner.
" Matter is not dead,

unquickened, and lifeless, but, on
the contrary, full of the most stir-

ring life" (p. xcix.)

Reader. A great discovery ! if

true.

Biichner.
" Not an atom of it is

without motion, but in constant un-

interrupted movement and activity.
Nor is matter gross, as simple phi-

losophers often call it, but, on the

contrary, so infinitely fine and com-

plicated in its composition as to

surpass all our conceptions. Nor
is it worthless or vile, .but rather the

most precious thing we know of; it

is not wit/tout feeling, but is full of

the most acute sensibility in the

creatures it brings forth
; nor, lastly,

is it devoid of spirit or thought, but,
on the contrary, develops in the or-

gans destined thereto by the pe-
culiar kind and delicacy of their

composition the highest mental po-
tencies known to us. What we call

life, sensibility, organization, and

thought, are only the peculiar and

higher tendencies and activities of

matter, acquired in the course of

many millions of years by well-

known natural processes, and which
in certain organisms or combina-
tions result in the self-consciousness
of matter. Wherefore matter is not

unconscious, as is often proclaimed"
(pp. xcix., c.)

Reader. Enough ! enough of

such nonsense. Do not ruin what
little reputation you still enjoy as a
scientific man. What will the world

say when it discovers that you know
nothing about the inertia of matter,
which is the basis of physics and
mechanics ? or when it hears that

you confound movement with activ-

ity, and activity with life ? Every
one knows that life implies move-
ment, because the more perfect im-

plies the less perfect ; but who
ever heard that mechanical move-
ment implies life ? Is a stone liv-

ing because it falls to the ground ?

Again, how would any one who is

not an idiot consider the matter on
which we tread

"
the most precious

thing we know of"? Would you
sell your honor for a cup of coffee

and a poirnd of sugar? That mat-
ter is not without feeling, not with-

out spirit, and not without thought, is
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a demonstrated blunder, of which

I need not repeat the refuta-

tion. But who can hear without

merriment that sensibility, organi-

zation, and thought are "tenden-

cies
"

of matter ? and that they
have been acquired by matter

"
in

the course of many millions of

years
"

? and that this acquisition

was brought about
"
by "well-known

natural processes
"

? I repeat, doc-

tor, that such trash will ruin your

reputation. Buffoons and charla-

tans may be allowed to indulge in

any amount of absurdities ;
but a

doctor has not the same privilege.

Hence it is not safe for you to

speak of well-known processes, by
which matter becomes " conscious

"

of itself, when the whole scientific

world knows nothing of such pro-

cesses, and may challenge you to

substantiate your foolish assertion.

I will tell you what is really well

known. It is what a celebrated

writer teaches about the immate-

riality of the soul.
" There is no-

thing," he says, "in this lower
world that can account for the

origin of our souls
;
for there is no-

thing in our souls which admits of

mixture or composition, nothing

which arises from the earth or is

made of it, nothing which partakes
of the nature of air, or water, or

fire. For nothing is to be found

in these natural things which has

the power of remembering, of un-

derstanding, or of thinking no-

thing which can hold the past,

forecast the future, or embrace the

present. The power of doing this

is divine, and its possession by man
can never be accounted for, unless

we admit that it is derived from

God himself. Accordingly, the

soul is a distinct nature, and has

nothing common with the material

things with which we are acquaint-
ed."* What do you think of this

passage ?

Biichncr. It smacks of ultramon-

tanism.

Reader. Just so ! Bravo ! Mar-
cus Tullius Cicero an ultramon-

tane ! !

* Animorum nulla in terris origo inveniri potest,
nihil enitn est in animis mixtum atque concretum,
aut quod ex terra natum atque fictum esse videatur

nihil ne aut humidum quidem, aut fiabile, aut ig-
neum. His epini in naturis nihil inest, quod vim

memorise, mentis, cogitationis habeat, quod et

prasterita teneat, et futura providcat, et complecti

possit pracsentia : qure sola divina sunt
;
nee inve-

nietur unquam undc ad homincm venire possint, nisi

a Deo. Singularis est Jgitur quzedam natura atque
vis animi, sejuncta ab his usitatis notisque uaturis.

Tusc. Qita;st y lib. i, c 27.

TO BE CONTINUED.
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A LEGEND OF ALSACE.

ROM THE FRENCH OF M. I.E V1COMTE OS BUSSIERBB.

11
1 do love these ancient niins.

We never tread upon them but we set

Our foot upon some reverend history."
Wibitcr's Duckets c/Malfy.

Six leagues from Strasbourg a

high mountain, pyramidal in form,
rises abruptly over the chain of the

Vosges. On its summit are some

antique churches and chapels and
an old convent. The fertile coun-

try at its foot is peopled by a great
number of smiling villages and
several small towns. Its sides are

covered with fine forests, in the

midst of which may be seen the

ruined walls of old monasteries, the

crenellated and picturesque towers

of several mediaeval castles, and
the dt'bris of an ancient wall of pa-

gan times. This mountain, called

in ancient times Altitona or Hohen-

bourg, was once the principal bul-

wark of Alsace. In the Vllth cen-

tury it received the name of Mount
St. Odile, and became a celebrated

resort for pilgrims.
A shady pathway, and not of

difficult ascent, leads to the top of

Mount St. Odile, which commands
a view as remarkable for extent as

for interest and variety. The whole
of Alsace, and a large part of the

Grand Duchy of Baden, are spread
out at the feet of the spectator;
bounded on one side by the jagged
chain of the Black Forest, whose
blue outlines are seen on the hori-

zon, and on the other by the Vosges,
which are rounder and more pleas-

ing to the eye. A dense forest of

pines covers the Vosges, and on all

sides, even on the highest ciests,

may be seen the ruins of old feudal

castles which hundreds of years

ago played their role in the history
of the province. The Rhine passes

through the middle of this magni-
ficent valley. On each shore are

forests, vineyards, meadows, and ad-

mirably cultivated fields. A line

of dazzling brightness marks the

sinuous course of the river, which,
sometimes dividing, forms a great
number of verdant isles.

The dense population of the coun-

try around gives an idea of its rich-

ness and fertility. Orchards sur-

round the villages ;
rustic churches,

covered withdeep-hued tiles, rise up
from the smiling groves ;

more im-

posing belfries mark the towns, and
the magnificent spire of Strasbourg

points out, through the transparent

vapor, the old capital of the prov-
ince. The whole plain is furrowed

by fine roads in every direction,

which, bordered by walnut-trees,
form an immense net-work of ver-

dure. Towards the north the val-

ley of the Rhine is lost in the vapo-
ry distance ;

on the south the

Vosges blend with the Jura moun-

tains; and in perfectly clear weath-

er the glaciers of Switzerland may
be seen at sunset, like gilded clouds

on the horizon.

This landscape is superb at all

times, but is particularly beautiful

on a Sunday morning in spring-time.
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A fresh verdure then covers the

earth, and the fruit-trees, all in

bloom, give the whole of Alsace a

parure de fete. The far-off sound

of the bells ringing in every direc-

tion to call the people to prayer,

and the varied sounds of the plain

brought up by the wind, mingle
with the mysterious voices of nature,

penetrating the soul with a subdu-

ing and profound sentiment, and

filling it with ineffable peace.
Such is the aspect of the region

where took place most of the facts

I am about to relate. But, before

speaking of the development of the

monastic orders in Alsace, and of

the convent of Hohenbourg and

its illustrious foundress in particu-

lar, I will briefly relate the details

that have been preserved respecting
the introduction of Christianity in-

to the province of which we are

speaking.
Tradition attributes the origin of

the Alsacian churches to the im-
mediate successors of the apostles ;

but others date the Mission of S.

Materne (and his companions Eu-
chaire and Valere) among the Tri-

boci and the Nemetes, and that of S.

Clement among the Mediomatrici,

only from the end of the Hid cen-

tury or the beginning of the IVth.

They were the real apostles of the

valley of the Rhine. Some think

they were called the disciples of S.

Peter merely to show that they
were sent by his successors, and
that their teachings were in con-

formity with those of the head of
the church.*

However this may be, there is no
doubt that S. Materne founded the

first Christian churches of Alsace

upon the ruins of old pagan temples
*
Laguile, in his History ofAlsace, regards these

apostles as the real disciples of S. Peter. He finds

a proof of it in the writings of S. Irenaeus (who lived

m the llld century), which allude to tho churches
of Germany,

in the forests of Novient and in the

towns of Helvetia and Argentorat.

Shortly after the conversion of

Constantine, the Holy See sent

Amandus and Jesse, the first as bi-

shop of Argentoratum (Strasbourg)
and the other of Augusta Nemetum

(Speyer),-of which city Constantius

Chlorus is considered the restorer

or founder.

Among the eighty- four bishops
assembled at the Council of Co-

logne in the year 346, the names of

Jesse of the Nemetes and Aman-
dus of Argentoratum are found. S.

Amandus, the first known pastor
of Strasbourg, is at the head of a

long line of bishops who have given
an example of true holiness, and
who have a claim on the admiration

and gratitude of posterity. But al-

most immediately after the death

of Constantine the Great the

spread of the Christian religion in

Alsace was arrested, partly owing
to the rulers, and partly to the

bloody wars of which the Rhine

valley was the theatre, especially
the invasion of Atilla, who either

massacred the bishops or carried

them off with their flocks. This

caused a vacancy in the See of

Strasbourg for many years. It pass-
ed under the spiritual jurisdiction
of Metz till 510, when the see was

re-established.

The great victory of Clovis over

the Germans, and his baptism, gave
rise to a new epoch in the history
of Alsace and in the spread of

Christianity. Argentoratum, which

had been devastated by the barba-

rians, was restored by Clovis and re-

sumed its importance. The kings
of the Franks built a palace there

which they often occupied.
Clovis re-established the episco-

pal see at the beginning of the Vlth-

century, and laid the foundations of

the cathedral in 510. From his time
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the Christian religion spread more

rapidly in the province, and was soon

professed by the whole country.

n.

Alsace shared in the develop-
ment of monastic orders through-
out Western Europe. In the Vllth

and VHIth centuries a great num-
ber of convents and pious retreats

were erected in that province. The

epoch of the early martyrs was past,

but other martyrs succeeded them,

separating themselves joyfully from

the world and imposing on them-

selves the greatest privations. That
was the time of wonderful legends
and acts of personal renunciation.

The life of S. Odile is a complete

picture of that epoch. In relating
it I shall endeavor to preserve the

nttire and pious simplicity of the

chronicles from which it is derived,
and which are the faithful expres-
sion of the spirit of the times, and
of the character and manners of

the people.

Krchinald, son of Ega, and ma-

jor-domo of the king, was, say the

old historians, one of the noblest

us well as most powerful lords of

the time of Dagobert I. Leudet,
or Leutrich, son of Erchinald, mar-

ried Hultrude, a princess of the

royal race of Burgundy. Their

son, Adalric, was the father of S.

(Mile and the progenitor of some
of the most illustrious houses of

Europe. Adalric married Ber-

swinde, the niece, through her mo-

ther, of S. Leger, Bishop of Au-
t'm. who suffered martyrdom in

685. Bilibilde, Berswinde's sister,

01. as some say, her aunt, ascended
the throne of Ostrasia by her mar-

with Childeric II. The king,
united to Adalric by the tie of

friendship as well as of relation-

ship, invested him with the duchy
of Alsace at the death of Duke

Boniface. Adalric established his

residence at Oberehnheim, a town

at the foot of Mount Altitona.

Few men have been depicted in

such various colors as Adalric.

Many ancient writers represent
him as a ferocious, cruel, and over-

bearing lord. Other chroniclers, on

the contrary, proclaim him as gen-
erous as he was just and humane.

The opinion of F. Hugo Peltre ap-

pears to be the most correct, and

it is confirmed by the different

traits of the prince which have

come to our knowledge. He says
Adalric was a man upright and sin-

cere, but tenacious in his designs.
He showed himself to be a sincere

Christian, and in spite of his rank

sought no pretext for dispensation
from the duties which his religion,

imposed upon him, but he had not

entirely laid aside the barbarous

manners of his time.

Berswinde, whose rank equalled
that of her husband, is represented

by all the authors of the life of S.

Odile as one of the most accom-

plished women of her day. They
say her heart was filled with charity
and the fear of God. The defer-

ence accorded to her rank did not

affect her piety or fill her with

pride. She was a perfect model
of Christian humility. She made

use, of her wealth to do good.

Prosperity inspired her with tendei

gratitude towards Him who is the

source of every blessing. Every

day she was in the habit of retiring

for several hours to the most se-

cluded part of the palace, for the

purpose of prayer and meditation.

Adalric and Berswinde both

longed for a more retired residence,

where they could pass a part of the

year away from the bustle of the

town and the fatigue of business.

The duke ordered his followers to

explore the neighboring forests to
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find a suitable spot for a castle and

a church. They scan informed

him that the summit of Mt. Altitona,

which rose above Oberehnheim,
was covered with the debris of an-

cient buildings which could be

made use of in the construction of

a vast and magnificent residence.

Adalric wished to ascertain by per-
sonal observation the correctness of

this report, and, after an hour and a

half's inarch, he reached the place
mentioned. It was a great espla-

nade, in a wild but imposing situa-

tion, surrounded by very high walls

of enormous stones rudely put to-

gether, evidently by the most an-

cient inhabitants of the province.

Gigantic pines and old oaks had

grown up with wonderful luxuri-

ance among these old ruins. But
the buildings that covered the es-

planade had by no means fallen

entirely to ruin, as his followers

had reported. They were partly

ruined, to be sure, but a chateau

and an elegant rotunda, both of the

Roman style, still remained en-

tire.*

The duke, charmed with the

beauty of the place, immediately
knelt down and thanked God aloud

for having directed him to this spot.

Then returning at once to Ober-
ehnheim he despatched that very
same day a large number of work-
men to the mountain of Hohen-

bourg to commence the work
Adalric, changing his original in-

tention of building a large church,
had the antique rotunda magnifi-

cently repaired. It was then con-
secrated by S. Lger, Bishop of

Autun, and dedicated to the

holy Patrons of Alsace. A new
chapel erected in honor of the

* An old tradition attributes the foundation of this

chateau to the Emperor Maximin, and declares that
the rotunda was formerly consecrated to the wor-

ship of the pagan divinities. This rotunda was de-

btroyed in 1734. An inn now stands on the spot.

Apostles Peter and Paul, the holy

protectors of Oberehnheim, was like-

wise consecrated by the holy bish-

op and endowed by Adalric. The
walls of enclosure were likewise re-

paired, as well as the old chateau,
in which the duke and duchess ha-

bitually passed the summer months.

in.

Though the wealth and power
of Adalric had increased from year
to year till he was invested with

the hereditary fief of the vast

duchy of Alsace, yet one blessing
was denied him. He had no heir

to whom he could transmit his

wealth and title, and this profound-

ly afflicted him. Berswinde, too,

sympathized in his disappointment,
for it is especially natural for the

great and powerful to wish to per-

petuate their name and race. They
both did all that devotion and con-

fidence in God inspire holy souls

to do. They had recourse to fasts,

pilgrimages, and generous alms.

Often prostrate together at the foot

of the altar they shed floods of tears,

and besought the Lord to hear

their ardent prayer. At length,

after some years of married life (in

the year 657, or, as some say, 661),

Berswinde gave birth not to the

prince so ardently longed for and

whose advent was anticipated with

the joy and prayers of the whole

province but to a little blind

girl. . . .

Adalric's happiness gave place
to a profound despair, and the pa-

ternal love he had felt in advance

for his child was changed into vio-

lent hatred. He broke forth into

bitter plaints.
" God is angry with

us," said he,
" and wishes to pun-

ish us for some grave transgression ;

for he has overwhelmed us with

an opprobrium without precedent

among those of my race, and which
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would forever tarnish the glory of

my house, should the birth of this

child be known."
Berswinde replied: "Beware, my

lord, of abandoning yourself to

anger and despair. Remember
that when the disciples of our Sav-

iour questioned him respecting the

man who was blind from his birth,

he said to them :

' Neither hath

this man sinned, nor his parents ;

but that the works of God should

be made manifest in him.' Let us

not murmur, then, against the de-

crees of the Almighty. Until now he

hath loaded us with benefits. Let

us bless his holy name in afflic-

tion as well as in joy."
This mild and wise reply gave

Adalric no consolation. The un-

fortunate duchess only succeeded

in calming his excitement by con-

senting to keep the birth of her

daughter a secret, to have her rear-

ed away from home, and never to

mention her before her husband.

The duke thought he was satis-

fying the law of nature by permit-

ting the child to live, and, acting ac-

cording to the requirements of his

rank and his honor, in condemn-

ing her to vegetate in obscurity

and poverty. He had it proclaim-

ed, at the sound of the trumpet, in

the town of Oberehnheim that the

duchess had given birth to a still-

born child.

But Berswinde, remembering that

one of her former attendants, upon
whose attachment she could rely,

was married and now living in the

borough of Scherwiller, sent for her

secretly. She came at once, and,

finding her mistress profoundly af-

flicted and shedding bitter tears,

pledged herself to bring up the

child. Berswinde's courage reviv-

ed at this, and, kissing the babe, she

placed it herself in the arms of her

faithful follower, commending it to

her
"
dear Saviour the Lord Jesus,

and to the Blessed Virgin Mary."
The nurse carried the child

away, but in spite of Adalric's care

to conceal from his subjects the

birth of the princess in spite of the

oblivion in which its second mother

sought to bury its existence, it was

almost impossible to prevent such

a secret from transpiring in time.

Five or six months had hardly

elapsed when it was reported

throughout the country that there

was a blind child of unknown ori-

gin at Scherwiller, which evidently

belonged to people of high rank,

judging from the care it received.

Some one recalled that the woman
who took care of this mysterious
child was formerly in Berswinde's

service, and noticed that its age
coincided with the time of the

duchess' illness. The nurse lent an

attentive ear to this gossip, and did

not fail to report it to Berswinde.

The latter, fearing the report might
reach Adalric's ears, ordered her

old attendant to leave her home at

once, and repair to the Convent of

Baume 'in Franche Comic
1

, a few

leagues from Besan9on, where the

child would be readily received and

brought up. Berswinde had two

motives for preferring this monas-

tery to all other places of safety : she

hoped its distance would ensure the

child's safety, and the abbess was

the sister of the duchess' mother.

The Abbey of Baume was not

then under any particular rule;*
but prayer, reading, the chanting
of the Psalms, the observance of

the evangelical counsels, the morti-

fication of the senses, and manual

labor, continually occupied the

humble recluses who lived there.

This abbey, at a later day, adopted the rule of

S. Benedict, and in the Vlllth century became of

great importance, being rebuilt and endowed by
Duke Garnicr.
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The young exile arrived safely at

this peaceful asylum. She lived

there tranquilly, far from the tu-

mult of the world, and received an

education fitted for developing the

treasures of grace with which her

soul was enriched. Her destiny

was evident almost from her cradle.

The names consecrated by religion

were the first to strike her ears and

for her tongue to utter, and her

first language was that of prayer.

Her pious aunt, and all who sur-

rounded her, only spoke to her of

holy things, to which she lent a

surprising attention, as if interior-

ly enlightened respecting divine

truths. Her mind was precocious
and clear, and her memory extraor-

dinary. She understood the duties

of a Christian better at the age of

four or five than many grown-up

persons.
It was thus, away from the world,

that the daughter of Adalric be-

came from childhood the model of

piety, drawing pure instructions, as

from an inexhaustible source, from

the noble superior of Baume.

IV.

While these things were taking

place in Franche Comte, Deodatus,

Bishop of Nevers, and son of S.

Hunna, arrived in Alsace to preach
the Gospel and join the hermits

who officiated at Novient (Ebers-

heim-Miinster), the most ancient

church of the province, and found-

ed by S. Materne. The preaching
of Deodatus drew an immense au-

dience, among whom Adalric and
Berswinde were the most assidu-

ous. The duke, desirous of giving
a public testimony of the benefit

he had derived from the holy bish-

op's sermons, resolved to build at

Novient a convent and church in

honor of SS. Peter and Paul, and

endow them with ample revenues.

He begged Deodatus to superin-
tend the construction of the new

buildings. The work was com-
menced at once. Adalric refused

nothing necessary for its comple-
tion, and Deodatus, wishing the

church to be very' solid, used in its

construction the debris of an old

pagan temple in a neighboring for-

est, which he razed to the ground.
S. Materne had long before over-

thrown the idols.*

When the church was finished,

Deodatus and Adalric convoked,
not only the Alsacian clergy, but

a great number beyond the Vosges,
that the pomp of the ceremony of

consecration might equal the grand-
cur of the solemnity. The duke

and duchess came from Hohen-

bourg with a great retinue. The
duchess brought rich ornaments for

the altar, and sacerdotal vestments

which she had partly wrought with

her own hands. After the conse-

cration the duke gave S. Deodatus
a sealed document conferring a

great number of farms on the new

cloister, for the support of the

Benedictine monks who were to

inhabit it and vow themselves to

the worship of the Almighty. \

These events happened about

the year 666. The franchises of

Ebershcim - Miinster were after-

wards confirmed by Charlemagne. J

* The remains of S1

. Deodattis have been pre-
served in this church. Formerly they were burn--

in procession with great pomp around Kbersheim-

Miinbtcr on the igth of May, the festival of this

scint.

t S. Odile was particularly attached to Ebers-

heim-Miinstcr. After the foundation of the Con-

vent of Hohcnbourg she appointed the abbot direc-

tor of her community, and made to it some dona-

tions e-n condition that some of the monhs of Ebers-

heim-MUnster should celebrate divine service at

Hohenbourg on certain festivals, and the abbot

himself on the Nativity of the Blessed Virgin Mary.

Dc'obald, Abbot of Ebersheim-Mi'mstcr, had the

particular confidence of Charlemagne. He trav-

elled with him to Saxe in 810.

J The remains of Adalric were, long after hd

death, removed from Hohenbourg to Ebcrshcim-

Miinstcr, and were for a long period venerated by
the pilgrims.
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But let us return to the blind

f^irl of the Convent of Baume, who
was destined by heaven to be the

greatest glory of her race. Cut off

from the world by her infirmity and

by her position, her life was one

long prayer one long act of adora-

tion. Nevertheless she was twelve

or thirteen years old before she was

baptized, as all the most reliable

chroniclers declare.

It was then, as now, the custom
in baptize children shortly after

their birth, and it is not to be sup-

posed that Berswinde would neg-
lect the precepts of the church, or

be more solicitous for the temporal
welfare of her child than for her

eternal salvation. It is probable
that the ceremony, being private
in consequence of Adalric's anger,
consisted only in the application of

water, or that there was some grave
omission rendering the baptism
null. However this may be, it was
in the designs of Providence, as one

of the old chroniclers says, that

things should happen thus in order

that a miracle might mark the sol-

emn admission of the young prin-

cess into the Christian fold.

In those days, adds our historian,

there lived in Bavaria a holy bishop
named Erhard, on whom rested the

divine blessing. This prelate had
a vision in which he was command-
ed to go at once to the Convent
of Baume. A voice said to him :

" Thou wilt find a young servant of

the Lord, whom thou shall baptize
:m<l give the name of Odile. At
the moment of baptism her eyes,
which hitherto have been closed,

-liall open to the light."

S. Efhard did not delay obeying
this order, hut, instead of taking the

most direct route to Franche Comte,
he passed over the steep mountains

of Alsace and Lorraine, that he

might see his brother Hidulphe, of

VOL. xx. 7

high repute in the Christian world,
who had voluntarily resigned the

dignity of Archbishop of Treves
to retire into the wilderness and
found the Abbey of Moyenmou-
tier, where he might end his days in

solitude and prayer. Erhard wish-

ed his brother to accompany him
in his mission. An ancient tradition

relates that, when the two brothers

met, they flew into each other's

arms, and during their long embrace
their souls held an intimate and

mysterious communion which made
words unnecessary. Hidulphe im-

mediately prepared to follow Er-

hard, that he might witness the

miracle about to be wrought by his

means.

When the two holy pilgrims ar-

rived at Baume, they asked to see

the blind girl, and, on beholding
her, they both exclaimed, as if ani-

mated by one spirit :

" O Lord

Jesus ! who art the true light that

enlightenest very man who cometh
into the world, let thy mercy be

diffused, like a beneficent dew, upon
this thy young handmaiden, and

grant sight to the eyes of her body,
as well as light to her soul !"

Proceeding then to examine the

catechumen, they found her thor-

oughly instructed in all the dog-
mas of the Christian religion, and
were edified by the intelligence
and piety' manifested in her re-

plies.

The ceremony of baptism took

place a few days after. All the in-

mates of the abbey assembled in

the church, and S. Hidulphe pre-
sented the young girl at the font.

Erhard, having said the prescribed

prayers, proceeded to anoint her

eyes with the holy chrism, saying :

"
Henceforth let the eyes of thy

body, as well as those of thy soul,

be enlightened, in the name of

Jesus Christ our Lord-" The nuns,..
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kneeling around the church, awaited

in profound silence and prayer the

operation of the miracle, and their

expectation was not vain
; for, the

moment Krhard ceased speaking,

the child's eyelids unclosed, her

large blue eyes opened to the light,

and her first look, which displayed
the purity of her soul, was directed

heavenward, as if to thank the Al-

mighty for the favor he had accord-

ed her.

All the witnesses praised God
aloud. Erhard gave the princess
the name of Odile, as he had been

commanded. Then, turning to-

wards the assembly, he recalled to

their minds that there is no instance

recorded until the time of Christ

of the opening of the eyes of one
born blind.

" The miracle you
have just witnessed," added he,

"
is

likewise the work of our beneficent

Saviour. Beware of imitating the

Jews, whose hearts closed more and

more, though they saw the won-
derful deeds Christ wrought before

them, that they might be converted.

God has permitted you to behold
the wonderful event that has just

happened, in order that your spirit-

ual eyes may also be opened, and

you may be the better disposed to

serve the Divine Master, who pro-
tects his servants in so extraordin-

ary a manner, and permits hardened
sinners to be cast forth into eternal

darkness!" Then, having blessed
a veil, the prelate placed it on
Odile's head, giving her at the same
time a golden cassette containing
precious relics, and predicting that

Heaven reserved still greater favors
for her if she carefully preserved the

treasures of grace she had already
received.

Hidulphe and Erhard left Baume
as soon as their mission was ac-

complished ;
but before their de-

parture they recommended the ab-

bess and her companions to watch
the unfolding of the rare flower

which grew in their peaceful clois-

ter. Then, giving a last benedic-

tion to Odile, Erhard said to her :

" O my dear daughter ! may we here-

after, through the mercy of Almigh-
ty God, be reunited in the king-
dom of heaven, and taste the joys
to which we are all called!"

v.

The two brothers, having learned

the secret of Odile's birth, decided

to inform Adalric of her mira.cu-

lous cure, hoping to awaken in his

heart the feeling of paternal love.

The retreat in which Hidulphe
lived being only a few hours' dis-

tance from Hohenbourg, he was

entrusted with the commission to

the Duke of Alsace, and Erhard
returned directly to his diocese,

where the miraculous cure of Odile

soon became known, and contribut-

ed greatly to the propagation of the

faith.

Meanwhile, Hidulphe repaired to

Oberehnheim, and, as he possessed
in the highest degree the power of

influencing men's hearts, and his

words generally made a profound
impression on high and low, he

flattered himself that, in informing
the duke of what had just happen-
ed at Baume, his feelings towards

the young exile would be imme-

diately changed.
But the affection of Adalric was

fastened on other objects. Not-

withstanding the gravity, of his

fault, the blessing of Heaven con-

tinued to rest on his house. Af-

ter sending away the poor blind

child in anger and disdain, the

duchess had borne him in succes-

sion four sons and a daughter
named Roswinde, who by their

sanctity became the ornaments 01

the church and of their countr :



A Legend of Alsace. 99

From them sprang most of the roy-
al families of Europe.
The duke refused to send for

Odile. Perhaps, without owning it

to himself, he experienced a certain

fear of one so miraculously healed,

and whom he had so unjustly ban-

ished. Nevertheless, he was not en-

tirely insensible to the news, and,

wishing to testify his gratitude to

Hidulphe, he gave him the lands

of Feldkirch for his abbey of Moy-
enmoutier.

Odile, then, continued after her

baptism to live in the Convent of

Batime. Her devotion, her indiffer-

ence to the things of this world, and

her profound recollection inspired
a sentiment of respect among the

virgins with whom she lived. With
a grave and elevated mind, fervent

piety, and an active charity, she pos-
sessed uncommon beauty,* and a

child-like simplicity marked with all

the grace of her age. Not one of

the recluses of the monastery sub-

jected herself to greater austerities

than Odile. Her fervor was parti-

cularly manifest during the solemn

days in which the church cele-

brates the great mystery of the

Redemption.
Her countenance and her tears

testified to the love with which her

heart was filled. It was evident

that, at her first essay, her pure

young soul had soared heavenward
with the swiftness of a dove on the

wing.
But she was to experience the

trials of life. The nurse, for whom
she had an affection truly filial, and
who had sundered her family ties to

be near Odile, fell dangerously ill

at Baume. Her sufferings lasted

several months. Doubtless God or-

dained it to be so, say the ancient

chronicles, that she might satisfy in

* Chroniclers speak particularly of the wonderful

beauty cf Otlilc's fair locks.

this world the eternal justice, and

that Odile's gratitude, generosity,
and charity might be displayed.
With the sanction of the superior,

she only left the bedside of the

guardian of her infancy to attend

service at the chapel. She was at

once servant, nurse, and, above all,

comforter. She inspired her pa-
tient with courage, so that she hum-

bly offered up her sufferings to our

Lord, and awaited with joy and

hope the hour of her departure.
When the hour of deliverance ap-

pointed by Providence came, hav-

ing received the last sacraments,

she died peacefully in the arms of

Odile, who closed her eyes and

buried her.

VI.

In spite of her cruel exile, Odile

had for a long time felt an ardent

desire to behold her parents, at

least once, and this feeling became

stronger after the death of her

nurse, the only tie that recalled her

native land. She did not dream of

being restored to her rank, or of

exchanging- her peaceful life for the

bustle of her father's court. She

only wished to testify her love for

her parents, and to be loved by
them.

She had been told that Count

Hugo was the most noble of Adal-

ric's four sons. He was universal-

ly considered the handsomest and

most accomplished prince of his

time. His illustrious birth' was his

least recommendation : he was pru-
dent and generous, and animated

by that lofty courage and goodness
of heart so becoming to youth.
Odile wrote to him, entrusting the

letter, carefully wrapped in a piece
of scarlet stuff, to a pilgrim. Hugo,
charmed with the letter and, unlike

most of the nobility of that time,

knowing how to write, henceforth
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kept up a frequent correspondence
with her. Odile often gave him

serious advice, which he received

with tender gratitude. Finding
him well disposed, she decided to

open her heart to him. Hugo joy-

fully hastened to intercede for his

sister, begging his father to banish

no longer a daughter whose virtues

would reflect so much honor on his

house. But the duke, with his in-

flexible pride, assumed a severe

expression, and, in spite of his par-

tiality for Hugo, told him he had

particular motives, for which he

was accountable to no one, for re-

quiring Odile to remain at Baume.

He als'o forbade his son ever mak-

ing a like request. The young man
was profoundly afflicted. Impelled

by his ardent love for his sister,

and believing her sweet presence
would justify him in his father's

eyes, he immediately despatched
horses and everything necessary for

such a journey, telling his sister to

set off immediately. Full of confi-

dence in Hugo, and sure that her

father had consented to her return,

she left Baume. It was a sad and

painful leave-taking, but she co.n-

soled her aunt and the nuns by
promising to return and end her

days among them. But Heaven
otherwise decreed.

Odile had hardly left the monas-

tery when she began to reproach
herself for too strong a desire to

return to her family, and for the

eagerness with which she looked
forward to a taste of earthly happi-
ness. She remembered that he to

whom she wished to consecrate

her life is a jealous God, who wishes

his servants, instead of clinging to

human creatures, to consider them
as instruments of perfection. She
shed many and bitter tears, but, ac-

cording to her custom, she had re-

course to prayer, which assuaged

the trouble of her conscience and

restored a sweet serenity and trust

to her soul.

Protected by holy angels, she

arrived safely at the foot of the

mountain on which rose the new
castle of Hohenbourg. Adalric

was conversing with his sons when
he perceived a company of armed
men accompanying a vehicle that

was slowly ascending the acclivity.

He inquired who the strangers
'

were.
"

It is my sister Odile,"

replied Hugo joyfully.
" And who

dared bring her here without my
orders?" cried the duke in an an-

gry tone. The youth saw the

truth must be acknowledged, and,

bending his knee before his father,

he said :

"
It was I, my lord. Im-

pelled by my ardent love for her, I

wrote her she could come. I am

guilty through excessive affection.

Punish me alone, if you will not

forgive, for she is innocent."

Hugo, relying too much on his

father's partiality, thought he should

escape with only a few sharp words
;

but Adalric, inflamed with rage,

raised the staff he held in his hand,
and inflicted such a blow on his

son that he fell senseless at his

feet. Ashamed and sorry for his

rashness, the duke raised him, and

ordered that his bruises should be

cared for.

Adalric's anger had passed away
when Odile arrived at the top of

the mountain. Kneeling, she lifted

towards him the eyes once closed

to the light. The duke, recalling

the miracle wrought in her behalf,

felt, for the first time, an impulse
of affection, and, raising her in a

kind manner, he bade his sons to

welcome her affectionately. At

that instant Berswinde and her

daughter Roswinde came running
out. The duchess kissed, with

many tears, Odile's eyes, acknow-
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ledging that God had suffered her

child to be born blind that he

might at a later day manifest his

power by repeating the miracle of

the gospel. Our saint was then

conducted to the chapel. There,

humbly prostrate, she thanked God
for protecting her in her journey
and reuniting her to her family.

VII.

Although Adalric's aversion to

Odile was lessened, and he showed

her some kindness at her arrival, he

was far from feeling the same love

for her as for the rest of his chil-

dren. He assigned her a retired

part of the castle, and gave her as

a companion a holy maiden from

Great Britain who was vowed to the

service of God. He never admit-

ted her to his presence, and only
allowed her the portion of a ser-

vant for her subsistence. Our

saint, overlooking this unjust treat-

ment, led at Hohenbourg a life as

simple and retired as at the Con-

vent of Baume, often finding means,

by really depriving herself of the

necessaries of life, of aiding the

needy. It was not long before her

father awoke to better feelings.

Crossing a court of the castle, one

day, he met Odile carrying a cov-

ered dish. Laying aside his usual

coldness, he said mildly :

" Where
are you going, my child ?"

"
My

lord," replied she,
"

I am going to

cook a little oat-meal for some

poor sick people." These words,

timidly uttered, touched the duke.

He looked tenderly at his daughter,
whose love and sweetness were un-

changed by his treatment, and ex-

claimed, with tears in his eyes :

" Be not afflicted, my dearest child,

at having hitherto led a life of pri-
vation. It shall not be so hereaf-

ter."

In fact, from that moment the re-

lations of Odile and her father were

changed. He began to treat her

with marked favor, as if to pay the

long arrear of paternal love' ;
but

she, who was not cast down by
misfortune, showed herself unelat-

ed by prosperity. Disdaining the

pleasures now at her command, she

continued to devote her whole life

to God. Her days and nights were

passed in prayer and good works.

Her example produced such an ef-

fect that it was imitated by the rest

of the family. Her sister Roswinde
renounced the pleasures of the

world to bear the cross of our Lord.

The manners of her father and
brothers were softened, and they
endeavored to practise the Chris-

tian virtues. Even the servants of

the castle began to live devoutly.
She gained all hearts. She was
such a friend to the poor and un-

fortunate that Hohenbourg soon

became their refuge. "Our dear

saint," for such is the name the old

historians of Alsace give her, was

not satisfied with bestowing on

them kind words. She gave them
all the money and clothing she

possessed. She often endured hun-

ger and refused food that she

might aid the sick still more.

Every day she descended the steep

mountain-path to seek those who
were unable to reach the castle,

and encourage them with her pious
counsels. Her zeal in their behalf

was unbounded. She performed
the most revolting offices with her

own hands. The unhappy regard-
ed her not only as a benefactress,

but as a friend to whom they could

open their hearts and consciences.

The duke and duchess soon became
so fond of her that if any one wish-

ed a special favor they begged it

through her. Adalric's repentance
for his past injustice exceeded the

anger he felt at her birth. He
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once thought his conduct justifiable,

now he acknowledged it was inex-

cusable, thus showing himself supe-
rior to most men of his station, who
are unwilling to allow they are ever

wrong. He actually commended

Hugo for his disobedience, and

tried to atone by particular favors

for his cruel treatment at the time

of Odile's arrival.

But this serenity could not last

forever. Our saint, who had en-

dured her father's coldness so he-

roically, now began to grow weary
of a life of grandeur. She was de-

pressed by the flattery of which she

was the object. Duties that were

purely worldly absorbed part of the

time she wished to consecrate to

God. In a word, she often sighed
after the retirement of Baume and
the life she led there. She finally

asked her father's permission to

return to her aunt and end her

days in penitential works.
"

I am
misunderstood here," said she

;

"
I

am treated with a respect of which
I am not worthy. You do not

know what I really am, and, if I re-

main here any longer, I may even

forget it myself."
But the duke opposed her depar-

ture, telling her that by practising
the Christian virtues at court she

could do more good than by leav-

ing the world for the austerities of

Baume. Prayers and tears were
of no avail

; Adalric's resolution

was not to be shaken. Odile, de-

spairing of her return, wrote a

touching farewell letter to her old

companions. Their sorrow was

tempered by remembering that she

was under the special protection of

God, who doubtless wished to make
use of her in extending elsewhere

the glory of his holy name. Full

of veneration for her memory, they

put carefully away among the

precious objects in their church
a violet-colored veil, embroidered
with gold and silk of different

colors by the daughter of the Duke
of Alsace when she lived among
them, an exile from the house of

her father.

TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT MONTH.

FAC-SIMILES OF IRISH NATIONAL MANUSCRIPTS.

FEW of our readers are probably
aware that the English government,
for the last ten years, has been

making fac-similes of the most im-

portant national MSS., for publica-
tion and sale, by the process of

photo-zincography. The Domes-

day Book was the first work taken
in hand. This wonderful record,
without a peer in the world, is a

general survey of the land of Eng-
land, ordered by William the Con-

queror in the year of our Lord

1085. It is the undisputed tes-

timony of the relations existing
at that period between the land-

lords and their tenants
;
and it de-

scribes the state of society which
existed in England under the

Anglo-Saxon kings up to the con-

quest of the kingdom by the Duke
of Normandy. So successfully was
the printing of the fac-similes of

the Domesday Book accomplished,
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and so acceptable to historical stu-

dents of every degree was its pub-
lication, that, in the spring of 1864,

the Lords of H. M. Treasury una-

nimously endorsed the proposal by
the late Master of the Rolls (Lord

Romilly) that the same process of

photo-zincography should be appli-

ed to the reproduction and perpe-
tuation of some of the

"
National

Records." Three volumes of Eng-
lish manuscripts and three volumes

of Scottish manuscripts have been

followed by the preparation for

three volumes of Irish national

MSS., which will rank (says Mr.

William Basevi Sanders, the Assist-

ant Keeper of Her Majesty's Re-

cords, in his Artnual Jfeport, print-

ed in the year 1873, on the fac-

similes photo-zincographed at the

Ordnance Survey Office, Southamp-
ton) among the first of the many
valuable publications which Sir

Henry James (the military engineer
officer in charge) has been the means
of laying before the public.

Let us look over Mr. Sanders's

description of the Irish MSS. He
has gathered his information from

the best sources, having consulted

and freely used O'Donovan's edi-

tion of the Annals of the Four Mas-

ters, the accessible works of Dr.

Petrie, Dr. Todd, Dr. Reeves, and
Prof. Westwood, and more particu-

larly from the elaborate investiga-
tions of Prof. O'Curry, published
in his Lectures on the MS. Materials

of Ancient Irish History.
The first of these MSS., both in

point of age and on account of the

remarkable history that attaches to

it, is the volume known as Domh-
nach AirgiJ, or SilverShrine. This
is a volume of the Gospels per-

haps the oldest in the world of

the Vth century, and traditionally
believed to have been the private
book of devotion of S. Patrick him-

self, and to have been given by
him to S. Mac Carthainn when
he placed him over the See of

Clogher. The legend in which

this curious story is narrated ap-

pears in the Tripartite Life of S.

Patrick, and O'Curry in his lectures

gives the following literal transla-

tion of it :

"
S. Patrick, having gone into

the territory of Ui Cremthainn,
founded many churches there. As
he was on his way from the North,
and coming to the place now call-

ed Clochar, he was carried over a

stream by his strong man, Bishop
Mac Carthainn, who, while bearing
the saint, groaned aloud, exclaiming
'Uch! uch!'

1 '

Upon my good word,' said the

saint,
'

it was not usual with you to

speak that word.'
" '

I am now old and infirm,' said

Bishop Mac Carthainn, 'and all

my early companions on the mis-

sion you have set down in their

respective churches, while I am
still on my travels.'

" ' Found you a church, then,' said

the saint,
'

that shall not be too

near for us for familiarity, nor too

far from us for intercourse.'
" And the saint then left Bishop

Mac Carthainn at Clochar, and be-

stowed on him the Domhnach Air-

gid, which had been given to him
from heaven when he was on the

sea coming from Erinn."

The shrine which held this relic is

composed ofthree distinct covers, of

different dates of wood, of copper
plated with silver, and the most
modern of silver plated with gold,

richly ornamented with figures of

the Saviour, the Blessed Virgin,
and saints, and with representa-
tions of animals, and traceries,

among which is a mounted figure,

sword in hand, and displaying with

minute accuracy all the dress and
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accoutrements of an Irish noble of

the XlVth century.
The MS. itself is in such a state

from age and damp as to make in-

spection of its contents impossible,
the leaves being all stuck together,

and the whole of about the consist-

ency and appearance of a piece of

brick. The portions of which fac-

similes will be given present a good

example of the better parts of it.

It was originally the property of

the monastery of Clones, and was

procured in the county Monaghan
by Mr. George Smith, from whom
it was purchased for ^300 (say

$1,500) by Lord Rossmore, who

presented it to the Royal Irish

Academy, where it remains at pre-
sent.

The next MS. is as curious the

Cathach, or Book of Battles a copy
of the Psalms, supposed to have
been written by S. Columba. It

consists of fifty-eight leaves of vel-

lum, and appears to be perfect from

the xxxist to the cvith Psalm,
all prior to which are gone, and is

enclosed in a handsome shrine.

Why it was called the Book of Bat-
tles is told by O'Curry, from the Life

of S. Columba, by Magnus O'Dohm-
naill. S. Columba, when on a visit

to S. Finnen of Drom Finn, being

very anxious to have a copy of S.

Finnen's Book of the Psalms, made
one surreptitiously by borrowing
the book, and copying it in the

church after every one else had
left. S. Finnen had notice of this

underhand proceeding of his bro-

ther saint from one of his pupils,
and accordingly, as soon as the

copy was finished, demanded pos-
session of it. S. Columba refusing
to comply with this demand, the

matter was referred to Diarmaid
Mac Ferghusa Cerrbheaill, King of

Erinn, who pronounced against
him in a judgment which to this

day remains a proverb in Ireland

Le gach boin a boinin ("To every
cow its calf"), and so, by analogy,
"to every book its copy." This
adverse judgment, closely followed

by the accidental death of the son

of Diarmaid's chief steward while-

engaged in a game of hurling with

the son of the King of Connaught
at that time a hostage at Tara
who was torn from S. Columba's

arms, into which he had thrown
himself for sanctuary, and put to

death, so enraged the saint that he

stirred up his relatives in Tirconnel
and Tyrone to revenge the insult,

and a bloody battle was fought in

Connaught, which ended in the rout

of the king's army : and this was
how the book obtained its name.

For thirteen hundred years the

book was preserved as an heirloom

by the O'Donnells, having been
handed down by S. Columba him-

self, who belonged to that clan.

It is now preserved in the Royal
Irish Academy. Four pages have
been selected for copying, contain-

ing severally the first twelve verses

of Psalm Ixxx., the last three of

Ixxxix./and the first seven of xc.,

the whole of xciv., and the first

eleven of xcv. The condition in

which these pages remain is won-

derful, and reflects great honor

upon the family who have for sc

many ages and through so many
national troubles and disturbances

preserved this relic with sacred

care.

The next is the Book of Durrow,
or Gospels of S. Columba, a volume

containing 248 leaves of vellum,
written in columns by the hand of

S. Columba himself, as asserted in

the following inscription on the fly-

leaf:
" Liber autem hie scriptus est

a manu ipsius B. Columbkilie per

spatium 12 dierum anno 500 "; and

again.
"
Rogo beatitudinem tuam,
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sancte presbiter Patrici, tit quicun-

que, hunc li helium manu tenuerit,

imminent Coltunbas scriptoris, qui
hoc scrips! ipsemet evangelium per
xii. diurum spatium gratia Domini
nostri." This last inscription is

quoted hy Ur. Petrie as conclusive

evidence of the date of the volume,
which is considered by Dr. Reeves
to be either as old as S. Columba's

day, or nearly so (a somewhat curi-

ous hypothesis if the volume were

written hy S. Columba).
Until its presentation to Trinity

College by Dr. Jones, Bishop of

Meath, this book was kept at Dur-

row, in King's County, the monas-

tery and church of which were
founded by S. Columba about the

year 550, where the tradition of its

having belonged to their patron
saint was preserved and believed in

by the monks. It was originally
enclosed in a silver-mounted cuhm-

ifdi'A, or shrine, made for it by or-

der of Flann, King of Ireland, who

reigned from 879 to 916, which was

lost, as Mr. Westwood conjectures,
in 1007, when the volume was sto-

len.

The portions selected for copying
are pages I2b

, 14", n8, and i/3*-
The first contains the prayer of the

writer above quoted, under which is

also written,
" Ora pro me, frater

mi
;
Dominus tecum sit

"
; the sec-

ond is the first page of S. Matthew's

Gospel, the third the first page of

S. Luke's Gospel, and the fourth

the concluding page of the same

Gospel, at the bottom of which
is written*

" + Miserere Domine
Naemani + filii Neth -|-

"
names

which O'Curry states had not been

identified at the time of his lectures,

though the surname seems to be

very like that of the scribe after

whom another of the MSS. contain-

ed in this volume is called Mac
Nalhi.

The next MS. in. order is the fa-

mous Book of Kells, a copy of the

Gospels, also traditionally ascribed

to S. Columba a tradition doubted

by some, but which Dr. Todd saw

no reason to mistrust, as the book
is undoubtedly a MS. of that age.

About the same time as that when
the Book of Durrow was sacrile-

giously deprived of its shrine, the

Book of Kelts was also stolen out

of the church from which it takes

its name. The circumstance is

thus narrated in the Four Masters :

" The age of Christ 1006. . . .

The great Gospel of Colum Cille

was stolen at night from the Wes-
tern Erdomh [sacristy] of the great
church of Ceandrrus. This was

the principal relic of the Western
World on account of its singular

cover, and it was found after twen-

ty nights and two months, its gold

having been stolen off it, and a sod

over it."

It continued in the possession of

the Church of Kells till the time

of Archbishop Usher, after whose
death it was granted with the rest

of that prelate's library, in which
it was then found, by King Charles

II., to the university of Dublin,
and has been preserved in the li-

brary of Trinity College ever since.

Of the pages chosen for copying,
6b

, 7
a

,
and 27* are entries concern-

ing lands, believed to be the only

existing specimens, of pre-Anglo
and Norman date, of deeds written

in the Irish language. They are

written in a rude, rough hand, that

looks unsightly in contrast with the

character of the contents of the

volume proper. 34" is the begin-

ning of S. Matthew's Gospel, and
is entirely filled with the initial

of
"
Liber generationis." 123*,

124", and i26b contain S. Matthew's

story of the crucifixion, 124" being
all taken up by the words,

" Tune
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crucinxerant Christum et duos la-

trones," written in a very singular

fashion, and enclosed in a frame-

work profusely decorated. 2oob

contains a portion of the genealogy
in the third chapter of S. John, and

t9
b

displays a collection of fantas-

tic symbols, with a very handsome

capital Z, and the first two sylla-

bles of Zacharias embellished with

spirited figures of a dog pursuing a

wolf.

It is impossible to exaggerate the

elaborate ornamentation of this re-

markable volume, or the quaint-

ness of the grotesque subjects in-

troduced into it. The gigantic ini-

tial letter, which is given as an ex-

ample in this volume, is filled in

with an almost incredible inter-

lacing of extravagant impossibili-

ties : Serpentine figures with hu-

man heads ;
intertwined sketches

of men spotted like leopards in at-

titude of earnest conversation
;
rats

sitting on the backs of cats, who
are holding other rats by the tails,

the rats being engaged in eating a

cake; human figures with impossible
combinations of their own and other

creature's limbs; strange shapes of

birds and fishes, geometrical de-

signs and intricate arabesque tra-

ceries, all woven together in the

wildest dreamlike way, and having
an effect that charms the eye, and
fills the mind with amazement at

the fancy that designed and the

hand that executed them.

The next is another copy of the

Gospels, known as the Book of
Dimma Mac JVat/ii, made, it is

said, at the express desire of S.

Cronan of Roscrea, who died in the

beginning of the Vllth century.
The drawings in this book are very

rude, and the writing of some parts
of it difficult to read, though the

scribe Dimma is supposed to have

belonged to a family of saints, one

of whom, at any rate, was greatly

distinguished as a penman. It was

purchased from Sir William Be-

tham, its original place of deposit

having been the Abbey of Roscrea,
and is now in the library of Trinity

College, Dublin.

Four pages have been chosen for

copying. The first contains por-
tions of chapters 27 and 28 of S.

Matthew's Gospel, and has this

note at the foot :

"
Finit. Oroit do

Dimma rodscrib pro Deo et bene-

dictione
"

(" A prayer for Dimma,
who has written for God, and a

benediction "). Between the 49th
and soth verses of the 27th chapter
there is this other verse, the sub-

stance of which only appears in

the Gospel of S. John :

"
Alius

vero, accepta lancea pupugit latus

ejus et exivit aqua et sanguis."

Here, however, the piercing is

made to take place before the

death. The second is the illumi-

nated page preceding S. John. In

it is depicted a bird, probably in-

tended for that saint's symbol, an

eagle, carrying a book in its talons,

surrounded by a border of ara-

besque design. The last two pages
contain the first thirty-eight verses

of the ist chapter of S. John, the

first written along the full breadth

of the page and with a handsome
initial

"
In," the second written in

columns.

The next MS. is another copy
of the Gospels, known as the Book

of Moling, and supposed to have

been written about the year 690

by S. Moling, Bishop of Ferns. It

was presented to Trinity College,

Dublin, by a member of the family
of Kavanagh, by whom it had been

preserved for many generations in

its metal cumhiiach, or covering.
Four pages have been selected.

The first is a figure of one of the

Evangelists, with a book in his
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left hand, and a pen, which he is

dipping into an ink-horn, in his

right. The second contains the

i8th chapter of S. Matthew, from

the 8th verse to the 271)1 ; the third,

from the 271)1 verse to the i6th

verse of the igth chapter of S.

Matthew; and the fourth, the con-

cluding verses of the last chapter
of S. John.

The Book of Armagh has also

been selected. This volume, a

transcript of one still older, sup-

posed to have been the holograph
of S. Patrick, was ascribed by Sir

\V. Betham to Bishop Aedh of Stet-

ty, whose death is recorded in the

Four Masters in 698 ;
and O'Cur-

ry conceived it to be as old as

724, but Mr. Graves seems to have

proved that it was written by the

scribe Ferdomnach in, 807. It is a

small quarto volume, consisting of

221 leaves of vellum, and contain-

ing an extract from the Tripartite

Life of S. Patrick, annotations on
that saint's life by Tirechan and

others, his confession or epistle to

the Irish, the Epistle of S. Jerome
to Pope Damasus, the ten Euse-
bian canons, an explanation of He-
brew names used in the Gospels,
with various prefaces and argu-

ments, the four Gospels and re-

maining books of the New Testa-

ment, the life of S. Martin of Tours

by Sulpicius, with two epistles by
Sulpicius and Severus, and con-

cludes with a prayer. It belonged
to the Church of Armagh, being,
as Prof. Westwood relates, held

in such veneration that the fami-

ly of Mac Mayre held lands

from the See of Armagh by the

tenure of its safe keeping; and in

1846 it was presented to Trinity

Collie, Dublin, by the Rev. Fran-
cis lirownlow, into whose family it

had passed in the XVIIth century.
Six pages have been selected, the

first three of which contain the ex-

tract from the Tripartite Life of S.

Patrick. On the first column of

page i8b is the following account
of a miracle performed by S. Pa-
trick :

"
Sechnall went afterwards

to rebuke Patrick on account of a

chariot he had. Then Patrick sent

the chariot to Sechnall without a

charioteer in it, but it was an an-

gel that directed it. Sechnall sent

it, when it had stopped three nights
there with him, to Manchan, and it

remained three nights with him.

He sent it to Fiacc. Fiacc reject-
ed it. After that where they went
to was round the church three

times, when the angel said,
'

It is

to you they have been given from
Patrick when he came to know
your disease.'" The miracle as

here related is, as O'Curry very
truly observes, not quite intelligi-

ble, but the key to it is to be found
in the Tripartite Life, from which it

had probably been taken. The
story there is that once, when
Sechnall was at Armagh, he re-

marked that two chariot horses

which he saw there would be a fit-

ting gift to Bishop Fiacc. Patrick

was not at home at the time, but as

soon as he returned and heard this he
had die horses harnessed to a chariot,
and sent them off, without a coach-

man, to Fiacc at Stetty, where they
arrived safely. The reason of S.

Patrick making him this present
was to enable him to go to his cave
on the hill of Drom Coblai, where
he used to repair on Shrove Satur-

day with five loaves, and remain
till Easter Saturday ;

and because
"
chafers had gnawed his legs so

that death was near him."
Then come The Gospels of Mael-

briiL' Mac Dunian, Archbishop of

Armagh from 885 to 927, a small

and beautifully-written copy of the

Gospels, made apparently by the
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same scribe, Ferdomnach, who
wrote the Book of Armagh, and at

about the same period. The ini-

tial page of each Gospel is very

gracefully illuminated, and to each

is prefixed a page bearing the fig-

ure of its writer, surrounded by a

border of delicate tracery. The

pages selected are the first four,

comprising the
" Liber generatio-

nis
"
and the inscription in capitals,

the face of folio 5 being the be-

ginning of S. Matthew's narra-

tive
;
the dorse of folio 65, which

contains his account of the scourg-

ing and mocking, and at the foot

this note by the scribe : Mdr as-

sdrsa for Coimdid nime agus talman

(" Great this violence upon the God
of heaven and earth ") ;

the dorse of

folio 69, containing the following

letter, written in Saxon, is probably
the earliest known contemporary

copy of a petition for restitution of

temporalities to an English bishop :

"
Wulfstan, Archbishop, greets

Cnut his Lord and Aelfgyfe the

Queen humbly, and I make
known to you two, liege, that

we have done as the certificate

came to us from you with regard
to the Bishop Aethelnoth, that we
have now consecrated him. Now
pray I for God's love, and in the

name of all God's saints, that ye
will have respect to God and to

the holy order. That he may be
admitted to the possessions that

others before him were : namely,
Dunstan the good and many an-

other : that he may be likewise ad-

mitted to rights and honors. In

which case it shall be for both of

you meritorious before God, and

eke honorable before the world."

At the end of S. Matthew's Gos-

pel there is, in addition to Archbi-

shop Wulfstan 's (of York) letter, this

memorandum in Latin :

"
Cnud,

King of the Angles, has given to

Christ's Church an arm of S. Bar-

tholomew the Apostle, with the

great pall and the golden crown of

his head; and the port of Sand-

wich and all issues of the water of

the same from either side of the

river; so that a ship floating in the

stream when the water shall be

high, at the distance of the cast

of a very small hatchet from the

shore, the droits of the ship are

to be received by the servants

of Christ's Church. And no man
whatsoever has custom in the same

port except the monks of Christ's

Church. Theirs also is the ferry
over the port, and the boats and
toll of boats and of all ships which
come to Sandwich from Peperness
as far as Northmouth. If, how-

ever, anything be found on the

high sea, being brought to Sand-

wich, Christ's Church shall take

half, and the remaining part shall

rest with the finders."

The volume is preserved in the

library of Lambeth Palace, but it is

a singular fact that it finds no

place either in the catalogue of

that library published in 1812, or

in the catalogue of the library of

Corpus Christi College, Cambridge,
where Archbishop Parker's collec-

tion of MSS. is preserved.

TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT MONTH.
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CONGRESS OF THE CATHOLIC GERMANS AT MAYENCE.

ON the i6th and I7th days of

June the Second Congress of the

Catholic Germans assembled at

Mayence. This congress must be

distinguished from the regular an-

nual congress of all the Catholic

societies of Germany. The con-

stitution of the latter was formed

during the stormy times of 1848.
It treats only upon religious ques-

tions, and excludes on principle
the discussion of politics during its

deliberations; whereas the Congress
of Catholic Germans, which held

its first session two years ago, has

for its object, according to its

statutes, the defence of the liberty

and the rights of the Catholic

Church, and the maintenance of

Christian principles in all the

spheres of public life by all moral

and lawful means, especially by the

use of constitutionally-recognized
and guaranteed civil rights; and it

therefore desires to be considered a

political organization. It is already
in operation throughout Germany,
in Prussia particularly. Its sessions

are held in Mayence in that city

which, owing to its advantageous

position in Middle Germany, oppo-
site the confluence of the river May-
ence with the Rhine, was chosen by
the Romans as a boundary, and by
S. Boniface as the central point
for the Christianization of the Teu-
tons. It is true that

" Golden

Mayence," the special and true

daughter of the Roman Church

(A urea Moguntia. sancta Romance
/'.cclfsiir specialis rcm filia), as the

inscription reads upon the old city

seal, has, since the beginning of this

century, fallen greatly from its for-

mer splendor. In it once resided

an archbishop, who was the legate
of the apostolic chair for Germany,
and metropolitan over twenty-four

bishoprics, which extended from

Brandenburg to Chur in Switzer-

land, and from Metz to Prague and

Olmiitz, and which comprised the

largest part of the old German em-

pire; so that next to the Pope he
was called the greatest prince of

the church (Post Papain secutulus,

says Marianus Scotus (+ 1086) in

his Citron. Act. VI., ad a. 750), and

in, his temporal position as elector

and hereditary chancellor of the

empire ranked next to the emperor,
and was called the Prince of prin-
ces (Moguntius post imperatorem

princeps est principum Vita Ar-

noliii). Mayence is now only a

provincial city belonging to little

Hessia, and the boundaries of its

bishopric are inconsiderable. Nev-

ertheless, in the present combat for

the liberty of the church, it oc-

cupies, and has for years occupied,
an important place by reason of a

succession of great men, Bishop
Von Ketteler at the head, and it

cannot be doubted that the city
will in future be of great impor-
tance to the Catholic interests of

Germany.
The centrum of the Catholic par-

ty in Mayence is the Casino zum
Frankfurter-hof (Casino of the

court of Frankfort), whose spacious
and imposing hall has not its equal
in the city. In former times this

hall was used when a blow was to

be struck at the interest of the
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Catholic Church ;
but things are

changed, and the Frankfurter-hof is

now the stronghold in which the

defenders of the Catholic Church

meet together. Not until the use

of this hall was acquired, owing to

the determined efforts of Falk III.,

the people 'schampion, so well known

throughout all Germany, did the

Catholic party in Mayence be-

gin to feel its own importance.
For the past twenty years its mem-
bers have appeared regularly at every
election upon the battle-field, to be

as regularly defeated ;
but they were

finally successful in securing Canon
Dr. Moufang as their deputy at the

last election for the Reichstag.
In the above-named hall the Con-

gress of Catholic Germans held its

late sessions. It was appropriately
decorated for the occasion. In a

prominent place, surrounded by
beautiful flowers, was seen the bust

of our Holy Father, Pius IX.

Above, in golden letters, were writ-

ten the words,
" For God and Fa-

therland," and over this the sign of

redemption with the inscription,
"
In

this sign thou shall conquer." Upon
the pillars of the hall were placed
the coats-of-arms of the different

bishoprics of Germany. The crape

hanging over those of the Archbish-

ops of Cologne and Posen and Gne-

sen, and that of the Bishop of

Treves, was emblematic of the grief
which fills the heart of every Cath-
olic when he remembers the three

venerable prelates who, forcibly re-

moved from their episcopal sees,
now testify in prison to the divini-

ty of Christianity and the inalienable

right of the church to that liberty
in matters of faith and religion left

her by her Founder. The evening
before the opening of the Congress
many members of the society met
from all parts of Germany to greet
one another. Even the United

States was represented in the person
of the learned F. Hecker. A superfi-

cial glance was enough to convince

any one that the nobility in par-
ticular desired by their presence to

show their love and affection for

our persecuted mother, the church.

For years the majority of the Catho-

lic nobles of Westphalia and the

Rhine have been animated with a

deep religious feeling. The best

names among the aristocracy are

generally found at the head of the

numerous appeals in behalf of reli-

gion ; and in their own homes (a
fact which is of great importance)
these nobles do not strive to emu-
late by outward splendor those
"
capitalists

"
whose lives are spent

in acquiring riches, but they rather

seek to uphold the honor of their

names by the simplicity of their

mode of life, in their daily actions,

by educating their children as Ca-

tholics should, and instilling into

them principles of honesty, moral-

ity, and every Christian virtue. It

makes a lasting impression upon
whomsoever is admitted to familiar

intercourse with any of these noble

families to see all the members of

the household devoutly assembled

in the private chapel of the man-

sion, for the adornment of whose

altars no expense has been spared,
there to attend the Holy Sacrifice of

the Mass ;
and in the evening to be-

hold the father of the family, by ring-

ing a bell, again summons them into

the chapel for evening prayer and

examen of conscience, at which the

chaplain, but oftener the head of

the house, be he old or young,

performs the duty of reading the

prayers. Fathers and mothers

should imitate the example of these

noblemen, and when priests, on ac-

count of their faith, are imprisoned
or exiled, they themselves should

take the place of the priests in their
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own homes. Then will the zeal of

priests grow stronger and Catholic

faith take deeper root. Would to

God that we could see the same
state of things in many castles in

Middle Germany, in Silesia, Hava-

na, and in Brisgau (Baden), as is

now seen in Westphalia and on the

Rhine !

But let us return, after this di-

gression, to our Congress in the

J-rankfurter-hof. Its president,
Baron von Loe, representative in

the Reichstag, who last year with

manly courage defended the organi-
zation against intrigues of all kinds,
was received with universal ap-

plause when he ascended the ros-

trum and opened Congress with the

salutation,
"
Praise be to Jesus

Christ !" In a few but convincing
words he explained why, despite
the serious aspect of the times, they
had met in "Golden Mayence,"
where liberty of speech is yet per-
mitted. (A short time ago a meet-

ing at Treves was dissolved because
Herr Majunke, a representative in

the Reichstag, had said in the

course of his remarks that Bis-

marck was only mortal, and while

lying upon his sick-bed suffered as

much as any beggar who lies ill in

his hut. Another meeting was
broken up by the Prussian police
becau.-e the speaker had announced
his intention of discoursing upon
one particular theme. Who knows
what terrible things the police un-

derstood by the word "theme"?)
Then followed a long succession of

congratulations which the guests,

coming from all parts of Germany,
had personally to offer. As space
does not permit us to give a length-
ened sketch of all these speeches,
we must content ourselves with

simply giving the title of the ad-

dress and the name of the speaker.
Dr. Evels of Bonn spoke con-

cerning the latest cultivated plant,

which grows only in Germany, and

there sporadically, notwithstanding
the most careful attention from

high quarters that is, Old Catho-

licism. With this exception, no

dangers threaten the Catholic

Church in Germany. Count Bas-

senheim was the bearer of greet-

ings from the Bishop of Basel, who
asked the prayers of the members
for the persecuted friends of reli-

gion in Switzerland. Baron Still-

fried of Vienna assured the Con-

gress that the Catholics of Austria

were united, and expected the sal-

vation Of Austria only from inti-

mate union with the church. Dr.

Lingens of Aix-la-Chapelle.in\ ited

all present to attend the exposition
of relics in the venerable electoral

city of the old German emperors,
which exposition takes place this

year, and not again until 1881.

Baron von Frankenstein of Bava-
ria spoke on the Htate of affairs in

his country, declaring his belief

that they would soon change for

the better. Count Kageneck of

Freiburg in Baden looked confi-

dently forward to a happy future,

relying upon the just rights of the

Catholics and upon the powerful

protection of God. Count Bissin-

gen of Wu'rtemberg (Swabia) as-

serted that the fable of the Catho-

lics hating the empire finds no be-

lievers among the honest people of

Swabia. Herr Baudri of Cologne,
the brother of the coadjutor-bi-

shop, an old, faithful warrior, pro-
claimed in words of burning elo-

quence the earnestness with which
the enemies of the Catholic Church

publicly declare that the destruc-

tion of the church is the order of

the day, and he denounced the

corruption of public opinion by the

state, and the manner in which it

subsidized the press by means of
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the funds stolen from the church.

He thanked divine Providence for

giving Germany such a united

episcopate, and the present afflic-

tion of the church only demonstrat-

ed the fact that not only in Ger-

many, but through the whole world,

Catholics form only one family.

While our enemies, he continued,

raise on high the torch of discord,

which has so frequently brought
our fatherland to the verge of ruin,

our Congress should use every ef-

fort to build a new great and united

Germany upon the foundations of

a Christianity similar to that upon
which old Germany became great
and powerful. Herr Stroebel of

Charlottenburg mad-e the next

speech, and he was followed by
the Rev. F. Altheimer, Curate of

Amorbach in Odenwald, Helhvich

of Deidesheim in Palatine, Herr

Wiese, merchant of Werden, Baron
von Schorlemer of Overhagen,
Herr Busch, contractor of Neuss,
and finally by the junior editor of

the Germania, Herr Cremer of Ber-

lin.

While the hall reverberated to

the hearty cheers of the members,
letters and telegrams were con-

stantly arriving from the interior

and from foreign countries, thus

making perfect the picture of Cath-
olic unity presented by this assem-

bly. Despatches from Austria were

especially numerous, showing there-

by that in that country also the

Catholics are keeping watch in

the struggle that has begun. The
old imperial city of Vienna glad-
dened our hearts with two tele-

grams. In' the one the Prince von

Filrstenberg salutes us in the name
of the Catholic societies of Vienna;
in the other the president of the

Catholic people's associations of

Lower. Austria sends his best wish-

es that "
the heroic battle which

Germany's bishops, priests, and lay-
men wage with such sublime cour-

age may find its end in a speedy
victory for the holy cause of the

church," and adds the assurance :

" We Catholics of Austria are firmly

determined, confiding in God's pro-

tection, to offer the same resistance

if the same attacks are made upon
the church." Six telegrams from
"
green Styria

"
reached us, four

of which were sent by the Catholics

of Gratz, and two by the Catholic

societies of Marburg and Wildon.
"
They desire to oppress you and

us," telegraphed Senator Karlon of

Gratz,
"
but we will yet be the vic-

tors
;
for Christ lives, Christ reigns,

Christ commands, and Christ will

triumph." To these were added a

telegram from the Catholic Society
of Klagenfurth in Carinthia, and

two others from ever-faithful Tyrol,
from the society in Botzen, which
numbers more than 3,000 members,
and from the society of Innsbruck.

The president of the last society,

Julius von Riccabona, sent us the

following characteristic Tyrolese
wish :

" As the snow melts on the

high mountain beneath the rays of

the sun, so also may the intrigues

against our holy church disap-

pear before the power of truth."

Charles Count of Schoenbrunn
and George Prince of Lobkowitz

expressed in telegrams their re-

spect, sympathy, and good wishes,

while from far-distant Hungary the

Catholic Political Society of Pres-

burg sent assurances of their love

and affection. From Munich, Ba-

varia, came telegrams, from the

diocesan clergy of Eichstaedt, from

the Centrum member Lang of Kel-

heim, and from the society of Catho-

lic men in Wasserburg on the Inn.

From Noerdlingen the society of

Catholic men in Riesa, numbering
over 1,400 members, writes among
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other things :

" We (Vel in our

hearts the afflictions which the

Catholics of Prussia endure; \vr

pi.iv for the bishops, priests, and

laity who are imprisoned on ac-

count of their religious convic-

tions
;
we approve of the conduct

and praise the fidelity of our Catho-
lic brethren; yes, we are edified by
their unity in faith and by their

firmness, and we congratulate them
on their perseverance and com
which, because it comes from God,
will conquer the world. . . . We
shall never consent to give to Caesar

the things that belong to God; if

it should be demanded of us, we
shall obey God rather than man,
and imitate the example of the

Prussian Catholics." From the

south came greetings from the so-

ricty of men in Constance and
from the president of the Helve-
tian Pius Society, Count M. Sche-
rer-liouard of Lucerne, and finally
from Hiinfeld, Viersen, Miinchen-

Gladbach, Bochum, Luedinghaus-
en, Kluesedoerpen, Prussia, two
from the city of Hanover, one from
the northern missionaries of New
Minister in Holstein, and the last

from remote Dantzic. Among
other despatches, there is worthy of

special mention the telegram of

Prince Salvati, in the name of the

Congress of the Catholic Societies

of Italy, which met at Venice, and
the following from London :

" The
C.itholic Union of Great Britain

extends to you a brother's hand to

encourage you in the struggle with
the evil spirit, and at the same time
it deplores the death of your cham-
pion, Malinckrodt. (Signed) Duke
of Norfolk, President of the Catho-
lic Union of Great Britain."

The greatest interest was shown
when the mammoth address from
the United States was exhibited.
It contained upon a roll of paper
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one thousand feet long 30,000 signa-
tures of Catholic men whose own
or whose fathers' cradle had rested

upon German soil. (A few days
after this address was again expos-
ed in the great hall, and the endless

roll of paper was drawn from the

table of the president up to the

glass cupola, and from there letting
it fall down again upon the presi-
dent's table, it was taken up for the

second time to the chandelier, and
from thence to the roof.) The fear-

less expressions contained in this

document, which, thanks to "our
freedom of speech," could not be

dwelt upon at length, and the gran-
deur of this manifestation, showed
the imprint of the youthful and vig-
orous mind of men who glory in

being citizens of the greatest re-

public in the world the United
States. Not long ago we finished

a great war in a great manner. It

was then the pride of Germans to

be German. Since then, however,
the little banners of religious nar-

row-mindedness have been every-
where unfurled, and the so-called

liberal party has sacrificed not only
its principles, but the most impor-
tant articles of the Prussian consti-

tution the idea of .a great Germany
and peace and liberty. With the

exception of a huge military power,

everything has dwindled away.
The men who won renown in 1870
and 1871 are no longer heard of.

The men of the Centrum are our
real consolation, for by their pru-
dent and fearless defence of truth,

liberty, and justice they have obtain-

ed great merit and are entitled to

enduring praise.
To place their labors under the

protection of God, the Catholic

Congress of Germany assembled

early on the morning of June 16

in the venerable Cathedral of May-
ence, where they assisted at the
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Huly Sacrifice of the Mass, and re-

ceived holy communion from the

hands of the Rt. Rev. Bishop Herr

von Ketteler.

The devotion of these men, gath-

ered from all parts of Germany,
was greatly increased by the music,

which was executed in a most mas-

terly manner by the ca'thedral choir,

who gave selections from the follow-

ing composers : Vechi, Aichinger,
Orlando Lasso, Palestrina, Croce,

Vittoria, and Piadana.

In the session which was held

with closed doors the president first

spoke of the sadness which filled the

hearts of all the Catholics of Ger-

many on account of the untimely
death of Herman von Malinck-

rodt, deputy to the Reichstag. The

memory of this wonderful man, like

a mourning accord, seemed to per-
meate all the transactions, whether
in writing or in words, and made
itself felt even in the banquet-hall.
We shall not, however, dwell any

longer upon this theme, as we intend

to give a short sketch of the life of

this faithful champion of the church.

Of the business transacted in the

private session we shall make brief

mention. That which, as a general

rule, is last thought of in all great
Catholic undertakings, was in this

instance the first to receive atten-

tion we mean the finances. In

this regard, however, the Congress is

deserving of no reproach, as it at-

tached too little instead of too much
importance to money a prince

seemingly so insignificant, but yet
one who rules the world. The
Catholic Congress, organized as it is

throughout Germany, stands in need
of certain pecuniary means, which
want will be felt in future even more
than now. For this reason every
member is obliged to give six Sil-

bergroschen (about fifteen cents). It

must, however, be understood that

the collection of this money is not

made without some difficulty, since

the organization is only in its in-

fancy, and the number of members

constantly increasing.
We learn from the report of Herr

Racke, High Treasurer of Darm-
stadt, owing to whose self-sacrific-

ing labors the finances of our Un-
ion are in a very prosperous condi-

tion, that the collections of last year
amounted to 17,883 thalers, 14,000
of which were put out on interest,

including 7,000 loaned to differ-

ent Catholic newspapers. Another

question came up regarding the

existence of the Union. According
to the law of Prussia in reference to

societies, a political society cannot
act as a union or central society,
nor form branches depending upon
the union

;
on the other hand, how-

ever, it is lawful for one society to

exist over all Germany, and it can

have its affairs conducted by author-

ized agents. Our union was from
the very beginning most anxious

to correspond with this law. Not-

withstanding this, however, the Prus-

sian authorities have pretended to

discover the existence of local bran-

ches, in consequence of which many
of them have been suppressed. The
reason for this proceeding, which
called into question the existent c

of the Union itself, was Section loof
the statutes, which has reference to

meetings held in different parts of

the empire. To avoid further vexa-

tions, this paragraph was stricken

out, and at the same time it was ex-

pressly said that Mayence was to

be the headquarters of the Union,

and that there the annual general

meetings were to take place.

Herr Racke, merchant of May-
ence, and secretary of the Union,
who had taken upon his youthful
and strong shoulders the principal
burden of the pecuniary affairs of
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the Union, then introduced a series

of propositions, for the examina-

tion of which three committees

were appointed, viz., one upon the

social question of the day, another

upon science, and a third on the in-

fluence of the press; and finally he

submitted certain rules of proceed-

ing.

The short address to the bishops
assembled in Fulda, which was re-

ceived with enthusiasm, and which

was now read, deserves a place in

this periodical. It is as follows :

" RIGHT REV. BISHOPS .

" In a momentous time like the pre-
sent the Catholics of German)' assembled
at Mayence respectfully desire to show
their gratitude and admiration for the

right reverend bishops of the fatherland,
who have defended the rights and liber-

ties of our Holy Catholic Church with

such calm and fearless dignity ; but, alas !

our words of sympathy cannot reach sev-

eral of the prelates, except through pri-

son-doors. In proportion as the distress

of the church increases, the more do we
feel ourselves bound in conscience to

declare before Germany and the whole
world that no power upon earth shall sep-
arate us from our dear bishops, appoint-
ed by Almighty God, and that no power
ol man can force us to recognize other

pastois ilum those who are in commu-
nion with the Holy See, and who are re-

cognized as true pastors by the successor
of IVter, the chief pastor of the church.

"Our dearly-beloved bishops have
become shining examples of apostolic

courage as our leaders in these days of

combat
;

and as true children of the

church we will follow them, and leave the

consequences to Almighty God.
" The hand of God rests heavily upon

us. and the end of our sufferings is con-
cealed from the eyes of man. Hut we
als.i know that this trial will be of benefit

to us
;
we thank God that he deigns to

allow us to combat and to suffer for his

holy cause and- for the liberty of his

church.
" '

Through the cross to the light' were
the words spoken in the last Reichstag
bv that heroic warrior for whom all Cath-
olic Germans pray, and who died in the

defence of truth and right. It shall be

our device also: 'Through the cross to

the light !

'

" With these sentiments we ask your
episcopal blessing, and with the most

profound veneration we subscribe our-

selves
" The most obedient servants and sons

of our revered German bishops."

At one o'clock a banquet was

held in the same great hall, at which

300 members of the Union wen-

present, among whom was the Rt.

Rev. Bishop Ketteler of Muyence.
It was he who proposed the first

toast to the Holy Father, which was
received with enthusiasm, as it was
the twenty-eighth anniversary of

his appointment to the chair of

Peter. The speaker reviewed the

long series of years of combat be-

tween light and darkness, and in the

increasing enthusiasm and affection

of the Catholic people for Pius IX.,

the representative of unity, appoint-
ed by Almighty God, he saw an

increase of the unity which the

church, like an impregnable fortress

in the midst of combats, exhibits,

while the world threatens to split

asunder. Baron von Frankenstein

proposed, as the second toast, the

Grand Duke of Hessia and all the

German princes belonging to the

Union, and made a few remarks

appropriate to the occasion.

The president, Baron von Loe,

proposed the health of the leaders

given us by Almighty God, the Rt.

Rev. Bishops of Germany, under
whose guidance we some years ago
saved the thrones from the whirl

of revolution, and under whose
direction we now hope to conrjutr
the revolution which is preached
by the government. Among the

other toasts given, we will only
mention that of the Rt. Rev. Bi-

shop of Mayence, who paid a high
tribute of praise to the men of the

Centrum who had in Berlin defend-

ed with such courage and skill the
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cause* of truth, justice, and liberty.

After the banquet the different

committees of the Union entered

upon the discussion of the proposed

resolutions, while the presiding of-

ficers of the Congress consulted

upon the drawing up of these reso-

lutions.

The same resolutions formed also

the theme for the speakers in the

public evening sessions, to which

such a great number of persons
were attracted that the hall of the

Frankfurter-hof, large as it is, was

not sufficient to contain all.

The first speaker, Baron von

Wendt of Westphalia, passed in re-

view the public events that had

transpired in Europe for the last

year, and he demonstrated in a con-

vincing manner that hostility to

the church had everywhere appear-
ed simultaneously, and was therefore

the result of preconcerted action.

The explanation of this fact the

speaker found in the activity of

modern liberalism, which had de-

termined upon the complete denial

of Christianity, and which boldly
avows that by adhering to the prin-

ciples of what its advocates are

pleased to call humanity all those

inestimable blessings would be ob-

tained which the Saviour has left

us in his sublime teachings upon
the obligations and morality of a

Christian life. Like the work of

redemption, so also would the

church become superfluous, and the

state, to which liberalism gives
the preference over everything else,

would then enter upon its inheri-

tance, and, as in the days of the

pagan Caesars, assert its ascendency
even over the spirit.

Herr Cremer, the editor of a

Berlin journal, next proceeded to

point out the imperfections to be

found in the constitution of the

German Empire, which gave secu-

rity only to material interests and

military power, while there was not

an article which had reference to

the moral problem of state life and
the fundamental rights of civil lib-

erty. In the course of his speech
he with much humor and sarcasm

drew attention to the fatal avowal
of Bismarck in regard to his own

policy. When the question was

proposed in the Reichstag as to

whether Catholics had forfeited

their rights to citizenship and were

dangerous to the state, the prince
answered in the affirmative. This

"yes," remarked the speaker,
" was the most absolute condemna-
tion of his own policy which could
have ever been pronounced by any
one

;
for no state was ever so pow-

erful that it could dispense even
for a time with the co-operation of

one-third of its inhabitants. This

policy must be changed, for nine
millions of Catholics could not be
forced to emigrate or be declared

outlaws like helots. This policy
was in every respect to be rejected
as rotten and false, even if it did

rest upon the shoulders of this mo-
dern Atlas." The vigor and readi-

ness of expression displayed by
the youthful speaker caused him
to be warmly applauded.
The V. Rev. Ur. Monfang, deputy

to the Reichstag, delivered an admir-

able speech upon the present state

of society. The great change, he

argued, took place in the begin-

ning of our century, and he attri-

buted it to the following causes :

First, the French Revolution, which
overturned the laws of commerce
and labor without regulating them
anew

; second, the wonderful use

to which machinery can be put,

particularly by the application of

steam-power, which, in union with

the development of capital, direct-

ed industry into entirely new chan-
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uels; third, the exemption from

taxation brought about by the in-

crease anil facility of the means of

commerce, which keeps a certain

class of labor in constant demand,
and in a measure takes it from the

business men and the farmers
; and,

fourth, most especially to that

pseudo-liberalism whose national

economy regulates the relations be-

tween employers and employed, be-

tween rich and poor, not in accord-

ance with true Christian principles,

but according to the dictates of

egotism. The social question, the

orator declared, resolves itself into

this : that a man, to be really happy,
needs but three things that is, a

competency, a respectable position
in society, and inward peace of soul.

After applying this true remark to

the condition of the working-men,
the speaker finally passed to the so-

lution of the social question, and

said that as this problem affects all

the relations of human life, a gen-
eral co-operation was necessary for

its explication. The laborer him-

se'.f must co-operate as well as the

family, the . parish, the state, the

church. Without religion, without

prudent legislation for the protec-
tion of labor, without Christian

marriages among the laborers, with-

out public spirit and united effort,

it is not possible to avert the evils

which every day threaten the labor-

ing class more and more.

Herr Racke, the indefatigable

secretary of the Union, spoke upon
the difficult subject of passive re-

sistance to laws which are in direct

opposition to conscience. He ad-

duced particularly from the best

authors upon state rights the evi-

dence that the state has no right
to demand from its citizens abso-

lute obedience to all its laws and

regulations. Laws which are in

opposition to conscience, morality,

and religion, be they ever MO formal-

ly enacted, are not laws in the

sight of Cod, but are in defiance

of those of all law-givers, of the

only absolute Lord who is above all

states, all rulers, and all men, and
from whose authority alone even
the state laws derive their power
and obligation. The animated

speech of Herr Racke was also

loudly applauded.
At the request of the president

the Rt. Rev. Bishop of Mayenc'e

gave the episcopal blessing, where-

upon the public session was ad-

journed. The second day also

began with prayer, a High Mass
of Requiem being sung for all the

members of the Union who had

died during the last year. Then in

a private session followed the dis-

cussion and approval of resolutions.

The resolutions proposed by the

officers of the Congress, and re-

ceived by all with acclamation, sur-

passed in importance all others

which had yet passed. We give

them, therefore, a prominent place;

they are a sign that the Catholics

of Germany have not lost their

courage as yet, and they deserve to

be published verbatim. They are

as follows :

The Second Congress of the Catholic

Germans declares :

I. Regarding the State of Christian Society.

1. The violent persecution which the

Catholic Church in some parts of Europe
and South America now suffers, verifies

the expression of the Holy Father that

anti-Christianity that is, modern civiliza-

tion is incompatible with Catholicity.

2. The certain result of a systematical-

ly-arranged combat against the church

of Christ, as well as against Christianity
itself and the essential foundations of

society, will be the dissolution of social

and political order, endless war, and the

destruction of the nation's rights.

3. The re-establishment of permanent
and national order is only to be looked
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for when political independence is again
restored to the Holy See, and when all

those rights are recognized which belong
to the head of the Catholic Church by
virtue of divine dispensation and histori-

cal development.

II. Regarding the Slate of Germany.

1. The constitution of the German Em-

pire, for the reason that it guarantees
neither protection to personal liberty, nor

to the independence of states, nor to the

different ranks of society and incorpora-

tions, cannot establish the true welfare

of the German people.
2. .The influence of the so-called na-

tional party, which abjures the essential

rights of the German people and of the

representation of the people, will be the

ruin of the German Empire.

3. The exception laws, by which the

German Empire, founded as it is by a

common sacrifice, has deprived one-

third of the citizens of their essential

rights, thereby destroying the peace and
the power of Germany.

4. The unlimited development of mili-

tary power is incompatible with natural

rights, civil liberty, and the spiritual as

well as the material welfare of the Ger-

man people.

5. The unchristianizing of public in-

struction now in progress, the control by
the state of the entire school system,
founded as it is upon compulsion, and at

the same time the suppression of the edu-

cational rights of the church and of the

family, is a source of spiritual and moral
ruin.

6. The venal press, working in the in-

terests of political servility and of pro-

perty-holders, continually misrepresents

public opinion, and is the principal
cause of the social evils that threaten

German)-.

7. The foreign policy of the German
Empire, especially in its relations to the

Holy See, is not in harmony with the

principles and interests of the Catholic

population of Germany, and is not capa-
ble of securing the preservation of the

peace of Europe.

III. Regarding the State of the Working-
Classes.

1. Like all other states of Europe,
Germany is threatened by the discontent

existing among the working-classes.
2. The principal reasons for this dis-

contentment are: Decrease of the retail

business
; overtaxing the agricultural

classes
;
miserable condition of the opera-

tives in manufactories; and the endless

development of money speculation.

3. The real origin of these misfortunes
is the enervation of Christian faith and

morality in the higher as well as in the

lower ranks of society, caused by modern
rationalism and liberalism, wherebv it

has happened also that a great portion
of the working-classes have allowed
themselves to be deceived by the illu-

sions of irreligious and revolutionary
leaders.

4. The means of healing these social

evils and reconciling all classes of society
consist in the passing of laws prohibiting
the exhausting of the bodily and financial

strength of the people; in claiming that

protection from the state to which all

classes arc entitled
;
in the continued ef-

fort to remove the particular defects of

the present commercial laws by means
of legislation ;

in establishing the rights
of the working-classes in accordance
with Christian principles and the de-

mands of general equity ; in founding
different industrial auxiliary houses,
either through the union of the working-
classes and others, or through the friends
of the working-classes; in restricting the

amount of labor to be performed by fe

males and children
;
in the careful culti-

vation of the moral and religious life in

the families of the working-classes, es-

pecially by having Sunday kept holy, and

by applying Christian principles to the

sphere of business life
;

in the free de-

velopment of Christian charity to allevi-

ate inevitable want.

IV. Regarding the Rights of the Church.

1. The Catholic Church is, according
to divine ordination, an independent so-

ciety, which has [he right to exist pub-
licly in all lands as the one and univer-

sal church of Jestis Christ, and to pro-
tect which every Christian government
should feel itself bound.

2. The ccclesiastico-political system
which the parties opposed to the church
are endeavoring to carry out stands in

irreconcilable and open contradiction to

the constitution of the Catholic Church,
founded by Almighty God, sanctified

through all centuries, recognized by the

state, and guaranteed by the law of na-

tions.

3. The power of the office of teacher,

priest, and pastor, gren by the Pope to



Congress of the CatItalic Germans at Mayence.

the bishops, cannot be suspended or

limited by any l:iw of the state.

.). Church and state are ordained by

Almighty Ciod to harmonious co-opera-

tion. Their separation is to be lamented.

If the hostility with which the modern

state treats the church should make

such a separation necessary, it will be

more to the disadvantage of the state

than to the church.
|

V. Regarding Liberty of Conscience.

1. No state power has the right to im-

pose obligations upon its subjects which

are in opposition to the commandments
of God, the decrees of Jesus Christ, and

the precepts of the church.

2. The apostolic courage with which

the Catholic bishops, not fearing tem-

poral loss, not even imprisonment and

exile, defend the rights of God and of

his holy church, as also the inalienable

rights of Catholic conscience, and the

priestly fidelity and firmness with which

the Catholic clergy, not led. astray by il-

lusions and threats, remain true to the

episcopate and the church, deserve the ad-

miration and respect of all Catholics and

of every right thinking man.

3. The measures used against the

bishops and priests of the Catholic

Church do not succeed in their object;

they grieve most- deeply the Catholic

people, but they cannot be persuaded to

exchange a church founded by Almighty
God for one founded by the state. In

vain are all the experiments used to

separate Catholics from their rightful su-

perior.

4. The Catholics of Germany recog-

nize always the legitimately-elected Bi-

shop of Rome, the Hope, as the head of

their religion and church. In him they

revere the infallible teacher of faith, the

high-priest and the supreme watchman

of Christianity. No power can separate

the Catholics of Germany from the chair

of S. IVii-i.

5. The only prelates of the German

bishoprics are those bishops who are le-

gitimately appointed by the Pope accord-

ing to c.iuon law. Catholics obey and

reverence these bishops, be they in prison
or in exile.

6. 'Ihe Catholics of Germany recognize

as pastors only those who are appoint-
ed by the Pope and legitimate bishops.

With unshaken determination they repel

every attempt to induce them to revolt

against Catholic authority.

VI. Regarding the Mission of the Catholic

Union in Germany.

1. The Catholic Union of Germany
complains of the severity with which the

state officers of the German Empire, par-

ticularly in Prussia, oppose their rit;htful

endeavors to labor for the true welfare of

the fatherland.

2. The Catholic Union of Germany
shall with undaunted courage defend

their natural rights, the rights of the

church and of the German nation, against

revolutionary and bureaucratic force.

3. The Union invites all Catholics to

join the authorized organization, and in

the confidence of assistance from God,
which the Union implores for itself

through the most Sacred Hearts of Jesus
and Mary, they surely expect the speedy

triumph of a just cause.

The other resolutions had refer-

ence to the adoption of a short pray-
er to the Sacred Hearts of Jesus and

Mary, under whose protection the

Union is placed; then the appoint-

ing of a committee charged with the

erection of a monument to the me-

mory of Herman von Malinckrodt ;

with the foundation of a fund for

exiled clergymen ;
to send an ad-

dress to the oppressed Catholics of

Switzerland ;
with the making out

of a list of the priests who have

been punished in defending the

rights of the church ;
with the es-

tablishment of an intelligence office

for young Catholic merchants
;
with

the recommendation of the Christian

Blactter, published in Aix-la-Cha-

pelle ; and finally with the recom-

mending of various institutions for

the removal of social evils. All of

these motions were not adopted,
others were laid upon the table, in

order to concentrate the strength of

the young Union upon the momen-
tous question to the Catholic Ger-

mans as to the best means of ending
the conflict now in progress against

the church. No one will deny the

wisdom and prudence of this pro-

ceeding.
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In the afternoon a pilgrimage to

Mount Roch was determined upon ;

it is four German, or about twenty-
four American, miles from Mayence,
and is one of the most charming
places on the Rhine. The con-

gress could not have closed its

labors in a more appropriate man-
ner. Soon after twelve o'clock the

steamer Lordey, which was hardly

large enough to accommodate the

vast crowd of pilgrims, commenced
to move its engines. Inspired by
the pious sentiments which filled

their hearts, the pilgrims made the

air resound with songs which charm-
ed the ear, while the beautiful views,
as seen from the deck of the steam-

er, of the country lying between
the Taunus Mountains and the

Rhine, captivated the eye. This
little spot has justly been called the

garden of Germany. The whole
shore is lined with villages, rich in

monumental reminiscences of past

ages, handsome residences and an-

cient abbeys, modern and mediaeval

castles. But the greatest pride of

the Rhineland are the luscious

grapes which ripen upon these

sunny hills. Who has not heard of

the Marcobrunner, the Steinberger,
the Johannisberger, the Ruedeshei-

mer, and many other species of

Rhine wine? The vine-dresser of

the Rhineland is firmly convinced
that in the whole world there is no
wine which in delicacy is equal to

his. But let us proceed. The
good Catholic inhabitants of these
vine-clad shores saluted our stea-

mer by discharging cannons. The
Prussian authorities had prohibited
in some places such signs of joy
and sympathy to be shown "

the
enemies of the state" who were

passengers on the Lorcley. The
banner of the Chapel of S. Roch,
which is built upon a high moun-
tain, had from a loner distance been

s-een waving, and we could also

descry the great crowd which had

already taken possession of the top
of the mountain. When we ap-

proached the city of Bingen, situ-

ated at the foot of the mountain,

nearly the whole population await-

ed us on the banks of the river. A
special deputation saluted i.he Rt.

Rev. Bishop of Mayence, who had
come to address the pilgrims. The
immense crowd, praying and sing-

ing, then marched through the city,

which was ornamented with flags,

and soon all the streets and paths

leading to the mountain were filled

with men, so that it was very diffi-

cult for the marshals to form a

regular line of procession in order

to reach the top of the mountain.
From this' eminence only was it

possible to obtain a good view of

the multitude, which was greater,

perhaps, than Mount Roch had
ever before carried on its back. It

was a splendid spectacle, and the

effect was greatly enhanced by the

beauty of the surroundings the

majestic river, whose course the

eye could follow for miles, the

green islands that now and then

appeared in the channel of the

river, the blooming vineyards, and
the ever-fertile valleys.

As the chapel could contain only
a small portion of the assemblage,
the Rt. Rev. Bishop made his ad-

dress while standing under the

blue canopy of heaven. We will

only give a few extracts from his

admirable discourse. In his in-

troduction he said :

" We are here

to-day assembled upon this moun-
tain from all parts of Germany.
Without knowing each other, we

yet feel that we are all united by
the common bond of faith, a minia-

ture picture of the Catholic Church.
We stand upon a venerable spot.
Here lived S. Hildegardis, that
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great prophetess of the middle ages,

whom S. Bernard visited to exa-

mine her prophecies. Long before

her advent S. Rupert and his

saintly mother Bertha, whose relics

are exposed for veneration in this

chapel, dwelt here. At our feet

Hows the river Rhine, in whose
waters the most beautiful cathe-

drals of Germany are reflected, and

upon whose shores, from the ear-

liest ages, faithful and honest Cath-

olics have lived. There (pointing
to Niederlingen, with its palace of

Carlovingian date) stood the cra-

dle of Charles the Great, the foun-

der of the old German power and

glory ;
there that great emperor

spent his youth, who never un-

sheathed his sword except for the

protection of truth, and never lent

it to an unrighteous cause."

In the course of his speech he

made mention of a fact which he

had observed when provost of

Berlin and delegate for the few

Catholic congregations in Bran-

denburg and Pomerania.
" In the

last century King Frederick II. had

determined to drain the marshes

along the river Oder, and had for

this end summoned laborers from

the Rhine and from the Palatinate.

Those from the last-named place

began their long journey after they
had received assurances that ample

provision had been made for their

religious wants, and that lands

would be given them for cultivation.

These promises, however, were not

fulfilled. When the work was fin-

ished, the poor people were distri-

buted among the different Protes-

tant cities in Pomerania, in order

to force the inhabitants, as it were,
to cede to them some territory.

Some of them received as their por-
tion the sandy plains near Pase-

walk. Here wooden sheds were

erected, the best of which was re-

served for a chapel. Without a

priest, these good people met to-

gether every Sunday for divine

service, sang their hymns as if for

High Mass, and an altar-boy rang
the bell at certain parts, just as it

was done in their former homes.

Fifty years passed in this way with-

out their ever having seen a priest,

and in the course of these fifty years
not one Catholic became an apostate.
This congregation was afterwards

visited once a year by a priest, and
this state of things continued for

another fifty years ; but during this

whole time not a Catholic left his

faith a proof that our Lord and

Saviour, when the priests are expel-

led, has other means to keep his

own in the true fold. When in our
own times institutions are destroy-

ed, priests are exiled, and bishops
are cast into prison, we have more
reason than ever before to impress

deeply upon our hearts the words
of Christ : Confidite in me ; ego
vinci mundum ' Have confidence;
I have overcome the world

'

(S.

John xvi. 33). If all else perishes,
at least one divine institution re-

mains which the state cannot de-

stroy we mean the Christianfamily.
In proportion as the other repre-
sentatives of God are prevented
from fulfilling their duty, Christian

fathers and mothers must, following
the example of S. Bertha, fill their

vacancies. What obstacles did
not this saintly woman overcome !

Her husband, who ruled over all

this part of Germany, was a heathen,
and was killed in a battle with the

Christians
;

but notwithstanding
this, she has given in her son a

saint to the church."

Turning then to the subject of

the schools, the Rt. Rev. Bishop
reminded them of a resolution pass-
ed about ten years ago by the

Grand Lodge of Belgium, which
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commanded the sister lodges to

give their written opinions as to

the question in what manner they
could best exercise a decided

influence over the public schools.

They all agreed on this point : that

the schools should be separated
from the church, and that it was

not sufficient to keep the children

in school until they were fourteen

years of age, but that compulsory
education should be continued up
to their eighteenth year, in order to

thoroughly uproot from the minds
of the children the prejudices which

they had received from their fa-

milies and from the church. To
this the objection was raised that

such a law would be in direct oppo-
sition to the rights of parents ;

but

in the reply, which was afterwards

published, it was expressly main-

tained that, if the state had the

right to cut off the heads of men, it

could also set them right again. In

view of the present aspect of affairs

in respect to the school question, it

is very easy to draw parallels.

At the conclusion of his address

the Rt. Rev. speaker again returned

to the text of his discourse :

" ' Have
confidence in Jesus.' Place not

your hope in princes, who cannot

help you. The Holy Ghost has said

it
; they also must die. Make no

calculations, therefore, as from what

earthly source or from what earthly

prince the salvation of the church

may be expected. Confide in me,

says Christ. Fear not the power of

falsehood, for I have overcome the

world. Be watchful and firm. While
the world is worshipping Mammon it

is our duty to imitate the example
of those Catholics who have never
bowed their knees before Baal, and
who were found worthy to make
any sacrifice for their convictions.

Be courageous and of good cheer !

At this time the church needs men
of determination. Let every one,

then, do his duty, and God will

strengthen us and lead us to vic-

tory."
These significant words, the truly

apostolic appearance of the Bishop
of Mayence, the place, and the feel-

ing exhibited by the vast audience,
all contributed to leave a deep im-

pression upon their hearts. After

some short devotions in the chapel
of grace, the pilgrims returned in a

seemingly endless procession, with

song and prayer, through the beau-
tiful vineyards to Bingen. We were
told that those in the rear of the

procession were yet upon, the top
of the mountain when the first

had entered already the parochial
church of Bingen, where the Bene-
diction of the Blessed Sacrament
was given by the Ht. Rev. Bishop,
which ended the festive celebration

of the Second Congress of the

Catholic German Union.
The Congress has gi-ven testimony

that the Catholic people of Ger-

many in these our days will not

be misled or permit violence to be
offered to them ;

it gave testimony
also to the truth which Malinck-
rodt had expressed one month be-

fore in the Reichstag, and eight

days before his death, when he

said :

"
If they imagine that we

will bow ourselves before their

Protestant ideas, which they clothe

in the garment of the state, they are

greatly mistaken. They can tram-

ple us under foot, but we reserve to

ourselves the liberty not to become
unfaithful to our convictions."

The Union has many and power-
ful enemies; but an old German

proverb says :

"
Many enemies,

many honors." May Almighty
God continue to protect it as be-

fore ! Then it will show by its suc-

cess that, true to its motto, it has

worked for truth, justice, and lib-

erty, and that it has excelled all

other organizations in patriotism.
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SWITZERLAND IN 1873.

LUCERNE.

IT sounds like a platitude when

any one nowadays ventures to la-

ment returning to the prose from

the poetry of travel, so universal is

this feeling, and so constantly is it

expressed ; yet it is impossible to

avoid noticing it when recalling
a railway journey that followed

abruptly on weeks of Alpine ram-

bles. My friend and I had been

gradually gatheiing discontent, it is

true, from the causes I have al-

ready stated, and yesterday, at

Berne, had fell that a complete

change was necessary; but further

than this we had not stopped to re-

flect. No sooner, however, had
we started in the train than the

scream of the engine-whistle, the

jerking of the carriages at the

stations, the rush of passengers
and hoarse cries of the fruit-sellers,

grated discordantly on our nerves,
and a sudden pining for the grand
mountains, with their quiet, simple
life and its elevating tone, took

possession of us. Had we car-

ried out our intention of going
to Lyons, it would speedily have

grown into a real Swiss mat dit fays.

Heartily, therefore, did we thank

Mrs. C for having appeared so

opportunely, and acted the part of

a good angel in saving us from a

species of suicide; for we felt that

our spirits would have completely

evaporated long before we could

have reached Notre Dame de Four-

vieres or any other such congenial
haven.

"
Well, yes," she answered ;

"the flat plains of France would

assuredly have proved too harsh a

contrast. Now you will still have

mountains, besides so many other

matters that must deeply interest

you."
These reflections having restored

us to good-humor, we fully enjoy-
ed the approach to Lucerne, as the

train wound round the wooded hills

alongside the green Reuss, rush-

ing on in full-grown vigor from the

lake, and past the mediaeval walls

and towers that still guard the

sturdy old town. The sun was

setting as we entered the station,

just as happened a few nights pre-

viously when we drove into Inter-

lachen
;
but in other respects every-

thing was different. Here, the

train was rapidly emptied of its

hundreds of Northerners, still brim-

ful of their city ways, or ill at ease

in some faultless Alpine costume
fresh from a London shop ;

while

there, though one could detect

many season-loungers, effort at dis-

play was not thought of, especially

amongst tourists, for dress and
such externals had long since lost

their importance in the wear and
tear of real mountaineering. And
what a noise and bustle and clat-

ter steam, and everything belong-

ing to it, entails ! Enough to drive

one wild, after many weeks of lei-

surely excursion habits the tink-

ling bells of the steamboats waiting
at the pier to carry off impatient
tourists to fifty different destina-

tions, the crowd of omnibuses^ the
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jostling of porters, and, to com-

plete the trouble, the announcement
that no rooms could be had at the

Schweizerhof or Lucernerhof, or

various other hofs; although we
had telegraphed from Berne, and

expected to find all ready. If we
would try, it was said, at the.Beau

Rivage the hotel furthest off

there was just a chance. Worn out

by the noise and fuss, we two

begged to walk, the remainder of

our party offering to drive on in a

carriage without delay, in order to

secure any vacant places there

might be before the omnibus and

its load of new-comers should reach

the hotel.

No arrangement could have been

happier ;
for as we crossed the

handsome new bridge, on issuing
from the station, the scene at once

restored . our shattered nerves.

The sun had just sunk behind the

wood-clad hills, dotted all over with

pretty villas and pensions, that rise

to the northwest above the town,
and whose sharp, dark outline every
instant became blacker against the

clear sky above, which, on its part,

was rapidly changing from one tint

to another, each more delicate than

the preceding one. Below, the

river moved like a mass of molten

gold, whilst the covered bridge
close by and the old tower at the

corner wore a dark, warm brown

hue, all the richer from the reflec-

tion of the waters beneath. Turn-

ing round towards the lake, on
whose margin we stood, the mag-
nificent panorama of snow-tipped
mountains which encircle its upper
end transfixed us. with admiration.

Every peak, every line, was visi-

ble in the clear atmosphere, from

Mount Pilatus, bathed in a flood of

purple, right in front, to the most
distant of the long line rising be-

yond. In a few minutes the colors

in the west grew faint and fainter?

but a fresh after-glow lit up the

mountain - crests opposite, fading

gradually into the tenderest pink,
until one by one they sank into the

approaching night. How wonderful-

ly beautiful it was! Impossible to

be surpassed ! And for an instant

we felt half tempted to become un-

faithful to the glorious Jungfrau
and lovely Interlachen, But the

abiding impression of all such

scenes in this favored land is, with-

out doubt, one of marvel at the va-

rieties of God's creation, and no-

where does one more cordially
echo that Inspired voice which of

old cried :

"
Let every spirit praise

the Lord!"
Lost in admiration at this effect

of color on water, wood, and moun-

tain, we grew deaf to the clatter

of the passing crowd across the

bridge, when suddenly the sound
of bells aroused our attention. It

seemed as if every church-bell in

the place had been set a-ringing;
and so it really was ! We listened ;

but, unaccustomed as we had now
so long been to the beautiful prac-

tice, some minutes elapsed before

we recognized the true mark of a

Catholic country the Ave Maria
or Angelus bell ! A learned divine

has written lately that it would

simplify matters very much if the

world were classed in two divisions

only namely, those who say the

Angelus, and those who do not
; or,

in other words, those who, believ-

ing in the Incarnation and Re-

demption, boldly and lovingly pro-
fess it before God and men, and
those Christians whose faith in the

mystery k so feeble or their piety
so lukewarm that it gives them no

happiness to acknowledge it, and
who are therefore worse than the

heathens, who know not of it. No
happier welcome could have been
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given to us, who had been suffering

from a spiritual famine for the

last few weeks. Calmed by the

sweet .sounds, which were even sof-

tened by the gurgling waters at our

feet, we followed our guide along
the quay, unmindful of its white

dust, fussy tourists, and the general
unsesthetic aspect of its many mon-

ster hotels, our eyes fixed, as we

proceeded, on the Jfofkirc/ie, or

principal church, which towers

above it at one end.

It was late when we emerged
after dinner from the glare of lights

and hot, crowded table-ifhote rooms
of the Beau Rivage on to the bal-

cony of the hotel, and the same moon
which had entranced us so recently
when shining on the Jungfrau was

beginning to climb up the heavens,

right behind Mount Pilatus. The
stern mountain stood opposite to

us on the other shore, his rugged
form showing dark and unfriend-

ly against the silvered background,
but a tremulous path of light came

dancing towards us straight across

the placid waters. Tiny boats,

that were hitherto indistinguishable
in the surrounding gloom, shot in

numbers, freighted with mysterious

figures, across the luminous, quiv-

ering pathway ;
the green and red

lights of steamers were seen ad-

vancing gradually from out the

distant darkness of the lake, like

wicked monsters rising from the

deep to devour the elves and

nymphs gambolling peacefully in

our midst, while close to us, round
the near curve of the bay, the town,
still busy with life and movement,
shone in a perfect blaze of illumina-

tion, the lamps along its quay glit-

tering like stars reflected in the

still waters underneath. Poet or

painter never imagined in their

highest flights of fancy a more fairy-

. like, suggestive scene, and again we

felt and acknowledged the truth

that no art or science of man can

approach God's own handiwork in

its exquisite variety and beauty.
It was impossible to sit indoors

on such an evening, so we wander-

ed down to the walk beside the

water's edge, an impulse evidently
shared by all the inhabitants ; for,

as we passpd on, it seemed as though

every one, including tradesmen with

their wives and families, had come
forth to refresh mind and body
after their busy day's work. The

promenade was alive with people,
either sitting or quietly sauntering

up and down in apparently happy
groups, but without noise or bois-

terous sound, in perfect harmony
with the beautiful surroundings.

" This scenery surely must have
a powerful effect on the inhabi-

tants," I remarked to Mrs. C
,
as

we too at length sat down on a

bench in front of the hotel.
"

I

can't conceive living constantly
within view of all this beauty with-

out having one's mind raised to a

higher tone by its influence."

"No doubt," she replied; "and
now you can understand the full

meaning of Swiss Heimiveh, or

mal iht pays ; how, when these peo-

ple once begin to pine for their

mountains, it becomes a true mal-

ady. It does not follow, however,
that scenery, as a matter of course,

produces admiration or apprecia-
tion of its charms. You know the

world-old observation of this lack

in ancient Greek poetry. Nor
have the modern Greeks any more

feeling for natural beauty than their

ancestors; in fact, they positively
dislike the country. The Turks

are different ; but, generally speak-

ing, southerners never give it a

thought. It seems to be more a

matter of race than of locality, and
the Swiss, especially in these can-
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tons, being Teutonic, have the true

German love of nature, which
makes them so worthy of living in

this favored land ! That accounts,

too, for their love of the supernatu-
ral, to which their lively faith has

always given a religious form. The
very name of this Mt. Pilatus and
its story show this .tendency at

once."
" What is the story?" I inquired.

"
I remember reading about it, but

have quite forgotten. At this mo-
ment one might fancy anything
dragons, concealed in caverns,

swooping down on forlorn maidens,
knights rescuing Hildegardes and

Kunigundes, or any other thing you
like, on an eveningof this sort."

"Oh! no," she answered: "the

homely, burgher lives of the Swiss

rarely led them to the romantic, but
their simple piety, as I have said,
-clothed their tales with a reli-

gious coloring. This, for instance,
is where they believe that Pilate

committed suicide
; that, having

been banished to Gaul by the Empe-
ror Tiberius for failure in the ad-
ministration of his province when
governor, he could no longer bear

living in public, and his uneasy
conscience drove him from one
wild district to another until he

stopped here; but even then he
continued miserable, and finally
threw himself into the small lake
near the summit yonder, over which
his spirit still hovers. He is the
author of all the storms hereabouts.
He cannot bear strangers, but,

especially if they disturb him mali-

ciously by throwing stones into this

lake, he avenges himself by thunder
and lightning and a general confu-
sion of the elements. They were
so persuaded of this in the middle
ages that the Lucerners actually
made a statute forbidding any one
to explore the mountains, and there

are records of several persons being
severely punished for venturing up
in defiance of the order. He re<ni-

lates the weather even now; for you
can always tell by Pilatus what
kind of day it is likely to be. Have
you never heard the lines ?

" ' Wenn Pilatus tr.i'gt sein Hut
Darum wird das Wetter gut.
Tra'gt er aber seinen Degcn
Darum wird's wehl sicher regnen." *

" The Hut, or Hood, is a little

cloud which settles on the summit
only, but the sword is a long streak
across the centre of the mountain,
which bodes rain and all manner
of bad weather. There are omi-
ous stories, besides, of dragons and
winged serpents, which were for-

merly seen to fly from Pilatus to

the Rigi at night, leaving fiery
tracks behind them, and torment-

ing the shepherds and their flocks."
"
Well ! if ever there were an ex-

cuse for pantheism and belief in a

spirit-world animating nature, it

certainly would be in Switzerland .'

Everywhere I go the mountains,
cloudy sunsets, the whole moving
face of nature, speak a language
ever varying in one sense, but uni-

form in leading one's thoughts up-
wards."

"Yes; and even in bad weather

you would not tire of it ! Pilatus
is never so grand as when the storm-
clouds gather round his brow anil

roll down pitilessly on this very
spot."

"
I should very much like to know

whether the people keep up their

piety now, and how they are like-

ly to act in the coming religious

storm," I remarked.
"

I have just had an interesting
conversation on that very point
with an old Lucerner," said Mr.

* u
If Pilatus vrears his hood
The weather surely will be good ;

But if Pilatus dons his sword,
Then rain will soon be the award '
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C ,
who now rejoined us, and

who, we noticed, had stopped to

speak to some acquaintance on the

promenade when we first started.
" That was old H

,
whom we

met at Kissingen three years ago,"
he continued, addressing his wife.

"He lias retired from his appoint-

ment, and returned to this his na-

tive town. He was rejoiced to see

inr, and offered his services; and,

thinking he might be useful as a

guide, I have begged him to call at

our hotel in the morning. He gave
me a most interesting account of

matters here. They are all staunch

Catholics, he says, except a few,

who are lukewarm and seduced

by the rationalism and liberalism

of Olten and Berne. From these

alone do they fear dissension. But

they are not numerous. However,

they tried last winter to get one of

the churches given up to them. For-

tunately, the town council is ortho-

dox and firm, and Herr H is

certain that Lucerne will be true to

her name, and continue a light to

her neighbors."
" What a happy play on the

word!" I remarked "a genuine

jcu dc. MI>/. She certainly merits

the title in a material sense already,
with that girdle of brilliant lamps

shining like jewels along the quay."
"

It is not a jcu tie mot of m/
invention," answered Mr. C .

" The name is said to take its origin
from the fact itself. Some of the

Swiss towns, such as Chur and

Geneva, date from the Roman
times of Switzerland ;

but there are

no traces of Roman buildings or

settlements here. It is said, how-

ever, that even then there was a

lantern or kind of light-house at

this spot for the boats on the lake,

which was dignified by the Latin

name of Lucerna, or light ; and

this, amidst the vicissitudes of cen-

turies, has clung to it, and, as you
say, is as suitable as ever. The
town itself, like so many others, is

the offspring of a monastery some-
where about the same time as St.

Call and Einsiedeln. But those

old walls, with the quaint towerv

which still encircle it, are only from
the XHIth or XI Vth century. The
barbarians, you may remember, over-

ran the continent several times in

the IXth, Xth, and Xlth centuries,

pillaging and burning on all sides
;

but it was noticed that the walled

towns escaped, for they did not un-

derstand the art of besieging them.

One of the German emperors, there-

fore, issued orders that all the towns
should erect fortifications, and that,

in times of war, the rural population
should take refuge within them.

Basel was one of the first that was

enclosed in Switzerland, being on
the frontier. Then St. Gall, which
had sprung up round the great

monastery, and was also near the

frontier; Zurich and Lucerne fol-

lowed later. Lucerne has kept up
the old Swiss character better than

almost any other town, from its

position near these forest cantons,
which have more or less imbued it

with their spirit. The forest can-

tons," he continued, as if in answer
to my inquiring look,

"
are those

which border this lake, and give it

the name of the
' Lake of the Four

Cantons !' They are Schwytz, Uri,

Unterwalden ; and now Lucerne
makes the fourth the cradle of

Switzerland and the noblest portion
of its people. Lucerne has hither-

to been a sort of outpost for them
their point of connection with

the political world beyond ; and so

far it has always held stoutly by its

old friends. I remember the reli-

gious civil war and the Sondcrbund,
between 1842 and 1848, and Lu-
cerne was the head and front of all
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that movement. Those old towns,

amongst their various tales, could

tell many even of that period ;
for

within their walls, as well as in some

of the churches, 1,800 prisoners were

confined after the first victorious

resistance Lucerne offered the Pro-

testant Volunteers. Amongst the

number was a certain Dr. Steiger,

said' to he the leader of the Protes-

tants. He lay in one of the towers,

condemned to banishment and im-

prisonment by the tribunals of

Lucerne, when one night he escap-

ed, aided by three countrymen who
were devoted to him, and finally

fled to America. I well recollect

what a sensation it made, espe-

cially when, a few days afterwards

the great champion of the Catho-

lics a peasant was found mur-
dered in his cottage ! Then these

Catholics made a defensive league

amongst themselves to resist the

interference of the Protestant can-

tons in their religious affairs, and
which they therefore called the

Sonderbund. On this the opposite
faction took their stand, asserting
that its principle was contrary to

the spirit of the Confederacy. It

was a good watchword in any case

wherewith to rouse their partisans,
and they succeeded in this so com-

pletely that the Diet soon voted that

the league ought to be put down by
force. A large army was at once

collected, and, surrounding these

Catholic cantons as with a cordon,
they very soon crushed them. How
well I remember it all ! Whether
the experience is recollected here
it is hard to say; but Herr H
muttered something about their all

being determined to stand up man-

fully for their faith, even if it should

ultimately be necessary to fight for

it."
"
Fighting for one's faith is sub-

lime, and stirs one's deepest feel-

ings," I replied, "and that the spi-
rit which induces it still exists,

despite our prosaic, material age,
we have seen by the Papal Zouaves,
and also, united with love of coun-

try, in the Bretons, Vendeans, and
others during the French and Prus-

sian war. But it is impossible
to combine the idea of fighting of

any kind with this poetic scene, and
I would rather go to sleep to-night

dreaming of nymphs and sprites

than of war and prisons, or even of

Pilate himself or any other gloomy
visions in this fairyland. I fear I

am ungrateful for all your informa-

tion, in feeling almost sorry that we
touched on these topics," I said,

laughing, as we reluctantly turned

homewards late that evening.
I had spoken wisely. Most diffi-

cult it is to pacify one's mind after

such a conversation, and, between

reflections on the past and specula-
tions on the future of these Swiss

Catholics,. the night was far advanc-

ed before my eyes closed in sleep.

Suddenly I was awakened by a full-

toned church-bell booming across

the waters. It might again be the

Angelus; but looking at my watch,
it was only a quarter before five

o'clock, and moreover it was still

dark. Then it must be some con-

vent-bell summoning the communi-

ty to Matins and Prime. It was an

uncharitable proceeding on their

part, thought I, to waken up a whole

town; and the peal kept on for the

entire quarter of an hour. At half-

past five came another similar bell ;

and then, soon after, a chorus of

full tones, like that which had greet-

ed our arrival on the previous eve-

ning, rang out the Angelus from

every church-tower in the place,

followed at six and half-past six by
others in our immediate vicinity.

It was quite impossible to sleep ;

yet, tired though we were, the joyful
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sensation of awakening in a Catholic

land reconciled us to the penalty it

thus imposed. Up and out we

should at once go in search of the

Masses which these bells indicated.

J!ut" there be no such hurry, said

the hotel servants; for there would

be eight o'clock Mass in the Hof-

kirche close by. Then we discov-

ered that, so far from the quarter to

live bell belonging to any convent,

it was in troth rung in order to

rouse the towns-people to Mass at

the S. Peterskirche the first each

day of the series which ended at

eight o'clock at the Hofkirche.

And then we recollected how the

same custom prevails in Germany,

according to the early habits of all

German races; how hopeless it

seems ever to be up and out before

the inhabitants of a small German
town

;
and how, in the Rhenish pro-

vinces for instance, the five o'clock

Mass in summer, and the six o'clock

in winter, are the most fully attend-

ed, even in the severe seasons of

frost and snow.

We felt, therefore, like sluggards
as we ascended the paved hill and
mounted the steps leading up to the

Hofkirche. It was a bright morn-

ing, and pleasant, good-humored
faces met us, as we paused to no-

tice the exterior, so plain and un-

adorned compared to the beau-

tiful Cathedral of Berne. But this

seemed all the more suitable to the

simple life of Lucerne, with which
the fact of the church standing, as

it does, in the midst of its cemetery,
is in perfect harmony. A curious

piece of mediaeval sculpture, re-

presenting the Garden of Olives,
is let into the wall of one of the

towers, and we were examining it

when to our surprise sounds of

music from the inside reached us.

But a greater surprise awaited us

when, on entering the church, we
VOL. xx. 9

found it perfectly full. A most
devout congregation occupied every
seat in the nave. On one side knelt

the men, on the opposite the wo-
men. Whilst High Mass for the

dead was being sung at an altar

outside the choir-screen, in front of

which was placed the bier, Low
Masses were going on at side altars

near, and another at the high altar

behind. Everywhere earnestness

and devotion were perceptible ; and
a more striking contrast to our pre-
vious day's experience in the Cathe-

dral of Berne, where daily services

were unknown, it would be utterly

impossible to imagine. Yet what
must such a morning have been
there in the olden days ;

for even
now external advantages are in its

favor. The Lucerne church has

far fewer claims to architectural

beauty, and its general ornamenta-
tion is in the bad taste of the last

century. But these faults were at

the moment imperceptible to us,

who had eyes only for the life and

spirit pervading the crowd of

worshippers that filled it. It is a

fine church, however, in its own

way, and quite in keeping with

the character of the inhabitants.

The choir is imposing, and the me-
tal-work of its screen excellent.

There are old stained-glass windows
too ; and a wood carving of the

Death of Our Lady over a side altar

would be perfect, were it not for

the amount of gilding and gaudy
coloring with which it has been
loaded.

But the benches are the most
characteristic point in the building.
At one period they must all have

been appropriated, though they are

now free; for each division still re-

tains a shield, on which is painted a

coat-of-arms and the name of a citi-

zen, or of his wife or \vido\\, with

the date of the year, going back in
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some cases to the beginning of the

last century. When High Mass was

over, the women in going out passed
round by the bier, on which they

sprinkled holy-water, followed by
the men, who seriously and piously

performed the same act of fraternal

charity. Thence we followed them to

the small mortuary chapel outside,

but so filled was it by a weeping

group that we turned back and saun-

tered round the covered gallery, or

cloister, which borders this beauti-

ful Gotlesacker, or "God's acre," as

the Germans so truly call their ceme-

teries. Sauntering it certainly was
;

for it was difficult to move quickly,
so many were the inscriptions, so

well tended the hundreds of pretty

graves. Marks of affection and re-

membrance were visible at every

step in fresh wreaths and baskets

of beautiful flowers, arranged with

a taste and art that told what loving
hearts must have guided the skilful

hands that made them. Some good
oil-paintings and handsome monu-
ments also adorn this gallery ;

but the

most attractive part of the whole

burial-ground is its eastern end.

This is appropriated to diminutive

:graves and crosses, hung with white

;bows of ribbon and white flowers.

We knew that in the Catholic Church
:there is a special service for infants

one of pure joy without a word of

.grief; but never before had we seen

.any particular spot set apart for

these baptized little angels. Later,
we -found that it is a custom uni-

versal in the burial-grounds of these
Catholic cantons ; but none that we

. afterwards saw ever struck us so
much as this one of Lucerne.
The whole place, too, was full of

stone stoups, provided with water
and branches of blessed box, where-
with to sprinkle the graves. Foot-

passengers have a right of way
from an upper road through this

churchyard, and we saw many stop,
as they passed, to perform this work
of charity over a tomb, with a pious

aspiration for the repose of the souls.
" Have pity on me, my friends," is a

prayer well responded to in this

touching Gcttcsacker. where the dead
still dwell in the hearts of the living,

truly under the shadow and protect-

ing influence of the church and of

the cross. The doctrines of the

Catholic faith in the communion of

saints and intercession for the holy
souls in purgatory are here so prac-

tically carried out, that they must

get intertwined with the tenderest

feelings of each Lucerner, and deve-

loped in their best sense from child-

hood upwards, becoming their com-
fort and mainstay from the cradle to

the grave.
And then in what a beautiful

position this old church stands at

the head of the town, guarding its

flock, and a beacon to the weary-
minded! From our guide-book
we learned that originally it had
formed part of a Benedictine con-

vent, and is dedicated to S. Leode-

garius, or S. Leger. The very name
of this saint takes us back to the

furthest antiquity, to the earliest

days of Christianity in these parts ;

for he was the great Bishop of

Autun in the Vllth century whose

sanctity and courage shone con-

spicuously during sixty years in the

stormy times of the Clovis and
Clotaire kings and of their maircs

du palais, until lie was at last cruel-

ly put to death by order of Ebroin,
one of the most wicked of that

tribe, and who governed in the

name of the Prankish king, Theo-
doric. It tells, too, of those days
when the present Switzerland,

having been included in Charle-

magne's empire, was still fluttering
between his successors in Burgundy
and those in Germany ;

and how
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far the fame of saints and martyrs

spread and made their mark on

countries which, in those days of

slow communication, were distant

from their own. The convent it-

self must have been an old foun-

dation, for the church was formed

into a collegiate chapter in 1456,
and the two existing towers belong
to that period. The remainder,

destroyed by fire in 1633, was re-

built soon after in the unarchitec-

tural style of that century. Proba-

bly we owe the cloisters round the

cemetery and the massive parochial
house near, also to the monastic

period. Quite worthy, in any case,

of Benedictine refinement was the

view obtained from the open arches

on one side of the cloisters. But
alas for modern innovations! My
friends remembered this as one of

the most lovely points of view in

Switzerland some fifteen years ago ;

but now the roof of that huge
caravansary, the International Ho-

tel, rises just high enough close in

front to shut out, from all but two

openings, everything save the sight
of its own ur.gainliness. From
these two, however, it is possible to

judge what the world has lost,

looking out over the lake and sur-

rounding mountains
; and we linger-

ed long, drinking in the charms
of this matchless landscape, which

again presented itself under an

aspect quite different from that of

the preceding evening.
On returning to the hotel we

found Mr. and Mrs. C deep in

conversation with Herr H
,
who

had come according to appoint-
ment. He was a shrivelled-up,
active, little old man of about

seventy, formerly professor in a

gymnasium in the north of Ger-

many, but the aim of whose life

had been to save a certain sum, in

order to return and end his days in

his own beloved Switzerland. This

he had accomplished within tin-

last two years. The C-1 s had

taken a great fancy to the old man
when they made his acquaintance
at Kissingen, and he was now

burning to be of some use to

them. And a great help he proved
in planning the next week's excur-

sions, so as to make them finish off

at Einsiedeln on the i-jth, the chief

feast of that monastery. The day
was perfectly lovely, and the atmo-

sphere so clear that he pleaded
hard to take us up to the Linden

Avenue, a terrace walk, twenty-five
minutes off, and commanding a

magnificent panorama. But we
should see the mountains during
the rest of our travels, we argued
in reply, and our minds were so

full of Wordsworth and Longfellow,

and, through them, of the covered

bridges of Lucerne, that we could

hear of nothing else. Our party
consisted of Mr. and Mrs. C ,

their two daughters, and a good-
humored, boyish son of eighteen,
besides my friend and myself; so at

last a compromise was effected by
dividing our forces. One daughter
went with Mr. and Mrs. C to

the Linden walk, while our new
Swiss acquaintance politely offered

to conduct our division over his

native place.

Our first visit, as a matter of

course, was to
"
the Lion," the pride

and glory of modern Lucerne !

Turning off from the fussy, bustling

quay, leaving excitement and noise

behind, we wandered through quiet,

winding streets that led to the

former Zurich road, until, in a

leafy recess containing a large basin

filled by trickling water, on which
the sun played through the foliage

of the overhanging beech-trees, this

grand king of animals lay right

before us, hewn out of the perpen-
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dicular face of the living rock.

Overhead is carved the inscription,

Helvctiorum fidci ac virtuti* This

monument, erected in memory of

the Swiss guards who fell whilst

defending Louis XVI. and Marie

Antoinette at Versailles, and on the

2d and 3d of September, 1792, was

designed by the great Thorwaldsen,
and executed by a Zurich sculptor,

the expenses being defrayed by sub-

scriptions from all parts of Switzer-

land. The lion is dying, the spear
still in his side, a bundle of spears

under him, but one paw still firmly

clasping the Bourbon shield. It is

colossal ;
the whole attitude full of

strength, firmness, and sorrow a

sorrow inspiring such sympathy
that the longer one looks the more
human it appears. Yet it is not

that hopelessly sad expression of

his grand Chseronean prototype,
which once having had the good-
fortune to see on the spot, I never

can forget. But then what dif-

ferent events they commemorate !

The Greek, the defeat of an over-

glorious nation, crushed to despair;
this of Lucerne, the loss, but also

the noble heroism, of a few of

Switzerland's sons only, who, if

they could be so faithful in the cause

of strangers, what might not be

expected from them and their breth-

ren in defence of their own hearths

and homes ! And as we stood trans-

fixed to the spot, unwilling to stir,

it was pleasant to hear from Herr
H that foreign service of this

sort has now ceased. At least no

body of Swiss serve abroad to-

gether, except as the Pope's guards,
whose picturesque Michael-Angel-

esque costumes must be remem-
bered by every one that visited

Rome in its palmy days. Formerly,
not only did they serve as mercena-

ries in various countries, but there

were regular treaties in force be-

tween the Swiss government and

foreign sovereigns, authorizing the

latter to recruit throughout the

cantons. These, however, have

been swept away, and this
" Lion

"

is now the only link with those

times. Close by is a chapel where,

according to pious custom, Mass is

now and then said for the departed

heroes, and the altar-cloth of which

has been worked by the Duchesse

d'Angouleme, one of Marie Antoi-

nette's two children, protected and

saved by those very soldiers.

We had not prepared ourselves

for this beautiful, poetic work of

art, and hence it was perhaps

doubly difficult to leave it; but

time pressed, and Herr H - led

the way back to the brilliant quay.
He was eloquent on its palatial

hotels, and proud that in this par-
ticular Lucerne is so far ahead of

all other Swiss towns, except per-

haps Geneva. But still, he said,

this did not compensate him for

olden days. How different it had
been in his boyhood, in the years

prior to 1820, when the present
Schweizerhof Quay did not exist !

A long, covered wooden bridge,

1.300 feet in length, ran, in its stead,

from the middle of the town, near

the Swan Hotel, right across here

to the foot of the Hofkirche. And

then, to our intense regret, we dis-

covered that this was the chief

bridge mentioned by Wordsworth
in his continental tour. He first

speaks of the Hafellbriicke, still

existing, and then goes on to say :

u Like portraiture, from loftier source, endears

That work of kindred frame, which spans the

lake

Just at the point of issue, when it fears

The form and motion of a stream to take
;

When it begins to stir, yet voiceless as a snake."

k To the fidelity and courage of the Swiss.

lv Volumes of sound, from the cathedral rolled,

This long-roofed vista penetrate ;
but see,
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One ifler one, its tablets, that unfold

The whole design of Scripture history ;

!iig of the fatal tree,

Till the bright star appeared in eastern jliet,

Announcing One was, born mankind to free
;

His :i> ts, his wrongs, his finitl sacrifice
;

Lessons for every heart, i liiblc for all eyes.

" Our pride misleads, our timid likings kill.

Long may these homely works devised of old,

These simple efforts of Helvetian skill,

Aid, with congenial influence, to uphold

The state, the country's destiny to mould ;

Turning, for them who pass, the common dust

Of servile opportunity to gold ;

Filling the soul with sentiments august

The beautiful, the brave, the holy, and the just."

Then in a note he goes on to re-

late that the pictures on the "ca-

thedral bridge amounted to 240,

all from Scripture history ; subjects

from the Old Testament faced the

passenger going to the cathedral,

and those from the New as he re-

turns." What would he have said

could he have foreseen such a speedy
annihilation of his aspirations for

their long maintenance, and espe-

cially when replaced by all that

drives away remembrance of that
"
history

" and tends to keep men's

thoughts fastened to earth instead

of raised to heaven !

When our first disappointment
was over, we learned from Herr

H that this quay, now so ven-

erable-looking from its shady chest-

nuts, has been won from the lake,

like the Thames embankment,
within the last forty years. It has

one advantage, namely : that the

whole tourist-life which brings such

gain to Lucerne has been added on
to it, without in any way interfer-

ing with the ordinary life of its in-

habitants. Happily, it would be

impossible to change the old part
without sweeping it entirely away
a summary proceeding that no one
would think of. The original town
lies on a strip of land between the

lake and encircling hills, and is

composed of solidly-built old houses
in narrow streets, that are thorough-

ly sheltered, but without any view,

and consequently unfit for tourist

requirements. Air and landscape

the two essentials for the wealth-

bringing stranger* were fortunately

found available in the large space

gained from the lake, while the

neighboring hills seemed as if es-

pecially created for the countless

pensions that now cover them in

every direction.
"
Travellers," said

Herr H
,

"
travellers are the

great desire of Lucerne. They sup-

ply the place of trade and manufac-

tures, which we do not possess, ex-

cept in a small way in the Krienx

valley yonder. Both here and

throughout all these forest cantons,

the whole energies of the population
are of late years directed to this ob-

ject. You will find them building

hotels in all directions as you travel

through that district," pointing to

the upper end of the lake, which

we were lingering to admire from the

promenade.
"

It sometimes seems

like over-building, but the larger

the houses, the more quickly they
seem to fill. The crowds that

swarm here from June to October,
from every quarter of the globe, are

quite marvellous. Since the French

war, especially, the Germans come
in shoals. It is becoming like an-

other invasion of the northerners! I

suppose we dare not call them Huns
and Vandals," he continued, laugh-

ing.
" But I confess I fear their

influence in the long run, for they
are chiefly the population of the

manufacturing and commercial

towns of Prussia and the North, and
even when they are not decidedly

infidel, they are not overburdened

with religion, and are perfectly in-

different to its observances. I was

stopping up at the Kaltbad for a

month this summer, and only a few

out of 420 guests ever thought
about Sundays.

' Who does, when
at a watering-place ?

'

said some.
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There was no Protestant service, it

is true, except the English, but still

there might have been some differ-

ence made between it and other

days ; but, except amongst the Ca-

tholics, one could notice none, unless

that the dinner was sometimes

rather better than on week-days.
And even the foreign Catholics were
often very lukewarm. It is a very
bad example, to say the least, for

the natives. Fortunately, however,
the strangers mix with them very
little, and they fall back into their

customary life when these crowds

go home about the end of Septem-
ber. Then all is changed. The

country hotels shut up, and even
here they dismiss their large staff

of servants, and only keep a small

portion of each house open. But

they are looking forward to a great
increase of winter business in Lu-
cerne later, when the St. Gothard

tunnel, which is now begun, shall

be finished; though, of course, it

will be nothing compared to the

summer influx."
" And what becomes of the poor

servants?" I asked. "Are they
turned adrift on the world?"
"Oh! dear, no. They are en-

gaged for the hotels at Nice and

Mentone, and all along the Riviera,
in bodies of a hundred at a time.

If you happen to go south in No-

vember, you will doubtless fall in

with many a Kellner or a house-
maid you met up here in the sum-
mer. That is the form the Swiss

foreign service has taken in our

days of steam and easy communi-
cation. And very much they distin-

guish themselves. Both men and
women are considered more honest

and active than those of any other

nation, and consequently are at a

premium. That wonderful race

of
"
Kellners

"
a race apart

which goes by the generic name of

German waiter, is largely composed
of the Swiss element. Strangely

enough, however, every waitress

you meet, even in these districts, is

certain to come from the canton

of Berne. The women there have
a specialite in that line. The
peasants of the Catholic cantons

keep to the housemaid department,
as a rule, and our Lucerne maidens
become ladies' maids or governesses
in English families. And very well

they turn out, too. Both in this

town and in the rural cantons they
are a solidly good, pious popula-
tion. Very conservative also; in

fact, most conservative, in spite of

our staunch republicanism, and
most united at the same time."

It suddenly occurred to us to

ask whose funeral we had seen that

morning.
" No doubt of some

distinguished citizen?"
''

No," replied Herr H
,
"not

particularly distinguished; only an

old and highly-respected trades-

man. Oh ! no
;

that is an every-

day occurrence. All the neighbors
consider it a duty to attend the

High Mass and to pray for each

other. I was there, amongst others,

just before I went to the Beau

Rivage Hotel
; for, although I

have spent so many years away
from Lucerne, I knew this man
from my earliest childhood, and he

has been working all his life for

every one you saw there this morn-

ing, so that the least we might do
was to go and pray for the repose
of his soul, poor fellow ! They will

do the same for each one of us in

turn. Here is a column of adver-

tisements, composed of nothing but
' Thanks '

from relatives," he said,

drawing a Lucerne daily paper
from out of his pocket, and amongst
the number we read the following

touching one :

" The widow and children of
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return their heartfelt thanks to 500 inhabitants simple folk, work-

all the kind friends who spontane- ing our way on through life without

ously attended the High Mass for, any rich manufacturers or over-

and the funeral of, their lamented grown proprietors, as at Zurich,

husband and father on . They Berne, and Geneva, so there cannot

are not only grateful for this mark be much rivalry or pretension. You

of respect, but they wish to assure will not find private villas or large

these good neighbors that the lov- chateaus round this lake nothing,

ing sympathy and the kind manner for instance, even like those hand-

in which it was offered by each, have some ones on the Lake of Thun
;

done more to soften their grief than but we all hold together, and I only

they can now express." hope the young generation will

" We are a small community," continue to walk in the footsteps

continued Herr H , "only 14,- of their fathers."

TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT MONTH.

ROGER THE RICH.*

A BALLAD.

DEDICATED, WITHOUT PERMISSION, TO VICTOR EHANUKL.

GOD prospereth King Stephen !

His sway is o'er the land.

The Empress Maud hath bowed her head;
Her knights are slain, her armies fled,

Herself beneath his hand !

God prospereth King Stephen !

The land is all his own.

From north to south, from east to west,

The whole wide kingdom is at rest

Firm sits he on his throne.

God prospereth King Stephen !

Yet he hath cast his eye
On the rich lands of Sherbourn, spread
O'er many a hill and kie-cropt mead,
And many a bosky lea.

King Stephen sware a grimly oath

God wis he kept it true :

"
Since Roger Niger (bishop then)

Hath led against us armed men,

Roger shall dearly rue !"

* See Spelman's History and Fale ef Sacriltft.
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Roger hath lands and riches too,

Marks forty thousand told ;

And well I wot the monarch's vow

Hath less to do with justice now

Than with the bishop's gold.

Roger hath to Devizes ta'en

His wealth with all his speed ;

Stout men-at-arms, and billmen true,

And bowmen armed with sturdy yew,
Attend him in his need.

Now he hath stored his fortelace well

With beeves and sheep and grain.

He standeth on his topmost tower;

And sayeth in the pride of power,
The king shall knock in vain !

What, O my knights ! the monarch cries,

Shall he thus brave our wrath ?

Shake forth our banner to the blast,

And gather round us, liegemen fast ;

We'll sweep him from our path !

The king, with mighty following,

Hath sat before the tower;

But massy walls and valiant hearts

Have nobly played their several parts

The bishop mocks his power !

And loudly sware King Stephen then

A fearful oath to hear :

" Build me a gallows-tree before

The haughty prelate's guarded door ;

This yet shall cost him dear."

Now they have built the gallows-tree,

And raised it in the air

Its height is forty feet and three,

A laidly thing it is to see

And led his nephew there.

Roger the bishop stands and sees

Young Roger led to die

The nephew he had reared with care,

His only sister's son and heir :

A tear steals from his eye.

Now he hath turned him to his knights ;

His words are sad and low :

"
God, wot I am an old man now ;

He layeth sorrow on my brow,
He willeth I should go.

My nephew hath his course to run,

And mine is near its close.

I straight will render up my lands,

My gold shall pass from out mine hands-

I'll yield me to my foe !
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But as God lives lie prospcreth not

Kint^ Stephen's arms again ;

His latest triumph he hath won.

Henceforth his is a setting sun
;

His efforts shall be vain !

God prospered! not King Stephen
The Empress Maud hath fled ;

Fitz-Empress Henry snatcheth now
The golden circlet from the brow,
The glory from his head.

God prospereth not King Stephen's arms .

Anjou is in the field,

And Winchester and Gloucester band
To wrest the sceptre from his hand,
And vanquished he must yield.

God prospereth not King -Stephen's cause

Henry is named his heir
;

Still may he sit upon the throne

Weakness forbids him call his own,
In sorrow and despair.

God prospereth not his family

Eustace, his only son,

Pines from that moment, droops his head,

And, withering like a flower, is dead,
And his last prop is gone.

God prospereth not King Stephen's health

His heart is stricken sore
;

Sleep shunneth now his eyes by night;
His days are stricken with a blight ;

He smileth now no more.

And still 'tis said God prospereth not

The holder of those lands,

And Sarum's heirs ne'er live to claim

The heritage of land and name
It slippeth from their hands

;

For one, 'tis said, hath fallen by chance ;

Another falls in strife;

A father's hand unwitting smote

Another scion through the throat;

I,aw claims another's life.

God prospereth not that family
Two hundred years have sped,

And still the bishop's curse clings fast,

As fell and fatal to the last

As when those words were said.

Then the Third Edward rendered back
Unto the church its own,

And the broad lands to Robert gave
(Thou'lt see it figured on his grave) ;

And now the curse is gone !
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THE POEM OF IZDUBAR.

M. FRANCOIS LENORMANT, ir.

continuing the publication of his

Essay on tlic Propagation of the

Phoenician Alphabet in the Ancient

World, and in editing a Selection

of Cuneiform Texts, has just issued

two volumes of important and in-

teresting studies on Primitive Civ-

ilizations*

The steps of this learned writer

in the almost unknown regions
which he explores so fearlessly, and

usually with so much success, are

not always perfectly sure
; but, with

a good faith so natural to him that

it does not seem to cost him even

an effort, he knows how to retrace

his path and correct whatever may
require rectification.

Les Premieres Civilisations, sev-

eral portions of which have been

published in various collections, re-

appears developed and raised to the

present level attained by scientific

discovery. The work opens by a

notice of prehistoric archaeology
and fossil man, the monuments of

the neolithic period, and the inven-

tion of the use of metals and its in-

troduction into the West. Studies

on Egypt follow, including the Poem

of Pentaour and the Romance of
the Two Brothers. The second vol-

ume, with the exception of the
"
Le-

gend of Cadmus, and the Phoeni-

cian Establishments in Greece," is

entirely devoted to Chaldcea, pre-

senting us with a Chaldasan Veda,
or collection of liturgical and devo-

tional hymns in honor of the prin-

cipal gods worshipped on the banks

of the Tigris and Euphrates ;
the

biography of a Babylonian prince
* Les Premieres Civilisations : Etudes d '

Itis-

taire et ifArcke"oloie. Par F. Lenormant. Paris.

of the Vlllth century before our

era, Merodach Baladan, with whose
name the Bible has already made us

acquainted ;* and, lastly, the Baby-
lonian epic poem of Izdubar. It is

this last work of which the range is

the most general and the value the

greatest in connection with the

comparative history of the Semitic

races, their national genius, and
their religious ideas. It touches,

amongst other things, upon three

points which it is important to put

particularly in relief, on account of

the manner in which the inferen-

ces resulting from them strengthen
the ground of Christian apologists

namely, the myths of one of the

most important branches of the race

of Sem (or, to speak accurately,
the race that was equally descend-

ed from Sem and Cham), the Assy-
rio-Chaldcean belief in the im-

mortality of the soul, and the origin
of the signs of the Zodiac. There
is also a fourth point that of the

tradition of the Deluge.
It has been repeatedly maintain-

ed by the sceptic, M. Renan, and is

in fact one of his favorite ideas, that

the Semites were radically inca-

pable of producing an epic poem.
He refuses everything to this race

imagination, the power of invention,
the knowledge of the experimental
method, philosophy, and science.

One thing alone he accords to them
the monotheistic instinct. Now,

the cuneiform tablets demonstrate

that the sciences, especially those

of astronomy and mathematics, held

a very considerable place in the in-

tellectual pursuits of the Babyloni-

* Cf. Isaias xxxix. i.
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ans and Assyrians. The poem of

Krech, published by Mr. G. Smith,

is sufficient of itself alone, by means
of the fragments which are known
to us, to reduce to nothing all the

assertions in his history of the Semi-

tic languages, in which M. Renan
aflirms that "the imagination of the

Semitic races has never gone beyond
the narrow circle traced around it

by the exclusive idea of the divine

greatness. God and man, in pre-
sence of each other, in the bosom
of the desert behold the summary,
or, as it is termed in the present day,
the formula, of all their poetry."*

Assuredly one never found one's

self less in the desert in presence of

God alone and of man alone than

in the Semitic poems of Chaldrca.

The veritable name of the hero

on the banks of the Euphrates, sung

by Homer, has remained unknown
to this day. It is constantly found
written in ideographic characters,

which, pronounced phonetically,

give the three syllables Iz-du-bar;
but we know that they were pro-
nounced in quite a different man-
ner by the Assyrio-Chaldoeans. We
are equally certain, from the testi-

mony of other cuneiform inscrip-

tions, that this Izdubar was one of

the gods of Chaldoea. Neverthe-

less, he figures here as a simple hero,

and, according to M. Lenormant,
is probably Nemrod,

"
the mighty

hunter," as he is called in the Book
of Genesis, alluding to a popular

saying, of which the remembrance
is still preserved in Assyria, as well

as in Palestine, and also in the Egyp-
tian tradition. The historical in-

scriptions of Assurbanipal name Re-

sen, one of the cities of Assyria,
"
the town of the hunter." f

The Izdubar of the Babylonian

* Rinan, l.ivrt de Jab, Introd., p. Ixiii., 1860.

t Lcnormant, Premieres Civilisations^ torn. ii.

p. si.

inscription, like the Nemrod of the

Bible, reigns over four cities,* three

of which, named in Genesis, are

certainly identical with those men-
tioned on the tablet, and which

therefore furnish an argument in

favor of the supposition. But how-

ever that may be, Izdubar, whose
name signifies

" God of fire,"
" God of the body or mass of fire,"

is without doubt the ancient Arca-

dian God of fire whose worship
had so great an importance in the

primitive epochs; and this idea

throws much light on the Babylonian

poem, to which it, in some sort,

furnishes the key. This poem is

divided into twelve cantos, if we

may so call them, each forming a

distinct episode and inscribed in a

separate tablet. Sir Henry Rawlin-

son has proved that each canto

relates to one of the twelve signs
of the zodiac, and to one of the

twelve months of the year. The

god of fire is thus represented as

being one with the sun, and the

entire epic consists of a poetical

history of the annual revolution of

that luminary, and its accomplish-
nient in the course of twelve

months, around which revolution

various incidental episodes have

been grouped, amongst others the

narrative of the Deluge. The <//-

noucment of the poem is the cure of

Izdubar, who, at the instigation of

the man saved from the Deluge,

plunges into the sea, from whence
he issues delivered from a sort of

leprosy which had threatened his

life. M. Gubernatis remarks that

this is identical with the Vedic

myth of Indra, and also the Hel-

lenic one of Tithonus. Leprosy is

invariably the malady of kingly

heroes, and signifies old age, which,

according to popular belief, could

* See Genesis, x. 10.
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only be cured either by the waters

of youth or by the blood of a child.

The old solar hero, the dying sun,

sprang forth with renewed youth in

the morning ,
after traversing the

sea of night a symbol which

would naturally possess an addi-

tional force to the nations who
beheld the departing sun-god sink

beneath the Western sea. The
Chaldaean epic presents us, there-

fore, with the same mythological

groundwork as the other polythe-
istic religions with regard to the

worship of fire and of the sun

a groundwork presenting a point
of contact among the Semitic,

Aryan, and Egyptian races which

it is necessary to bear in mind in

tracing the comparative histories

of the descendants of the sons of

Noe.

The details of the Babylonian

poem exhibit a mythology as multi-

tudinous as that of India or of

Greece ;
the adventures also of

Izdubar for the most part closely

resemble those of the classic heroes.

He is a great conqueror, who wins

immortality by his splendid ex-

ploits and his mighty labors, some
of which remind one of those of

Hercules. We see him successive-

ly capture the winged ox, and put
an end to the ravages of a sea

monster to which is given the

name of Boul two exploits almost

identical with those of Perseus.

As in Egypt the sun, under the

name of Osiris, is the husband of

Isis, the personification of the pro-
ductive power, and sometimes the

moon, so in Chaldrea the sun,

Izdubar, espouses Istar, the moon,
who is also the Assyrian Venus,
and daughter of the god Sin. Istar

is, however, at this period, already a

widow, having lost her first spouse,
whose name signifies

" Son of

Life."

In the poem of Erech a great
number of other deities appear, to-

gether with Istar. Besides her fa-

ther, Sin, who is god of the months,
we have firstly Anou, the Cannes of

the Greeks, and the first personage
of the supreme triad

;
then the sec-

ond member of this triad, Bel, the

demiurge; and lastly the third, Ao,

Nesroch,
* or Nouah. Around these

great divinities are grouped Adar,
the god of the planet Saturn

;
Sa-

mas, god of the sun
; Nabo, f god

of the planet Mercury, and his

companion, Sarou
; Bin, god of the

atmosphere and tempest ; Nergal,
of the planet Mars

;
besides a vast

army of Annunaki, or secondary

genii ;
of Guzalu, or destroying

spirits, and others of inferior race

and power. These deities did not

agree among themselves any better

than did the gods of the Greek

Olympus. Their heaven appears to

have been anything but an abode
of peace or love

;
and in lv aven or

hell they quarrelled aliko. Istar

seems especially to have distin-

guished herself by her unaccommo-

dating disposition.

It. is believed that the account

of the journey of Istar into hell

(for the jtory of such a journey
in the Odyssey and the jEneid had
also its precursor in Chaldrea)
formed one of the episodes of the

poem of Izdubar, although the tab-

let containing it has not yet bee,n

discovered
;
but we possess it on

another fragment, and one which is

of great value, as it furnishes an

incontestable proof of the belief of

the Assyrio-Chaldaaans in the im-

mortality of the soul. The abode
of the dead is called the "immu-
table land," \ and corresponds to

* Cf. Isaias xxxvii. 38. t Is. xlvi. i.

$ This is the value of the ideographic sign by which
the abode of the dead is designated. It also bears

two other names, which are of great importance, as
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the Hades of the ancient Greek

poets. It is divided into seven

circles, after the model of the ce-

lestial spheres, and is depicted as

follows by the Chaldrean poet :

"Towards the unchangeable land;

the region [from whence none re-

turn] ; Istar, the daughter of Sin, her

ear has turned: the daughter of

Sin [has turned] her ear, towards

the dwelling of the dead, the throne

of the god Ir . . . ,
towards the

abode into which he has entered,

and whence he has not come forth,

towards the way of his own de-

scent, by which none return : to-

wards the dwelling whereinto he

has entered, the prison, the place

where [the dead] have naught but

dust wherewith [to appease] their

hunger ;
and mud for nourishment :

from whence the light is not seen,

and in darkness they dwell where

shades (ghosts), like birds, fill the

vaulted space, where, "ove the

uprights and lintel of the portal the

earth is upheaped."
* Allusion is

also made several times to this
-
unchangeable land

"
in other

poems in the collection of Assur-

banipal, as well as to spirits who
wander back to earth, and dead

who return to torment the living.

In a note on the religious belief

of the Assyrians Mr. Fox Talbot

publishes two prayers composed to

ask for eternal life to be granted to

proving that the Semites, far from borrowing from

the Greeks their belief in another life, have, on the

contrary, furnished the latter with the names which

they have bestowed on the regions of the departed.
In the poem of the descent of Istar into hell this

region is, in fact, denominated /.>//'*, probably

moaning
" the house of darkness," from Ereb,

"
evening," from whence the Erebus of the Greeks ;

anil HI .'/,-, "the house of the eternities," from tit,
"
eternity," from whence comes doubtless the Greek

Hades. The etymology a-\&rs is not historical, and

may easily be an arbitrary invention. Acheron,

vei-y probably derived from Arharttn,
the West, the place of darkness, the land of the

dead. (See Talbot, Transactions of the Society
!''4tl Ar<h<f?l0gy.)

* Prem. fir. The original text of this poem is

given in Cfij.'.v de Ttjctes Cuneifarmes, pp. loo,

105.

the king. The meaning of the

first is not perfectly clear, but of

the second, which is very explicit,

we give the most important nas-

sage :

"
After the gift of the pre-

sent days, in the festivals of the

land of the silver sky, in the shin-

ing courts, in the abode of bene-

dictions, in the light of the fields of

felicity, may he live an eternal life,

sacred in the presence of the gods
of Assyria."* Also, in a hymn to

the god Marduk, are traces of a

belief in the resurrection of the

dead. This deity is repeatedly
called

"
the merciful, who restores

the dead to life."

Thus, then, the Semites believ-

ed in the immortality of the soul ;

but monotheism was far from being
a privilege of their race, by which

it would be possible to explain the

origin of the Judaic religion with-

out providential intervention and

regulation ;
and thus we see the

Chaldaean poets combat along the

whole line the assertions of M. Re-

nan respecting their belief and

genius alike. Never did facts with

more pitiless emphasis give the lie

to the learned; and it seems as if

the historian of the Semetic lan-

guages had had a secret presen-

timent of humiliations which would

result to him from a more generally

extended study of Assyriology, when

at its outset, about fifteen years ago,

he attacked it with a determination

which has not been forgotten. f

Another historical fact which may
be gathered from the Babylonian

epic is the mythological signification

of the signs of the zodiac. The

cuneiform inscriptions have already

shown us that not only was Asia the

* Transactions of the Sac. of Bitl. Arckaol ,

vol. i., p. 107, and partially translated by Lenor-

mant, frem. Civ.

t See the two articles by M. Renn upon, or

rather afainst, the
"
Expedition en Alesopotame

"

of M. Oppert, in the Jaurnal ,/n A'arants, 1859.
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cradle of the human race, but that it

was also the primitive nursery of civ-

ilization. It can no longer be doubt-

ed that it was from thence, instead

of, as has been supposed, from

Egypt, that Greece herself received

indirectly her first lessons in the

arts, as it was also from thence that

she received her metals. It is

equally in Chaldsea that we find

the origin of astronomy and of the

zodiacal signs; the nomenclature

of the latter, as it remains at the

present day, differing in no essen-

tial point from that established

by the Babylonian astronomers, al-

though its value and signification

have hitherto been very obscure.

This obscurity has been dissipated

by The Poem of Izdubar, which

shows that the ancient Assyrian

mythology bestowed on the signs

their figures and their names. The

myths relating to each of the months
formed the subjects of the twelve

episodes of the poem. Thus, for

instance, the second narrated the

capture of the winged bull
;
and the

second month is designated as
"
the

month of the propitious bull," and
has Taurus for its sign. Again, the

sixth song related the marriage of

Istar with Izdubar, and began with

the goddess' message to the hero :

the sixth month is called
"
the

month of the message' of Istar," and

has for its sign the archeress, of

which we have made Virgo, the

virgin, who, according to the attesta-

tion of the prism of Assurbanipal,
was the goddess Istar herself. The
eleventh tablet is consecrated to

the god Bin,
"
the inundator he

who pours abroad the rain," and

the sign of that month is the shed-

der of water, or the vase pouring
it forth. Thus crumbles away the

whole chronological scaffolding rais-

ed by the school of Dupuis, ac-

cording to whom the zodiacal signs
were only to be explained as having
direct relation to agricultural labors,

and the phases of the seasons to be

regarded in reference to the pro-
ductions of the earth an interpre-
tation which made it necessary to

withdraw the origin of man to an

enormously distant period of the

past, in order to reach a time in

which, owing to the precession of

the equinoxes, the presence of the

sun in the sign Taurus should coin-

cide with the season of ploughing.
All these calculations were equally
fanciful with those founded on the

famous zodiac of Denderah, and it

is now ascertained beyond all rea-

sonable doubt that the zodiacal

signs have a religious or rather

mythological, and not an agricultu-

ral, origin.

The above

translated from

Gregoire in the Revue des Questions

Historiques,for April, 1874.

is m great part
an article by M.

NEW PUBLICATIONS.

LIFE OF ANNE CATHARINE EMMERICH, merich's visions by Clement Brentano

By Helen Ram. London: Burns & which has been translated into English.

Gates. 1874. (New York : Sold by Those who have been pleased and edi-

The Catholic Publication Society.) fied by them will be delighted with this

Many of our readers must have read life of the holy and highly favored ecsta-

that or " ' '* record of Catharine Em- tic virgin. It is a charming and wonder-
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ful life, especially that portion which re-

lates the history of Anne Catharine's mi-

raculous infancy and childhood. The
volume makes one of F. Coleridge's sc-

ries, which we have frequently had occa-

sion to pniise. We have been surprised
to ;ee in the pages of a book issued

under the supervision of so accurate and
careful an editor a number of inaccura-

cies in stylo and typographical errors.

HKIC-A-BRAC SERIES No. 2: ANECDOTE
BIOGRAPHIES OF THACKERAY AND DICK-
ENS. New Vork : Scribner, Armstrong
& Co. 1874.
These recollections and anecdotes of

the two favorite English writers of fiction

are very readable, and those which relate

to Thackeray especially interesting.

THE YOUNG CATHOLIC'S ILLUSTRATED
SCHOOL SERIES, comprising : The

Young Catholic's Illustrated Primer,

Speller, First Reader, Second Reader,
Third Reader, and Fourth Reader.
New York: The Catholic Publication

Society, 9 Warren St. 1874.

Every effort which is likely, in any
way, to help on the great work of Catho-
lic education, has of course our entire

sympathy. Humanly speaking, the des-

tiny of the church in the United States is

to be determined by the education which
we give to our children, and the almost
universal recognition of this truth by the

Catholics of America is, we are per-

suaded, the most certain evidence that

we have really made progress. It is

only within a comparatively recent time
that we have come to fully realize the in-

evitable and fatal results of allowing our
children to frequent the public schools,
and to thoroughly understand that the

common-school system of education, bas-

ed, as it is, upon the implied assump-
tion of the untruth of positive religion,

logically and in fact leads to infidelity or

to what is scarcely less an evil religious
indifference. The church without the

school-house is incomplete, and can at

best do but half work
;
and we conse-

quently find that almost all of our bishops
are now beginning to demand that every
parish shall have its parochial school.
We have been at some pains to exa-

mine the returns made by the different dio-

cesan authorities to the publishers of the

Catholic Almanac, and we find that last

year there were in the whole country
about three hundred and eighty thousand

children attending our Catholic schools.

This is probably less than half the num-
ber of Catholic children of school age-

in the United States; still, we are already

doing enough to show that Catholic pii

mary education must be recognized :i-~

one of the institutions of the country,
and that those who have control of it

should set to work without delay to give
it a thorough organization. It is well to

teach our people that the public schools

are dangerous to the faith and morals of

their children
;

it is far better to render

them useless by bringing our own up t<>

the standard of excellence which tin-

more abundant means and opportunities
of the state have enabled it to give to its

educational establishments. There arc,

we know, many parochial schools which
are in every respect equal to those of

the state
;
but under the present system

everything is left to the zeal and energy
of the pastor. What we want is a system
which will cause every parochial school

to come up to the requirements of a pre-
scribed standard of excellence. In a

word, the necessity of the times demands
the organization of Catholic education.

Each diocese should have its school

boards and its official examiners and visi-

tors. Annual diocesan school reports
should be published, accompanied bv
remarks on the defects observed in tin-

practical management of the schools and
in the methods of teaching.

Out of these diocesan school boards
and school reports in due time a na-

tional Catholic school system would

grow into vigorous life. More of this

another time
;
at present we are glad to

take note of the greater desire for excel-

lence in our elementary schools, shown

by the demand for improved class-books.

As our system of education is distinc-

tively Catholic, it of course requires Ca-

tholic text-books books composed with

a special view to the principles which
underlie the Catholic theory of peda-

gogy.
This truth has been recognized by the

bishops of the United States, who, both

in the First and Second Plenary Coun-
cils of Baltimore, made this one of the

subjects of their thought.
That The Catholic Publication Society,

which has done so much to elevate the

tone of our literature, has felt authorized

to begin the issue of a complete series of

such works, is undoubtedly an indication

of the general feeling among Catholics of
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the want of improved class-books, especi-

ally for our elementary schools, which are

by far the most important, since they more

directly concern the welfare of the masses

of our people.
Whilst we are grateful for what has

been done in this matter, we cannot

shut our eyes to the many defects of most

of the text-books now in use. We have

before us the Young Catholic's Illus-

trated Primer, Speller, First, Second,

Third, and Fourth Readers
;

and we
have read and examined them with

conscientious care, and we have at

the same time compared them with simi-

lar publications of other houses, and
we therefore feel competent to speak of

their merits, if not with authority, at least

with knowledge. That they should be

superior to any other books of the kind

is only what we had the right both to ex-

pect and to demand, and that they are

has already been generally recognized by
the Catholic press of the country.

In the choice and arrangement of the

matter we discern admirable good sense

and tact
;
in the illustrations, which are

very numerous and nearly all original,

being explanatory of the text, excellent

taste
;
whilst in the mechanical execution

we perceive the skilful workmanship that

usually characterizes the books of The
Catholic Publication Society.

The series is graded in strict accord-

ance with scientific principles of educa-

tion, and combines all that is important
in the word and phonic methods of teach-

ing, without, however, excluding the a, b,

c drill. Books must always remain the

indispensable instruments for imparting
instruction in school, and hence it is of

the greatest moment that the pupil should

from the very start be attracted to them.

Most children enter school eager to

learn
;

the craving for knowledge is a

divine instinct implanted in their hearts

by the Author of their being, which they
have already in a thousand ways sought
to satisfy by their fruitless efforts to pene-
trate the mystery of beauty with which

Nature surrounds them. When they en-

ter school this intellectual activity should

be stimulated, not repressed. The books

first placed in their hands should be sim-

ple, offering many attractions and few dif-

ficulties, presenting to their minds under

new forms the objects with which obser-

vation has already rendered them familiar,

and which they now first learn to associ-

ate with printed words. These truths

have been felt and acted upon by the com-

pilers of the
"
Young Catholic's Series,"

which, in simplicit)', incorrect gradation,
in beauty and attractiveness, far surpasses

anything of the kind that has yet been
offered to the Catholic English-speaking
public.
Another truth which can never be lost

sight of in Catholic education is that re-

ligion should be the vital element of the

whole process of instruction.
" Give me a lesson in geography," said

Mr. Arnold,
" and I will make it religious."

This is what Catholics desire : that the

light of religion should burnish as with
fine gold all human knowledge. Indeed,
in primary education religion is almost
the only subject of real thought, the only
power able to touch the heart, to raise

the mind, and to evoke from brutish

apathy the elements of humanity, and
more especially the reason. As religion
is the widest and deepest of all the ele-

ments of civilization, it ought to be the

substratum and groundwork of all popu-
lar education.

"
Popular education," says Guizot,

"
to

be truly good and socially useful, must
be fundamentally religious."

In the compilation of text-books this is

precisely the point which demands the

greatest amount of good sense and the

most consummate tact. Religion must
run through the whole fabric like a

thread of gold. It must form. the atmo-

sphere in which the pupil breathes
;
it must

give coloring to everything, and every-

thing must in one way or another be

made to prove and explain its dogmas ,

and yet there must be no cant, no attempt
at preaching, no dull moralizing, and
above all no stupidity.
To accomplish all this, our readers will

readily believe, is not an easy task, and

yet we have no hesitation in saying that

if they will take the trouble to examine

thoroughly the "Young Catholic's Se-

ries," they will agree with us in the opin-
ion that it can stand the test of even this

standard of excellence,

WE learn that the Holy Father has

sent a letter of commendation to the

writer of "
Italian Confiscation Laws "

in

THE CATHOLIC WORLD for Oct., 1873, and
ordered a translation of the article.
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CHURCH CHANT YEKSUS CHURCH MUSIC.

AN interesting colloquy took

place in our mind as we finished

the perusal of the paper entitled
" Church Music

"
which appeared

in the August and September num-
bers of THE CATHOLIC WORLD. We
transcribe it as faithfully as our

memory serves us.

The cloister of a Benedictine

monastery. Time, Anno Domini looo.

A number of monks rehearsing for a

festival.

GREGORTUS, the thoir-mastcr dic-

tating J"font an open Gradual. "Lis-

ten, my brothers all. To-morrow
is the festival of S. Polycarp the

martyr and the name-day of our

good father, the abbot. On such

a joyous festival we must not

fail to make his heart right glad
with our chanting. Let us begin
the Introit. (Stags.)

' Gaudeamus
omnes in Domino, diem festum cele-

brantes.'
"

(All the monks repeating in chorus)
"
Gaudeamus omnes in Domino,

diem "

(They arc interrupted by a hud

knocking at the door hading from
the cloister. Brother Gregorius, on

opening it, is confronted by an aged

stranger with a long, white, flowing

beard, bearing in his hand a roll of

printed music, on which the words

"Boston,"
"
Ditson," and the date

"
1874

"
fan be discerned.)

GREGORIUS.
"
Salve, frater."

AGED STRANGER. "
Prof. Huba-

nus, at your service ;
and having

come from a great distance, and

happily being born at a much later

date, I guess you will find my ser-

vices on this eve of your joyous fes-

tival of some value, for I am well

acquainted with all the best Masses

published. By the way, is one of

the brethren lately departed this

life ?"

GREGORIUS (with astonishment).

"No, God be praised! Brother

Augustine yonder did leave the in-

firmary vacant this morning, thanks

to Our Blessed Lady, that no voice

might be wanting in the choir on

the morrow ;
but wherefore the

question, good domne Hubanus?"

Emeied according to Act of Congress, in the year 1874, by Rev. I. T. HucKm<,in the Office ol

the Librarian of Congress, at Washington, D. C.
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Hun ANUS. "Because I heard you
btit just now rehearsing such a sor-

rowful, in fact, so lugubrious, a mor-

ceau an Offertory piece, I presume,
for a Requiem Mass that I sup-

posed you were getting up the mu-
sic for some such occasion."

( Tiie monks regard the aged stran-

ger with no little surprise, mingled
with curiosity?)

GREGORIUS.
" We must have

made indeed sad work of it in our

rehearsing. Worthy Hubanus, it

was the Gaudeamus you heard."

HUBANUS. " The Gaudeamus, eh ?

(Aside. I don't remember seeing
that in Ditson's catalogue. I won-
der what it is. To Gregorius.)
Would you mind repeating it once

more ?"

GREGORIUS. " With pleasure.

Sing, my brothers." (They sing
the whole Introit.)

HUBANUS. "Ah! fine; quite so-

lemn ! A Gregorian chant, I per-
ceive. A very plaintive move-
ment. The finale has an exceed-

ingly mournful effect. In D minor,
is it not ? Still, for a Requiem
Offertory I think Rossini's Pro
Peccatis, or Gounod's Ave Maria, or

'Angels ever Bright and Fair,' for

a change, would please the congre-
gation better."

ALL THE MONKS. "
Plaintive !

Our Gaudeamus mournful ! Calls

an Introit an Offertory piece! Like
a Requiem Offertory indeed ! An
Ave Maria for that too ! What
does he mean by D minor ? (Bless-

ing themselves^) Ab omni malo,
libera nos, Domine!"
HUBANUS. " Oh ! beg pardon.

That is an Introit, is it ? Indeed !

But, as I said, I have the honor to

be born at a much later date than

yourselves, and we don't bother
ourselves with singing those things
in my day and country. We bring
out the finest music, however, in

our choir of the Church of S. Bo-

tolph, in the United States, that

you can hear. I'm the organist
and director."

GREGORIUS. " Not sing the In-

troit ! Why, good domne Huba-
nus, our grand and joyous festival

on the morrow would be robbed of

one of its chief features if we failed

to sing the Gaudeamus I mean the

Gaudeamus that you have just
heard."

HUBANUS. " ' De gustibus non est

disputandum.' Hem! excuse my
indulging in the classics; those old

Latin fellows say a good deal in a

few words, you know. But you
don't seriously mean to say that

such monotonous stuff excuse my.
plain speaking on your plain sing-

ing is fit for a joyous festival ? As

my friend, Dr.
, says in his late

paper on ' Church Music,'
'

to hear

Gregorian chant for a long time,
and nothing else, becomes extreme-

ly monotonous, and burdens the

ear with a dull weight of sound not

always tolerable." He says, more-

over, that
'

this is admitted by all

who in seminaries and monasteries

have been most accustomed to

hear it.'
"

GREGORIUS. " Your learned

friend did not seek our judgment,
I assure you, and I am at a loss to

know who could have made so silly

an admission to him."

HUBANUS. " But do you not 're-

sort to every device,' as he says

again,
'

to escape its monotony on

festival days, by harmonies on the

chant which are out of all keeping
with it,' and so forth ?"

GREGORIUS. " We do not, I trust.

What little harmony we sing is in

strict keeping with the mode of the

chant; and as to escaping anything,
we know the rubrics, domne Hu-

banus, and respect them, and, what
is more, we observe them."
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HUBANUS. " On that score I

have the advantage of you ;
for it

doesn't require much knowledge of

what you call rubrics to bring out

.1 Mass and grand Vespers with us.

However, this question of plain
chant is settled long ago. It ought
to have been settled long before

you were born. For, as Dr.

continues in his paper,
' No one

will deny the appropriateness and

impressiveness of plain chant on
certain solemn occasions, especially
those of sorrow; but it is confess-

edly unequal to the task of evok-

ing and expressing the feelings of

Christian joy and triumph.' Ah !

Brother Gregorius, you should have

been born later."

GREGORIUS. " Then we monks,
and the generations of the faithful

throughout the world, have for the

past thousand years been shut out

from the feelings of Christian joy
and triumph, have we ? Verily,
either we or you can have known

very little of one or of the other,

as the observation of your learned

doctor may happen to be true or

not. Did the church put a lie into

the mouths of her cantors when
she bade them sing,

'

Repleatur os

meum laude tua, alleluia
;

tit possim
cantare, alleluia

; gaudebunt labia

mea, dum cantavero tibi, alleluia,

alleluia
'

?
" *

HUBANUS. " You are a trifle sar-

castic, Brother Gregorius; but I

willingly pardon it, for I'm a plain-

spoken man myself, and call a

spade a spade. Besides, you know,
you can always fall back on the
' De gustibus

'

a quotation I often

find very convenient
;
but I war-

rant me your prima donna doesn't

find much satisfaction in exhibiting
her fine soprano on your dull chant,

* " Let my mouth be filled with thy prnise, alle-

uia, thai ! tlleluia
; my lips shall greatly

cjoice when 1 shiill sing to thce, alleluia, alleluia."

which you must confess, with Dr.

,

'

is of limited, very limited,

range,' and in my opinion as poor in

expression as a kettle-drum."

GREGORIUS. "
I crave your par-

don, worthy sir. You are a stranger
and quite aged

"

HUBANUS (interrupting). "Eigh-
teen hundred and seventy-four."
GREGORIUS (continuing)

"
as

the length and whiteness of your
beard proclaim, while we have

only the experience of one thousand

years, the lessons of the church, and
the taste as well as the examples of

the saints to profit by ;
but we must

confess that of a. prima donna we
have never yet heard."

ALL THE MONKS (pery ckci(kdly).

"Never!"
HUBANUS. " Never heard of a

prima danna ! Why, when were you
born ? I mean, of course, the chief

lady soprano who sings in the

choir."

(Here all themonks burst out Ian
,.<;//-

t".f-)

GREGORIUS (havinggot his breath).
"
Come, come, my ancient stranger,

that explains all. We knew you
must be '

chaffing
'

us, from the

very first, with your
'

mournful
Gaudeamus

'

and your never sing-

ing Introits or obeying the rubrics

and the rest. Ha! ha! Truly,
a

'

chief lady in the choir
'

prima
donna, I think you named such a

mythical personage was only need-
ed to cap the climax of your ex-

cellent joke."
HUBANUS. "Joke! I'm not jok-

ing at all. We have ladies in our
choir (aside) and it's no joke to

manage them either (to Gregorius)
and pay them good salaries, as you
must

;
for without that, you know,

you never can have good music."

(Here the laughing of the monks

suddenly subsided, followed by loud

and angry whispers, of which the



148 Church Chant vs. Church Music.

word "'heretic" "was unmistakably

heard. Brother Gregorius interpos-

ed)
"
Judge not too hastily, good

brothers. True, no church which

oweth obedience to our Holy Father;

the Pope, and which hath a right

therefore to call itself Catholic, did

ever yet permit women to sing in

church choirs
;
but what she might

have done in this matter in the

country from which this aged

stranger conies be it ever so con-

trary to all the rubrics and tradi-

tions known unto us we will the

better learn from his own lips.

Women, then, good domne Huba-

nus, do sing in the choir in the Cath-

olic churches of your strange land,

standing, perchance, beside the men-

singers?"
HU'BANUS.

" Where else would

they stand ? You see we put the

sopranos and tenors on one side,

and the altos and basses on the

other."

GREGORIUS (scratching his sharcn

crown in great perplexity).
" We

have yet to learn many wonder-
ful things ! Canst tell me, worthy
Hubanus, how comes it ? Does your
learned friend, Dr.

, speak of

this matter in his celebrated
'

paper '?

Doubtless he mentions some decree

of the Sacred Congregation of Rites

which hath allowed this this (mi-
other scratch) unheard-of novelty ?"

HUBANUS. "
I cannot remember

that he made any allusion to it.

In fact, I fancy that he would
rather not, and I am glad he didn't.

But where's the use of making a fuss

over it ? Haven't women got voices

as well as men, and what did the

Lord give them voices for, if he did

not intend them for use ?"

GREGORIUS. " In the choir ?"

Hun ANUS.
"
In the choir, or out of

the choir, what's the difference?"

GREGORIUS. " Do the rubrics

allow it?"

HUBANUS. "Mafoi! I do not

know. (Aside.) I hope they do, if

old fogies like you are going to stir

up that question. (To Gregorius.)
No lady-singers ! If that were to

happen, my occupation, as well as

theirs, would be like Othello's

gone. For hark you, Brother Gre-

gorius, although I know but little

of your old-fashioned, barbarous

chant can't read a note of it, to

tell the truth if women-singers are

banished from the choir, music goes
with them. The music I like re-

quires the female voice. I wouldn't

waste my time with a parcel of boys
and on such music as they can

sing."
GREGORIUS. " What music is this

of which you speak so often ? Hath
the church adopted a new style of

melody which is not chant ?"

HUBANUS. "
No, not adopted pre-

cisely, but there is a new music

everybody knows it written by-

Mozart, Haydn, Mercadante, Peters,

and several others, which organists
and choirs make use of in our day.
Some prefer one, some another, ac-

cording to taste.
' De gustibus,'

you know."

GREGORIUS. " Yet tell me for

here the strangeness of your news
almost surpasses belief how dare

the organists and choirs make use

of any melody in accompanying the

Holy Sacrifice of the Mass and ab-

solving the Divine Office which has

not been adopted, or at least dis-

tinctly sanctioned, by holy church,
to whom it appertains to dispose the

ordering even of the most minute

rubric in these important matters

concerning the due praise of God
and the sure edification of the peo-

ple?"
HUBANUS. "All I can say is, we

do it. It is tolerated in some places,
and my friend in his paper quotes
some ' Instructions

'

which the
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cardinal vicar in Rome issued to

his own clergy to prove the tolera-

tion
; but, to my thinking, they

sound very much like the care-

ful mother's permission to her boy
who asked leave to learn to swim

'Certainly, my child, but don't you
never go near the water, least-

ways any water that is over your
ankles.'

"

GREGORIUS. "
I think I under-

stand, for I have heard our good fa-

ther, the abbot, say that
'

he who
would be well carried must not drive

with too stiff a rein '; and my holy no-

vice-master, Father Ambrose to

whose soul may God grant rest !

did oft chide my hasty judgment
upon my fellow-novices, saying in

his sweet way, and after the manner
of his wise speech,

' Thou wouldst
/rform monks, good Brother Gregor-
ius, before they are formed. All they
need is a little instruction.

'

At pre-
'

every one is well pleased with

your music ?"

HUBANUS. "Oh! that is quite
another question. Dr. himself

in to think so, for he

says in his paper :

'

Inconsequence
of the failure of modern composers
to meet the requirements of Cath-

devotion, though their music
has been introduced into our
churches and given every chance
of trial, complaints against it are

heard on every side. We grumble
lit it in our conversations; we

write against its excesses in the

public journals ; bishops complain
o!' it in pastoral letters; provin-
' i.il councils are forced to issue

decrees about it; the Sovereign
Pontiffs themselves not unfre-

quently raise their voices, some-
times in warning, sometimes in

threats in a word, the evil seems
to have attracted a good deal of

attention.'
"

ALL THE MONKS. " Ab omni malo,
libera nos, Domine !"

GREGORIUS. "His account of

your music which you seem, never-

theless, to prize so much more high-

ly than our dear holy c/iant, whi- ii

hath the undoubted sanction of the

church gives pretty plain evidence-

that the church hath not ado;
it in any wise. It rather suggests
the thought that she would gladly
be rid of it altogether, abstaining,

however, like Father Ambrose, from

reforming musicians before they are

formed, and resolving, as he did of-

ten pleasantly say, to my comfort,
' Thou shall see, Brother Gregorius,
that I shall wake 110 change in our

holy Rule:
"

HUBANUS. " One would think

you were born later, after all
; for it

would appear that our Holy Father,
Pius the Ninth pity you haven't

lived to know him, Brother Giv-

gorius, for he is the dearest pope
that has ruled the church since

the days of S. Peter is in the van

among the leaders of the
'

Grego-
rian movement,' since a little while

ago he made a decree that the (

gorian chant should be taught in

all the ecclesiastical schools of the

states of the church, to the exclusion

of every other kind of music ' Can-
tus Gregoriantis, omni alio rejecto,
tradetur.' You see he wishes to

get the Roman priests educated up
to it Rome rules the world and
the thing is done. 'Othello's

occupation is gone !' But how in

the world we shall ever' get up a

Christmas or an Easter Mass that

is fit to listen to when that day
comes is more than I can tell."

GREGORIUS. "Despair not, g'

Hubanus. Remain with us past the

morrow, and thou shall hear a holy
Mass and solemn Vespers w!>

will warm the cockles of thy heart.
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chanted in strains of melody that

belie neither the sentences of joyful

praise which are uttered nor the

exultation which doth lift the hearts

of the brethren to heaven, and fill

the festival hours with a divine

gladness. (To the monks.) Brothers,

let us rehearse the Gloria in Ex-

cdsis."

As the curtains of our memory
dropped upon the scene we have

just been present at, our eyes

caught sight again of the sentence

quoted by Prof. Hubanus :

il In

consequence of the failure of mod-
ern composers to meet the require-

ments of Catholic devotion" which

failure is so utter that, in the judg-
ment of the same writer, he

"
thinks

it no exaggeration to say that, if all

their compositions, except a very

few, were burned, or should other-

wise perish, the church would suffer

no loss."

But what of the figured musical

compositions of those musicians

who may in our time be honored

with the title of
"
ancient," such as

Palestrina and his imitators ? The
music of this style forms, we are

told, the staple of what is common-

ly heard in S. Peter's. The writer

of the article we allude to evidently
believes any attempt to make such

music popular would be no less a

failure. The intricacy of the style,

the exceeding difficulties attendant

upon its artistic execution, and its

restricted vocal character, are
"

fa-

tal
"
objections.

We fully agree with him. In

our former articles on this subject

(THE CATHOLIC WORLD, December,
1869, and February and March,

1870) we not only pronounced
modern figured music to be in

practice a failure as church music,

but intended also to be understood

as asserting that the cause of this

failure lay chiefly in the melodi-

ous form of such music the ne-

cessary result of a tonality essen-

tially sensuous, which renders it,

despite every effort of the artist, in-

trinsically unsuitable for the ex-

pression of the
"
prayer of the

church." That there is prayerful
music we do not deny, but it will

never obtain any more positive
sanction from the church than she

gives to the hundred and one senti-

mental "
prayers

"
and turgid

"
lita-

nies
" which fill the pages of our

"largest books of devotion" ad

nauseam, and are equally supposed

by the uneducated Catholic and the

ignorant Protestant to be the mas-

terpieces of Catholic musical and

liturgical art.

We did not think it necessary,

writing as we did for a special class

of readers, to explain the dis-

tinguishing characteristics of the

church's
"
prayer," being, as our

learned friend says, fourfold la-

treutic, impetratory, propitiatory,
and eucharistic. To us the

church was not wanting in wis-

dom in the adoption alone of plain

chant to express her divine prayer,
whether it happen to be latreutic,

impetratory, propitiatory, or eucha-

ristic. She never made any dis-

tinction that we know of. But our

learned friend, while he cannot help
but admit that for the purposes of

adoration, propitiation, and suppli-

cation it is not only all that could

be desired, but is also better than

any other melody, denies, with an

ipsc dixit, its capability of express-

ing praise and thanksgiving. Ar-

gument does not seem to be worth

seeking.
" Plain chant," he says,

"
is confessedly unequal to the task

of evoking and expressing the feel-
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ings of Christian joy and triumph."
And again :

"
It certainly must bor-

row from figured music the trium-

phant strains of praise and thanks-

giving."
Neither one nor the other. We

confess to nothing of the kind.

And although, by the rule of argu-

mentation, we are not called upon
to prove a negative, we refer to the

response good Brother Gregorius
has already made, and would fur-

thermore ask if the Te Dcum, the

Exultet, the Preface for Easter

Sunday, the Alleluia of Holy
Saturday, or the Latuta Sion, are

confessedly unequal to the task as-

signed them ?

As far as the question has any
practical importance, we feel that

not another word need be said.

Plain chant is in lawful possession,
and cannot be ousted by personal

caprice or taste, nor by gratuitous

assumptions of its inability to

answer the end proposed by the

wise authority of the church
;
still

less by a proposed substitution of a

system which, after three centuries

of vain efforts to supplant the right-
ful possessor, is declared, even by its

own friends, to be "a failure," and
the majority of its painfully-produc-
ed works fit only to be consigned
to the flames.

We have, however, a question of

more merit to discuss. If modern
music has failed to meet the require-
ments of Catholic devotion, it will

be not a little interesting to examine
into the true cause of this failure.

It will be found to lie in its melodic
form (not in the use of harmony),
which came into being with the

introduction of the chord of the

diminished seventh and the substi-

tution of the instrumental, factitious

scales called major and minor for

the four natural vocal, authentic

scales and their four correlative

phigal scales.* Like seeks like,

and as this chord of the seventh

was an inspiration of sentimental,

languishing, passional feeling, the

new music sought its language in

poetry, and chiefly in lyric poetry,
in which every sort of human pas-
sion finds smooth expression ;

and

as this latter is divided into regular

feet, with recurring emphasis and

cadence, music soon found itself set

to time. Its melody became mea-

sured. Pegasus found himself in

harness. To express the sublime,

* The chord of the diminished seventh and it^

inversions, thus:

The Gregorian vocal scales are as follows:

ist authentic, known as the ist mode.

m
2

ist plagal, or 2<1 mode.

P^
ad authentic, or 3d mode*

21! plagal, or 4th mode.

V "
3d authentic or 5th mode.

3d plagal, or 6th mode.

4th authentic, or 7th mode.

4th plagal, or 8th mode.

The dominant notes of each scale are written in

the above staff as crotchets. 1i\\t finals ^
or notes on

which any chant must end, are four : Re for the
first pair *'.*., the first authentic and its plagal, the

second mode ;
Mi for the second pair, Fa for the
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the heroic, was only possible now

by knocking down the bars, putting

it all ad libitum, and calling the

phrase recitative ; and as the pas-

sage from the sublime to the ridicu-

lous is proverbially short, the com-

position of many of these recita-

tives, in their leaping intervals and

startling contrasts, vividly remind

one of Pegasus let loose to scam-

per and roll unbridled in the open
fields.

The invention and perfection of

musical instruments are coincident

with the rise and progress of the

system of melody known as
" mo-

dem music," the organ and piano

holding the mastery. To these are

due, in great measure, the uni-

versal cultivation of the modern

tonality, and the consequent loss

of appreciation of the tonality of

the ecclesiastical modes. It is

heard in the lullaby at the cra-

dle's side, whistled by boys in the

streets, sung by children in popu-
lar melodies and hymns at school,

confirmed by all the concerts given

by orchestras in halls, theatres,
and public meetings ; every young
lady strums it forth from her piano,

every organist modulates it in

church, while all bells, from thou-

sands upon thousands of churches,

third pair, and Sal for the fourth pair ;
from which

it will be seen that melodies of an entirely different

character are obtained from the modes which may
happen to be of the same scale or have a like domi-
nant. The melody, as a rule, is confined to the
limit of its own scale. Accidental fiats or sharps are

not allowed, save only the use of Si 6 to avoid the
Tri Lon. The character of these melodies is, as a rule,

utterly confounded and hashed up together by our
modern musicians, both in their blundering attempts
to accompany the chant on the organ, and in their

compilation of harmonies found in our repertoires^" Music for the Catholic Church." Knowing little

of the tonality of the chant, and nothing of its irm-

dality, they have supposed the only harmony possi-
ble to be that based upon the principles and tonaii-

ty of modern music. Hence their chant as delivered
to us is hardly recognizable, and deserves only
the name of "very poor music." We advise our

organists to study plain chant, and they will find it

susceptible of a most beautiful harmony siti generis,
producing sublime effects of which music, with its

effeminate dissonances, is not capable.

Jangle it forth from one end of

Christendom to the other. That
the church has been able to with-

stand the pressure of all this, and
still dares to command her priests
to chant

"
per omnia scecula soecu-

lorum
"

to her own ancient mode,
is, even in that simple and signifi-

cant sentence, a proof of her divine

strength to resist the most alluring
seductions and powerful onslaughts
of the world, and a note of calm
defiance to its

"
fashion which pass-

eth away."
We are now prepared to enter

into a critical examination of the

essential character of music as dis-

tinguished from plain chant. In

the first place, we find, as we have

already noted, that it is measured
in its melody that is, it is written,

as it is said, in time ; and, as a con-

sequence of its lyrical movement, it

became equally subjected to cer-

tain laws of versification and of

phraseology corresponding to the

stanza. When musicians began to

write for the language of the

church, and to set the sublime

prose of her Gloria in Excelsis,

Credo, etc., to its form of melody,
this supposed necessity of making
musical stanzas compelled the ap-

plication of what is known in music

as the theme, on which certain fan-

ciful variations were built, shorter

or longer, as the musician deemed

necessary to complete his
"
work,"

altogether forming a sort of Pro-

crustean bed, on which the sacred

words of the Liturgy were either

dismembered or stretched by repe-
tition in order to make them fit the

melody. To make the
" work "

fit

the words was not to be thought

of; whence we judge it well for

the peace of Mr. Richardson that

Mozart and Haydn have departed
this life. We remember, when a

boy, long before we had made more
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than a child's acquaintance with

the modern "
Masses," squeezing

the Kyrit Elcison after this fashion

on the framework of one of De
llcriot's celebrated airs for violin

and piano, and gave ourselves as

much credit for the originality of the
"
adaptation

"
as we are willing to

give to the man who first of all (to

the misfortune of true church

chant) tried to compose a musical

theme for the same words of pray-
er. We refer our readers to the

late paper on" Church Music
"

in the

August and September numbers of

this magazine, and to the transla-

tion of the Gloria in Excclsis of

Mozart's Twelfth Mass, as given in

one of our former articles, as proofs
of the perfectly outrageous extent

to which this
"
adaptation

"
has al-

ready been carried.

No\v, we affirm, as a principle,
that the expression of the

"
Prayer

of sacrifice and of praise," as we

may term the Holy Mass and the

recitation of the Divine Office,

should be consonant with, and con-

formed to, the manner in which
the church directs the celebration

of the acts of the same. The cele-

brant and his ministers, the acolytes
and the chorus, do not march, halt,

turn about, or otherwise conduct
themselves like soldiers or like

puppets on wires, neither do they
hop and glide and go through set

figures like dancers. Melody in

measure is therefore wholly unsuit-

ed to the character and spirit of

the acts of the performers.
In connection with the acts of

Catholic worship, melody in mea-
sure is therefore incongruous, un-

meaning, and absurd. For, to put
the question plainly, if neither cele-

brant, ministers, chorus, nor peo-
ple are to march to do which,
even in her sacred processions,
would be shocking and profane

why sing a march ? If they are not

to waltz, why sing one ? If the

church does not want to

" Make the soul dance a jig to heaven,"

then, in the name of common
sense, why shall Master Haydn
be permitted to offer the church

singers a musical jig? The truth

of the matter is that such measured

movements, added to the gymnastic
feats of melody which characterize

the phrasing of the greater number
of modern "

Masses," are ignorant-

ly supposed to faithfully express that

Christian joy and triumph which

plain chant is quite as ignorantly

supposed to be unable to inspire.

Let any one examine the church's

chant, and especially its movement,
and he will not fail to be struck

with its remarkable consonance

with, and the sense of exact pro-

priety of, its accompaniment to the

movements and demeanor of the

sacred ministers and of all who are

appointed to assist them in carrying
out the sacred functions of divine

worship. How majestic and digni-

fied, how modest and devout, are its

measures ! A sort of continuous

procession of sound, resembling
now the deep murmuring! of the

waves of the ocean, now the gentle

breathings of the wind, now the pro-

longed echoes of distant thunder,
now the soft whispering of the

woods in summer ! Always grave
and decorous in its phrasing.
Never indulging in trivial antics

or in meretricious languishing and

voluptuous undulations. Time
and arithmetical measures do not

straiten and confine its heavenly

inspirations, for the thoughts of the

soul, and chiefly the thoughts of

prayer, do not move like clock-

work. One does not adore five

minutes, propitiate two minutes,

supplicate half a minute, and give
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thanks ten seconds ;
and to do either

in f f- or -$
time would be the height

of the ridiculous. A friend tells us

that the only time he ever had to do

either at High Mass was during the

performance of that parfof the score

called "point d'argue." Is it any
wonder that music for the church is

a failure, and that plain chant still

holds its own ?

Secondly. The melody of mod-
ern music is essentially mechanical.

Formed as it has been upon improv-
ed instrumentation, it is neither

more nor less than a musical per-

formance. The melody is therefore

the chief thing ;
the words and their

expression are only secondary.
From which, as a necessary result

if the music be worth listening to

the most accomplished vocalists

that the pecuniary resources of the

church can procure are called in

to render the selections. Hence,
also, the introduction of women
into the choir, contrary to the laws

and traditions of the church, the

banishment of the chorus from the

sanctuary, and the erection of the

detestable Protestant singing-gal-

lery over the doorway of the church.

This latter flagrant innovation on

the proper rubrical disposition of

the choir has been lately specially
condemned in the

"
Instructions

"

of the cardinal vicar at Rome.
No one surely will have the har-

dihood to call modern music an
"
ecclesiastical song," as it should

be called or it has no place in the

church. It is the song of profes-
sional singers, distinctly a mechani-
cal performance, and open, without

the possibility of reform, to the

most shocking abuses. What or-

ganist cannot recall instances

in which the male and female

singers carried on and perfected
their courtship in the choir, and
where in the same holy (?) place

eating and drinking were indulged
in during the sermon, and the daily

newspapers read? The drinking
of water or the chewing of to-

bacco well, we would like to see

the priest who has been able to

banish either from his singing-

gallery. These and other nume-
rous irregularities we think ourselves

fully justified in adducing as ar-

gument in this connection, simply
because they exist, are common, notori-

ous, and are a tolerated incumbrance
with the mechanism

; and, if effec-

tually banished, would leave the

said mechanism subject to no little

friction and the production of tones

of complaint which, whether they

proceed from unoiled hinges or

choirs, are not agreeable, consider-

ed as music.

Compare, again, the character and
movement of those upon whom the

ceremonies devolve. They are not

at all mechanical, but strictly per-
sonal. In the first place, the actors

are of a restricted class. They
must be either men or boys. Wo-
men and girls are not permitted to

celebrate or serve in any capacity
at the sacred functions. The ser-

vices of a graceful and intelligent

acolyte are exceedingly pleasant
and edifying to behold, but the

stupidest and most awkward, blun-

dering and unkempt boy would be

preferable, and must be preferred,

before any number of the bright-

est, most beautiful and quick-wit-
ted girls, because he alone possesses

the one personal qualification re-

quisite for that office he is of

the male sex. Intelligence, beauty,
and graceful manners are not em-

ployed by the church for their own
sake.

Again, the celebrant must be a

priest, the deacon must have re-

ceived deacon's orders, and all

others who, although laymen, may,
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as acolytes and choristers, aid the

consecrated personages in their

duties, are invested with a quasi-

ecclesiastical character while in of-

fice. No oneshould ever dream of

engaging the services of Jews, Pro

testants, or infidels, or even of Ca-

tholics whose lives were notoriously

bad, or who scandalously neglected

receiving the sacraments, as our-

"gallery-choirs
"
are constituted in

many a church in this country.
In the event of the priest not

been able to sing, through any in-

firmity, no layman of the congrega-
tion could take his place, although
he were the finest singer in the

world, the very prince of caremo-

ttiarii, and a greater saint than S.

Peter himself.

From which considerations it

will readily be seen how unsuited

music is for the use of such per-

sons acting in such a capacity.

Practically, music is the song of

women. We shall show further

on that it is essentially effeminate.

There is music which men and

boys can perform, it is true, but it

is not the genuine article. The
want of the female voice for the so-

prano is always felt
;
and in some

countries where women are not yet

admitted as church singers, and
" church music

"
is highly prized,

this want is supplied by castrali.

It is not the song of ecclesiastics.

That the use of it is tolerated, we
know ; that the singing of women
and castrali in church is also tol-

erated, we know
;
but the

"
Instruc-

tions
"
(we guarantee that nineteen

out of twenty would agree with

us in saying that
"
Restrictions

"

would be their better title) of the

cardinal vicar on "church music,"
referred to by the writer of the late

articles on that subject in THE
CATHOLIC WORLI>, remind us of

the probable
"
instructions

"
that

would be given if the abuse of

female acolytes were to creep in to

any great extent. We would find,

without doubt, prohibitions against
the wearing of the hair in curls, or

frise'e, or a. la Pompadour, short

sleeves, low necks, and crinoline.

They would be instructed also,

without doubt, to wear a plain
black cassock and linen surplice,

be shod like men, and let not their

courtesies savor of the ddbfit of ac-

tresses upon the stage of a theatre.

If these instructions would be faith-

fully observed ex animo, and boys
were not extinct as 'a sex in the

congregation, we do not think they
would very long have any practi-

cal application.
Contrast now the character of

plain chant with music as a suit-

able song for the duly -qualified
church singers, from the priest

down to the humblest cantor. That
it is the only song fit for the conse-

crated priest needs no argument.
Thank God, there is no "

tolera-

tion
"

of "priests' music,"
<!

sa-

cerdotal solos,"
; '

Prefaces," and
"
Pater Nosters," & la Mozart,

Haydn, Cherubini, or Peters ! It-

is distinguished especially by that

gravity of movement, that modes-

tie ecdesiastique, in its intonation,

which becomes the sacerdotal char-

acter. Any other melody from the

mouth of a priest at the altar would
scandalize not only the least ones

of the brethren of Christ, but the

greatest also; and however terrible

the
" woe "

our Lord would pro-
nounce upon those who might scan-

dalize the latter, we are not left in

ignorance of what is reserved for

those who fall under his judgment
for scandalizing the former. Any
one who has had the good fortune

of assisting at a Mass chanted by
a properly vested chorus, in strict

Gregorian melody, with organ ac-
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companiment, if you will that is,

nothing more than an accompani-
ment, as the cardinal vicar de-

sires will assuredly bear testi-

mony that it was not a musical per-
formance that is, a melodious con-

cert performed for its own sake in

any degree but a religious perfor-

mance, a chant of priests and the
"
likes of them," suggesting nothing

of this world's vanities or luxury,
and as unlike modern music and
its mechanism as the melodious

whisperings of an seolian harp are

unlike a hand-organ with monkey
bbbligato.

What is, to say the least, astonish-

ing, if not lamentable, is to see so

many priests devoted with ardor to

the study of music, and so many
more sanctioning and furthering its

inroads upon the domain which it

behooves them to cultivate, whilst

remaining wholly ignorant of the

chant, and unable to intone the

Gloria in Excchis or to sing a Col-
lect or Gospel without blundering
at every inflection. We see no im-

propriety in pressing these facts

home upon those who are bound by
the laws of their profession to inte-

rest themselves in the claims which

Gregorian chant makes upon them,
in order that they may decently
perform the sacred functions com-
mitted to their care, how sacred
one single reflection will show. For
what is the song of the priest ? It

is not a private performance of his

own, but rather an inspired ex-

pression of the mind of the church,
herself the divine voice of God.
When she prays and sings, she

prays a divine .prayer, and sings a
divine song. God prays and sings
within the walls of the church, the
New Jerusalem, which has come
down like a bride out of heaven

upon the earth. True, it is the

priest who prays and sings; but let

him not forget that there is a Voice
of supplication which ascends to

the throne of the Almighty and
Eternal Majesty that is not his, and
a song which sounds sweetly in the
ears of the Divine Mercy, and cele-

brates the praises of the Most High,
whose melody is not the inspiration
of his soul.

The Divine, Incarnate Victim of

Calvary is the Suppliant, and the
Son of David and of Mary is the

Singer. And we are told do our
senses not deceive us ? that his

song is become extremely monoto-
nous, and burdens the ear with a

weight of sound not always toler-

able ! No, we will not allow in

excuse that this sneer of disdain
and expression of contempt is only
for the chorus, and is not meant
for the consecrated priest. There
is a divine unity and faultless har-

mony in the
"
prayer

"
of Jesus

Christ as the church utters it. It

is the seamless garment which
clothes his mystic body ; who shall

dare to-rend it ?

What master-mind conceived
and executed the magnificent and
inimitable spectacle which that

prayer presents in a solemn Mass
and Vespers to the minds and
hearts of devout worshippers ?

What cunning artificer devised the

harmony of a composition so com-
plete ? Who breathed into all

those prayers and anthems, hymns
and psalms, Epistles and Gospels
from Holy Writ, that spirit of devo-
tion and piety, and informed them
with those lessons of the purest

morality and professions of the
universal faith of Christendom ?

What more than angelic Artist knew
how to dye the martyr's chasuble
in blood, and transfer the spotless

purity of the lily to the stole of the

confessor and the virgin ;
to weave

the robes of penance with the vio
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let's mournful hue, and paint the

verdure of the grass upon the ferial

vesture ? Who is that heavenly
Musician whose soul gave birth to

that sweet, intellectual, majestic me-

lody espoused so happily to those

chosen words of devout contem-

plation, of lofty praise, of innocent

joy, of dolorous compassion, and
of sanctified sorrow ? We must
look to other sources than mere
human science or artistic skill for a

solution of these questions. The
mind and hand of a divine Artist

must he in that work whose unity
and harmony the hand of man will

not sooner or later disfigure, muti-

late, reject, or destroy. That artist

is the Holy Ghost, who is the Lord
and Life-giver of the church, in

whom the mystic life of Jesus
Christ is perpetuated by the like

ineffable overshadowing which

wrought his conception in the

womb of the Immaculate Virgin
that Spirit of wisdom, from whom
come all those inspirations of

genius whose matchless produc-
tions and marvellous power are

the wonder of the world, the envy
of the flesh, and the hate of the

devil.

But, no
;
we must believe that

the divine Artist has failed,
"
con-

fessedly
"

failed, in this one of his

masterpieces. Its noblest, highest

purpose found no adequate expres-
sion. Jesus Christ has been un-

able to manifest the joy and tri-

umph of his Sacred Heart, the sub-

limest purpose of his cucharistic

life, and his song is fit only to be

chanted as a \vail over the dead or

as groans of penance in sackcloth

and ashes !

Do you believe it ? We don't.

TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT MONTH.

A VISION.

A VISION of our Mary, heavenly Queen,
Appeared to me in silence of the night.
Around her flowed a stream of golden light

In which she stood with sweet, celestial mien
And beauty but before by angels seen.

With rapture I beheld the blessed sight,
That beamed upon me ravishingly bright ;

And while entranced, mcthought her eyes serene
Did rest upon me, and a holy spell

My being thrilled with ecstasy unknown
;

But darkness soon upon my senses fell,

Though not before the bliss and joy were shown
That those enjoy who with her ever dwell

In life eternal round the holy throne.
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A SOUTHERN FLIGHT.

CONCLUDED.

VII.

"
I WISH you and Mary would

go down to the Verrions, Jane,"
said Frank, coming into our room
one morning about three weeks af-

ter my engagement with Don Emi-
dio. "I did not see Ida; but Eli-

zabeth tells me she is not well, and
I believe it all arises from the an-

noyances to which they have been

exposed through the conduct of the

Casinelli. It has grown into a

complete persecution, for people
never forgive those they have in-

jured."
"What are they doing now to

vex Ida?" asked Mary.
"

I do not understand all the

pros and cons of the matter; but
I found Elizabeth rather anxious
about Ida, and she could not leave

her to walk with me, as she had

promised last night."

That, of course, was a very seri-

ous affair, and one which demand-
ed immediate rectification, at least

in Frank's opinion as any similar

event would have done in the esti-

mation of the other gentleman who
so often formed one of our small
circle

;
for I had long since found

out that I was not to be allowed
the privilege of a headache, or any
other excuse for solitude, without a

rigorous investigation of the merits
of the case being set on foot by
Don Emidio.
Of course Mary and I lost no

time in going to Villa Casinelli. We
took the path that had been cleared

through the vineyard, on purpose
to save Mary the fatigue of the

longer way by the road. The
vigneroli had taken great pains to

make this little approach for the

"padre's friends," as we were al-

ways called ; and they had thrown
a plank with a fragile hand-rail

across the little, rocky stream

where they washed the clothes, and
which stream formed the boundary
between the property of the Casi-

nelli and that of their neighbors.
For a short walk it was nevertheless

rather a fatiguing one; for it was

up and down all the way, and in-

cluded one or two short flights of

stone steps.
In the early spring the yellow

oxalis had covered the ground like

a carpet embroidered in gold and

green. Now the beans had taken
the place of the gayer blossoms, andj
filled the air with their sweet per-
fume.

The donkey that took the cart

full of clean linen twice a week to

Naples had his al fresco stable be-

neath the shade of a venerable fig-

tree close by a blessing promised
to his betters in Biblical times, and
one which I am sure he too merited
in his degree, and I have no doubt
considered the fig-tree as his own.

Being noisy and loquacious, like all

other two or four legged creatures

in Naples, he always greeted us

with a loud bray when we passed by.
I do not believe any donkey was



On the Wing. '59

ever so fond of expressing his opin-
ions as that particular animal. I

had for some time tried to discover

whether his utterances predicted

rain, according to the general be-

lief that asses bray when it is going
to be wet. But not a cloud could

be seen, and no rain fell for weeks
;

and certainly this particular ass

was by no means barometrical in

his utterances.

I sometimes had my fears that, as

formerly it had been Paolino's duty
to feed the poor beast, and that

now the lad was in our service, per-

haps the fodder was sometimes for-

gotten by his young master's young-
er sisters, and that the loud, inhar-

monious greeting he gave us was
meant as a perpetual protest against
the injustice of which we were in-

directly the cause.

We found Ida suffering from ner-

vous reaction occasioned by the ef-

fort to appear cheerful and com-

posed under the various annoy-
ances, and by the feeling that a

good work had been put an end to

by the malice of designing people.
In addition to which, her mother
was exposed to a variety of irritat-

ing insults which it was hard for

her daughters to bear in patience.
Mrs. Vernon was exceedingly fond
of flowers, and thoroughly under-
stood the cultivation of a garden.
She had taken great pains with the

very small enclosure which was
allotted to their apartment, and
from it the altar and their own
rooms had been supplied in abun-
dance. But now, no matter how
early in the morning she visited

her garden, the Casinelli's gardener
had always the advantage of herr

and had picked not only the best

flowers, but even the strawberries,
which she had been watching with
the kind intention of giving them
to us. He plainly told her one

day, when he met her as he came
out of her garden with a basketful

of her flowers on his arm, that he
had gathered them by his mistress'

special desire. These things were
trifles in themselves; but they were
a severe trial when they came to be

repeated day by day, in one form
or another of petty insult and dar-

ing impertinence, and generally di-

rected either against Padre Cataldo,
who could not revenge his own cause,
or against an aged lady in the en-

joyment of her few pleasures, or,

lastly, in attacking the moral char-

acter of the servants, and trying to

spread about unfounded accusa-

tions. Ida's strong sense of justice,
which amounted to a. passion, and
which made it intolerable to her

to see the weak "put upon," had
worked her up into a state of nerves

injurious to her health. Mary and
I spent the day with the Vernons,
trying to divert their thoughts, and

preaching that patience which we
were far from feeling oursel-ves.

About the time that these trou-

blesome events were occurring we
made an excursion to the Carthu-
sian church and monastery of San

Martino, which stands on the same
summit as the Castle of St. Elmo, a

little in front of it, and facing the

bay. It commands a glorious view
of the city and all the surrounding
country ; and the delight of visit-

ing so beautiful a place tempered
my indignation at the robbery of

the government in depriving the

monks of their home. Few things
of the kind can be more beautiful

than the church, where formerly no
woman entered. The walls, floor,

and roof are entirely composed of

marbles of many colors. The altar-

rails, or rather the low screen which
cuts off the sanctuary for rails

there are none is sculptured a

jour in white marble, and looks
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like some exquisite lace-work. The
choir behind the altar has also a

marble screen of the same wonder-

ful open work. There are pictures

by Spagnoletto of Moses and Elias

and the prophets. Nothing could

be more appropriate to the austere

life of a Carthusian monk than that

the chapel of his monastery should

be decorated by such an artist as

Spagnoletto. Nor is the choice of

subjects less appropriate. Strength
and depth of coloring; the expres-
sion of masculine force in all the

forms
;

bold outlines, deep sha-

dows, and strong lights, seem all

in harmony with the condition of

mind likely to be eliminated by
a life of silence and real, though
not apparent, solitude

;
for the

monks, though many, dwelt alone in

separate cells. It was a life which

called to mind the stern grandeur
of Old Testament prophecies and

the ascetic life of the Old Testa-

ment prophets ;
while the rich-

ness of the decoration ; the elabo-

rate carving not in a friable mate-

rial, such as wood, but in enduring

marble; the extraordinarily lavish

use of precious stones; the minute-

ness of detail, combined with the

unity of plan, are just the charac-

teristics that we should expect to

grow out of the leisure of perpetual

silence, and the digging deep down
into the mines of thought conse-

quent on all but unbroken solitude.

It was impossible not to be struck

with the whole as the outward

growth of the peculiar inner life of

the remarkable order to which it

had once belonged ;
and one mar-

vels to find that the extraordi-

nary degree and nature of the beau-

ty it possesses had not addressed

itself to the common sense of even

a godless government as a plea for

its continued existence in the

hands of those for whom it had

been reared. It should also be re-

membered that connected with this

life of leisurely meditation there

were great opportunities for deep
and continued study; for the Car-

thusians are a learned order.

I may perhaps be fanciful in thus

tracing the character of the edifice

to the tendencies of the order, for

it must be owned that the present

building dates no further back than

the middle of the XVIIth century,
and that S. Bruno, the founder of

the order, probably never foresaw

so magnificent an abode for his

silent disciples. But those who
have observed how, unless thwarted

by unfavorable circumstances, every

religious order in ihe church stamps
its character upon all that pertains
to it, will feel that there must have

existed a synthesis between the in-

habitants of San Martino and the

place itself, and that the white-robed

Carthusians were in the very home
which was specially appropriate to

them, and in all ways suited their

devotional and intellectual tenden-

cies. And in proof of the above

reflections it is well to remark that

the beautiful pavement of the

church was designed by a Carthu-

sian. We had of course been ac-

quainted with many of the valuable

paintings in the monastery, so far

as engravings could make us so,

and thus we hailed the Deposition
from the Cross, by Spagnoletto,
which is in the sacristy, as an old

friend, also the Baptism of our

Lord, by Carlo Maratta, and many
of Vaccaro's and Cesari's paintings.

The sacristy and the chapter-

house are equally full of valuable

pictures. It is impossible to exag-

gerate what must ever be the refin-

ing and elevating influence of such

treasures of art, and such harmony
and beauty, combined with a reli-

gious vocation of the highest order,
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heightened by the practice of si-

lence and fostered by solitude.

The cloister breathes the very

spirit of peace. The white-marble

Doric columns gleam in the sun-

shine, and cut the tessellated pave-
ment with the black shadows of their

shafts, carrying them up the white

wall with the arches of intense

light between. I can imagine the

monks learning to know the exact

hour of the day by the fall of those

shadows without needing to consult

the old clock, also with a glaring
white face, which is just below the

little belfry with its two bells, one

large, one small, that the deep-ton-
ed toll of one or the sharp, quick
tinkle of the other might denote the

various offices and duties to which

they summoned the inmates. The
cloister court is laid out with for-

mal box-hedges enclosing little

plots of garden ground, and one

garden more precious than the

others, Gottesacker* where are sown
the mortal remains of the de-

parted brethren, awaiting in the

midst of their survivors and suc-

cessors the day-dawn of immortali-

ty. There is an iron cross in the

centre on a twisted white-marble

pilaster. And the oblong square
of this interesting cemetery is sur-

rounded by a white-marble balus-

trade, with skulls carved at inter-

vals. In the centre of the court is

a marble well of singularly grace-
ful proportions. Around it is a

pavement of bricks symmetrically
arranged, but now with the blades
of grass and tiny weeds intruding
their innocent familiarity where
they have no right. Statues of

saints, vases and balls alternating,
run along the entablature of the
cloister. We longed for a vision
of the old, white-robed inhabitants

The Germans call a graveyard God's acre.

VOL. XX. II

of this white marble dwelling ;

and for once I felt not the lack

of color, but, on the contrary, per-
ceived a harmony in the white and
subdued gray tints, relieved only
by the blue sky and green grass.
But when we looked out from the

loggia on the wide view beneath us,

it was not color that was wanting.
There lay Naples, with its motley
buildings, backed by purple Vesu-

vius, and the rose-colored cliffs of

Sorrento beyond. Nature had used
all-the pigments of her pallet when
she painted that lovely scene.

We paid another visit to a sup-
pressed monastery that of the
Camaldoli before leaving Naples.
There is nothing very remarkable
in the building itself or in the

chapel. But the view is at once
one of the most beautiful and the
roost singular I have ever beheld.
We had above an hour's ride on don-

key-back to get there
;
the carriage

taking us no further than the pic-

turesque village of Antignano. The
lane up which we wound amid
young chestnut-trees, the remains
of what was once a magnificent fo-

rest, was at that time in all the ver-
dant beauty of early spring. It

was a glorious day, and I ought
to have enjoyed the ride. But,
in the first place, I have a feel-

ing amounting to animosity against
a donkey the moment I have the

misfortune to find myself on his

back. I rather like him than oth-
erwise when cropping thistles by
the roadside or in a huckster's cart.

I appreciate his patient nature and

long-enduring powers when they
are unconnected with myself. But
from the moment I find myself
condemned to be carried by him
that I feel his horrid little jogging
pace under me, and his utterly in-

sensible mouth within the influ-

ence, or I should rather say not
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within the influence, of my reins a

feeling of antipathy to the beast

seizes me, and is rendered all the

more painful to me that his resig-

nation and the long history of his

habitual ill-usage fill me with an

emotion of compassion painfully at

variance with my intense dislike of

him in the character of a steed.

I do not think I ever suffered

more in this way than during our

ride to the Camaldoli. I was es-

corted by a half-drunken donkey-

boy, of the most brutal disposi-

tion towards the unfortunate ani-

mal, whom I at once hated and pit-

ied. I was furious at the way he

behaved to my donkey ;
while he,

not supposing I knew enough Ital-

ian to understand his abominable

patois, kept turning all my com-

plaints and reproaches into ridicule

to the other donkey men or boys

accompanying him. I would glad-

ly have taken the stick out of his

hands with which he belabor-

ed my poor donkey. Indeed, at

last I succeeded in doing so
;
but

nothing short of having Emidio
with me to apply the stick to the

boy instead of the other animal

would have sufficed to soothe my
irritation. Unfortunately, my fu-

ture protector, who I felt certain

would punch any head I might
wish submitted to that process, had
been called away to Rome on busi-

ness.

The lane was very narrow, and,
even had it been as wide as Picca-

dilly or Broad Street, no doubt our

donkeys would equally have con-
sidered themselves bound to go in

single file. Consequently we were
not always within reach of each
other for any mutual assistance

;

and Frank, whom I longed to call

to my aid, was altogether absorbed
in taking care of Mrs. Vernon, to

whom this donkey-climbing of a

steep mountain-path amounted to a

perilous adventure.

Not many days after, we heard

that two or three foreign gentle-

men, making the same ascent as

ourselves, had been attacked and
robbed by these most obnoxious

donkey-men. I am afraid the ob-

servance of law and the moral

condition generally of little, out-

of-the-way villages like Antignano,
in the vicinity of Naples, is as bad
as it well can be at the present
time.

When we reached the summit,
on which stands the monastery, we
went at once to the ridge of the hill

to see the view
; and I have seldom

been more struck by anything of

the kind. Naples lay before us,

about fifteen hundred feet below;
but what was so unexpected was the

aspect of Mount Vesuvius, right in

front of us, and that of the Monte
Somma and a series of other moun-
tainous heights' of volcanic origin;
and far away to the Apennines, with

the wide plains and cities lying in

the bright sunshine, Caserta, Ca-

pua, and all the Campania Felix.

On the spot where we stood a line

straight from the eye would have

hit about one-third of the height of

Mount Vesuvius. To the right we
could see all the range of mountains

to Salerno and Amulfi. On the other

side were Pozzuoli, Nisita, Ischia,

and Baiae. I will not multiply names,
nor will I heap up epithets in the

attempt to describe what words can-

not tell. In short, I forgot all I had

said in favor of the position former-

ly occupied by the Carthusians at

San Martino in my enthusiasm for

the superior view once enjoyed by
the Camaldoli; and had the ques-
tion been open to me, I believe my
vocation to the latter order would

have been decided on the spot.

My donkey-boy had sobered down
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by the time I had again to trust

myself and my steed to his tender

mercies, and nothing occurred to

mar the enjoyment of our long
but interesting excursion. It must,

however, have been a far more
beautiful place before the present

government of Italy, by permit-

ting the wholesale destruction of

the magnificent trees which for-

merly clothed the mountain's sides,

had done so much to impair the cli-

mate as well as to destroy the beauty
of the country. It is a fact in nat-

ural history that trees emit warmth
in winter as they produce coolness

in summer; and consequently that

in a latitude like that of Italy they
are specially beneficial, as tending to

equalize the temperature. It is no-

torious that the climate of Italy has

become hotter in the summer, while

it is colder in the winter than was

the case formerly. The country has

also been subject to terrible ravages
from mountain torrents, the down-
ward course of which was formerly

intercepted by the grand old trees

of immense forests. Their impetu-

osity was broken and their waters

partially absorbed. Now they tear

down the barren sides of the moun-
tains unchecked, and devastate the

plains below, to the ruin of the crops
and consequent impoverishment of

the country. It is the short-sighted
custom of the government to let

whole tracts of mountainous forest-

lands, leaving the lessee the liberty
of cutting down as it may seem good
to him

;
and generally he is a gree-

dy man, in a hurry to make a for-

tune before the present regime shall

have come to an end, as it must do
some day.

I must not leave my readers to

suppose that all our excursions and

daily drives were on the grandly
aesthetic plan of those I have de-

scribed. We were not always my-

thological, classical, or even early-
Christian in our researches, our

walks or drives. We went shop-

ping about the streets of Naples in

a thoroughly womanly fashion, and

condescended to red and pink co-

ral, amber and tortoise-shell orna-

ments, with a full appreciation of

their prettiness. The bracelets, ear-

rings, and brooches made out of

lava never appeared to me other-

wise than as remains of barbarism.

Much of the coral-work, though

very ingenious, is also in bad taste.

But a string of pink coral beads is al-

ways a beautiful ornament, and also

always an expensive one. Amber
abounds, not of course as a native

product, but imported from the

East. The tortoise-shell is very

delicately carved, and inlaid with

gold, and some of it is extremely
pretty. There is also a great deal

of alabaster-work in figures and

vases, white and colored. Neither

Mary nor I could bear it, though
we did our best to try and be tempt-
ed by a shop in the Toledo * which
was filled with it. It is always con-
nected in my mind with shell orna-

ments and wool mats. They are

things that generally seem to go
together, and equally impress me
with their uselessness and ugliness.
I must include in my list of horrors

the lava and even the terra-cotta

figures of lazzaroni and Neapolitan

peasants. Mary was rather dis-

appointed at not finding shops of

old furniture and rococo. She had
collected a variety of pretty and
even valuable objects when she was
here many years ago ;

but now she
was told by the Neapolitans that

the English and Americans had

bought up all there was to be had
of that nature. No doubt, however,
we might still have found treasures

* A street of that name.
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had we known where to look for

them. But the days are over when

bargains could be picked up in Con-
tinental towns. All those things
have now a real marketable value,

and no venders are ignorant of

what that value is. Of course there

are occasional exceptions.
We went once to a flower-show

held in the Villa Reale, the beau-

tiful public promenade which runs

by the sea-shore and the Chiaia. I

believe it was the first of the kind

which had been attempted, and

as such was worthy of all praise.

But, apart from that consideration,

it was inferior to most of the numer-

ous flower-shows held in the rural

districts of England. We often

drove up and down the Chiaia,

which is the name of the fashion-

able street of Naples, and along
which there is a tan road for the

sake of horsemen, who ride back-

wards and forwards at a furious

rate. It is neither very long nor

very broad
;

but the gentlemen
who frequent it are evidently great-

ly impressed with their manly bear-

ing and distinguished horseman-

ship. For my own part, I prefer a

Neapolitan on the driving-box to

one in the saddle. They are ex-

cellent coachmen and but indiffer-

ent horsemen, as all men must be

who are deficient in phlegm and
in external calm. The horse is a

dignified animal, and demands
corresponding dignity in his rider.

We used often to stop at the cafe
in the Via Reale, and refresh our-
selves with "

granite
"

that is, a

glass of snow sweetened, and with
the juice of fresh lemons squeezed
into it.

As a rule, I cannot say that the

shops in Naples are particularly

good, and certainly they are very
dear. The same may be said of pro-
visions. And as the taxes are every

year on the increase, this misfortune

is not likely to be remedied. I fre-

quently used to walk through the

generally narrow and always crowd-
ed streets of Naples accompanied
by Frank, and as often Emidio, who
had arranged some point of meeting
with my brother, would come down
from the heights of Capo di Monte,
where his lovely villa stood, and join
us in our saunter through the busy
city. I have seen him stop where a

piece of rope was hung near a to-

bacconist's shop-door, or at the cor-

ner of the street, and light his cigar
from the smouldering end which had
been set fire to for that purpose. I

have never seen a burning rope in

the streets in England or in France
for the accommodation of smokers.
We visited most of the churches,

but they were as nothing to me af-

ter the churches in Rome. The

flower-boys soon got to know us as

we walked and drove about, and
the most lovely roses and bunches
of orange-blossoms would be press-
ed upon us for a few pence. The
boys would sometimes cling to the

carriage-door with one hand, while

the horses were going fast, implor-

ing us to buy the bouquets they
held in the other, till I used to think

they must fall and be run over.

But they are so lithe and supple,
and they seemed to bound about so

much as if they were made of in-

dia-rubber, that at last I got har-

dened, and would stand to my bar-

gain half-way down a street with-

out any apprehension for the safety
of my dark-eyed, jabbering flower-

boys. They generally addressed us

in a jargon of Italian, French, and

English, and as generally sold their

flowers for half the price first named.
I greatly enjoyed the freedom

and absence of restraint in these

our rambles
; for, having my bro-

ther with me, I was not afraid of
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gratifying my curiosity about the

manners and customs of the hum-
bler classes. I frequently stood by
the fountains in the streets, where

the women washed the linen, and

entered into conversation with them;
or I would buy fritture of various

kinds (which is, in fact, fried bat-

ter, sometimes sweet, sometimes sa-

vory). I did not find it always to

my taste, because it was made with

rancid olive-oil quite as often as

with fat. But the piles of light-

brown fritters lying on the little ta-

bles in the open streets, or being
tossed about, smoking hot, in iron

pans, had a very inviting appear-
ance. Then I would get Frank to

let me have a glass of lemonade
from the pretty little booths thaf

are so numerous for the sale of that

delightful beverage, with festoons

of fresh lemons hanging from the

gayly-painted poles. I delighted
all the more in my freedom that I

knew, when I should be Emidio's

wife, and drive about Naples as the

Contessa Gandolfi, I could no long-
er expect to enjoy these privileges.

I said so one day to Emidio, when
I was taking my second glass of

lemonade in a peculiarly dingy
and out-of-the-way street in Naples.
He laughed at the assertion, though
he did not for a moment attempt to

deny it; and meanwhile he enjoy-
ed as much as I did the absence
of all form and ceremony, which as

foreigners we could allow ourselves.

It was then that jestingly he asked
me whether it should be put in my
marriage-settlements that he was to

take me, at least once, to the Festa

di Monte Vergine. I could not
understand what he could possibly
mean, until he explained that so

much is thought of this feast by the

Neapolitan peasantry that if a girl
has a good dot, it is generally in-

serted in the marriage-deeds that

her husband is bound to give her

this gratification. The feast takes

place on Whit-Monday, and Emidio

assured me that my marriage- portion
was enough to entitle me to more

than one excursion to the sanctuary
of the Madonna, if such was my de-

sire. It is held at Monte Vergine,
near Avellino

;
and as we had not

been able to attend it during our

stay at Posilippo, I declared that I

should expect to be taken some

day, though I declined to puzzle
our family lawyer by the introduc-

tion of so strange an article in my
marriage-settlements.
We had reserved Pompeii for

the close of our stay at Naples, be-

cause from thence we meant to go
on to Sorrento. We entered Pom-

peii by the
"
Sea Gate," having

left our travelling-bags and shawls

at the little hotel Diomede such

a grand name for such a mean, vul-

gar little place ! How full of flies

it was ! How bad was the food !

How miserable the accommodations,
with advertisements of Bass' pale
ale adorning the walls ! Nothing,
however, of the kind could diminish

the interest with which we were
about to enter the dead city of the

dead. Mary remembered having
come to this same little public-house

five-and-twenty years before. It has

been added to since then. At that

time it afforded very little refresh-

ment for either man or beast. She
had taken some tea with her, and

they accommodated her with hot

water. Milk was not to be had, so

she floated a slice of lemon in the

tea-cup, after the Russian fashion.

And all the time a handsome youth,

indifferently clad, and with the

red Phrygian cap covering his crisp
black curls, sang a native song to

the accompaniment of a small gui-

tar, and danced the while. The

cotton-plants were ready to give up
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their bursting pods of snow-white

fluff in the fields around, and the

heat was extreme. The scene had

been much less invaded in those

days by ordinary sight-seers ;
but

also, it must be owned, there was

less to see, as many of the most

important excavations have been

made since that date. As the heat

was very great, and as, even with-

out seeing anything like all that is

worth seeing, we could not possibly
devote less than two or three hours

to walking in those shadeless streets,

it was decided Mary and I should

be carried by the guides in open
sedan-chairs. The guides are ap-

pointed by government, and are

thoroughly well informed on the

subject, and are able to answer
most questions.
We first visited the Forum. It is,

even in its utter ruin, very impos-
ing, for it stands on rising ground,
and all the principal streets lead to

it. Several Doric columns, arches
or gateways, and the pedestals
which formerly supported statues,

remain. The Temple of Venus is

close to the Forum
;
the entrance

steps are intact, and the altar stands
in front of them. Words fail me
to express the intense melancholy
of the scene, as we Wandered from

Temple to Baths, and from house to

house, down the narrow streets for

all the streets are narrow whose

flag-stones are dented by the wheels
of the chariots, and have a raised

path for foot-passengers, so high
that there are stones placed at in-

tervals to enable one to step across
the road, with a space left for the

wheels of the chariot to pass be-

tween. This was to keep the pas-

sengers from having to step into

the water which in rainy weather
must have poured down these gut-
terless streets. From the houses

being now all reduced to the ground

floor, with the exception of a few

in which the stairs leading to the

first story and some portions of the

wall remain, it cannot be said that

any of the streets produce at all an

imposing effect. Perhaps the ab-

sence of this, except in the ruins of

the temples and public buildings,
rather adds to the pathetic sadness

of the scene, by bringing all the

more vividly before us the fact of

the utter and sudden destruction

which swept away a vast city of

crowded human beings, leading the

daily life of all of us, in a few short

hours ! We saw the casts of several

dead bodies that had been found

one, ofa man making his escape with

a sack of money ; another, of a ma-
tron with her young daughter.
What masses of hair, what round
and slender limbs, what beautiful

teeth ! It is ghastly, and yet fas-

cinating; for it seems to bridge
over so wide a gulf of time, and

by one touch of nature makes us

akin to the ancient dead. I felt

this specially as we went down the
''
Street of Abundance," as it,

was named mere dwelling-houses
and shops on either side; a long,

ordinary street, where men came
and went in their round of every-

day life, buying and selling and

paying visits. The green lizards

ran over the whitened walls and
the small, brown-red bricks. The
sun poured down his relentless

rays from a perfectly cloudless sky.

Except ourselves and the guides,

no footsteps were heard, no sound

broke the death-like silence. And
at the far end of the

"
Street of

Abundance," just beyond the limits

of the doomed city, a solitary pine-

tree, looking like a black spot in

the white shimmer of the mid-day
heat, alone indicated a world of

nature and of life and growth be-

yond. Here is an oil-shop, full of
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the beautifully-shaped, huge jars in

which the oil was kept. There, on

that slab of marMe, are the stains

of wine. You see the oven, with

what once was soft white bread

the real bread
;
and you feel that

it might have happened a few years
', and that somewhere or other,

perhaps even at Naples, it might

happen again to-morrow. And two

thoughts rush in upon us, one full

of yearning pity, and one of awful

inquiry they were our brethren,

and where are they now ?

The first eruption of Mount Ve-
suvius occurred in the reign of the

Emperor Titus, A.D. 79. Pompeii,

Herculaneum, and even Naples it-

self, had suffered before them from

earthquakes, and a portion of the

two first-named towns had been

laid low. Hut nothing had ever

happened to prepare the inhabi-

tants for the terrible calamity which

was about to befall them, when, in

their villa at Misenum, the younger

Pliny's mother called the attention

of Pliny the elder to the cloud, in

the form of a pine-tree, which she

saw rising up into the heavens.

When she did so, she did not even

know that it was from Vesuvius
that the cloud ascended. Pliny
the elder invited his nephew, then

only eighteen, to accompany him
in his galley to Retinae, a town on
the coast, whither he intended to go,
with the idea that the people might
be in distress. But so little was

any one prepared for what was

really about to occur that young
Pliny did not even lay aside his

volume of Liiy which he was read-

ing; while his uncle took his tab-

lets in his hand, that he might note
down the curious phenomena he
was about to investigate, and left

the house to go on board. It was
with great difficulty and at im-
mense risk that he effected a land-

ing and made his way to Stabicc,

near Pompeii, where dwelt his

friend Pomponianus. In attempt-

ing to escape from thence in the

night, he was suffocated by the

noxious vapors that accompanied
the eruption. It would seem that

young Pliny continued his study
for some hours, never reali/.ing

what an awful tragedy was going
on beyond the Bay of Naples.
There had been shocks of earth-

quake for some days previous, but

these were not unusual occurren-

ces, and therefore excited but little

alarm, until they became so violent

as to threaten utter destruction

through the night. He seems to

have been seriously frightened
about the same time as his mother;
for each had risen with the inten-

tion of calling the other. By this

time the air was black with fall-

ing ashes, and the morning light

could scarcely penetrate the gloom.

Pliny would not leave his mother,
while she, being aged and very

heavy, feared she should not be
able to follow him, and implored
him to go away without her, which
he would not do. They escaped to-

gether into the country, in danger
of being trodden down by the

crowds of flying people, and of be-

ing smothered by the falling ashes.

The day was spent in agony and

terror', and all but total darkness.

But that night they were able to

return to Misenum, though not to

enjoy much repose, as the shocks of

earthquake still continued. Then
the young Pliny learnt that his

uncle, whom he had, happily for

himself, declined to accompany,
had perished. This eruption did

not resemble the more recent ones,

inasmuch as no lava poured from

the mountain, but burning stones

of enormous size, and ashes, to-

gether with volumes of steam, which
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poured down in torrents of water,

filled with ashes, upon the earth

beneath. The shape of the moun-
tain was altered entirely by this

eruption, as it has been in a much
less degree by that which occur-

red in April, 1872, and which our

friends, the Vernons, had witnessed.

The Neapolitans firmly believe that

their city will ultimately perish as

Pompeii has perished ;
and proba-

bly science is still unable to prog-
nosticate whether the awful moun-
tain has or has not too far exhaust-

ed its volcanic powers to produce a

second destruction as terrible as

that which Pliny has described with

such accurate detail, and yet in so

calm and unimpassioned a style.

Sensational writing is a discovery
of modern times. We exhaust our

subject in describing it diffusely

and minutely. But nevertheless

the scene Pliny's letters call up be-

fore our imagination the young lad

poring over his book in company
with his devoted mother, and the

brave and learned elder Pliny calm-

ly setting sail, tablets in hand, to

study the scene, and to assist those

in danger, and then perishing in

the attempt is as replete with pa-
thos and human feeling as language
can make it. It is full of a lan-

guage not put into words.

On the afternoon of the day we
visited Pompeii we drove to Sorren-

to, and took up our abode at a quiet
little pension recently established,
and literally hidden amongst orange-
groves. There was a small chapel
close by. Our rooms were bright
and clean, and the greater part of the

time we had the house entirely to

ourselves.

Let no one presume he knows
the beauty of Italy who has not

visited Sorrento. Can anything be
more lovely than the approach to

Vico, Meta, and Sant" Angelo, and

the aspect of these little towns

nestling amid gardens, with their

feet in the blue ripples of that tide-

less sea?

The Sorrentines are a different

race from the Neapolitans, and no
love is lost between them. They
are a more reserved and more dig-
nified people. They make less

noise, and are not so excitable.

The land they live on is not vol-

canic, the vegetation is more luxu-

riant, and the people are more

pastoral in their habits. The air

is softer and less exciting than at

Naples. Mary and I felt as if we
had drifted into the land

" where it

is always afternoon," and a lotos-

eating calm and serenity seemed to

come over us a pleasant change
after the nervous tension which

Naples produces, and which is sin-

gularly inimical to sleep.

Every description of food is bet-

ter at Sorrento than it is at Naples.
Sorrento beef is excellent, and Sor-

rento pigs have a world-wide repu-
tation for making good pork, though

they_.__are ugly animals to look at,

having large, flabby, white bodies

on tall, thin, greyhound legs, and

very large, pink ears. Naples seems

never at any time to have been well

famed for producing good food.

Nearly all Cicero's letters to Pa-

pirius Paetus contain allusions to

eating and drinking, and in one he

says : "It is a better thing, let me
tell you, to be sick with good eat-

ing at Rome, than for want of vic-

tuals at Naples."
When he was thinking of buying

Sylla's house at Naples, he asks Pae-

tus to take some workmen to survey
it for him, saying :

"
If the walls qnd

roof are in good repair, I shall

perfectly well approve of the rest."
''
If I can procure a house at Naples,

it is my purpose to live so abstemi-

ously that what our late sumptuary
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law allows for one day's expense
shall suffice me ten." This last

sentence, when coupled with that

quoted from the other letter, looks

rather like making a virtue of ne-

cessity. The marvel is that the

Naples market is not more abun-

dantly provided with Sorrento pro-
duce. The fruit is very good;
and we all agreed we had never
known the real merit of cherries

until we had eaten them at Sorren-

to, and even better still at Capri.
In our own land, in France, and
even in cherry-loving Germany, I

had always considered them as a

very poor fruit, unless cooked or

preserved. But I entertained a.

very different opinion of them when
I had feasted on them in the South
of Italy. They are as different as

the fresh oranges, picked from the

tree, are from those that have been

plucked while green, and have ri-

pened in a box during a long voy-

age.
I never cared for cherries in Eng-

land. I used to believe in oranges
as I found them in the fruiterers'

shops. But now they appear to

me a snare and a delusion when
eaten in the north.

When we arrived at Sorrento, the

Empress of Russia and her daugh-
ter, the grand duchess, were still

there. We met them driving just
as we entered the town, and of

course looked eagerly at her who was
so soon to become our own Duch-
ess of Edinburgh, and were charm-
ed with her amiable and youthful

expression, and with the pretty
smile with which she returned our
bow. They were to leave Sorrento
in a very few days. The yacht was

already moored close to the cliffs,

awaiting them. The empress shed

tears, as the people crowded round
to see her embark and wished her
farewell in their own graceful way

and soft language. She said she
had grown to love Sorrento and
its inhabitants more than she

could express, and that she should

always hope some day to return

amongst them.

The house in which Tasso was
born is now converted into a hotel,
much to the detriment of all poetic
sentiment.

Nothing can be more lovely
than the neighborhood of Sorrento,

though a great deal is unapproach-
able, except on horseback, don-

keys, or mules
; and much more is

equally so for all but very vigorous

pedestrians. We went more than

once to the small, picturesque town
of Massa, at the extreme point of

the Peninsula. We visited II De-

serto, the name given to a Francis-

can monastery situated on the top
of a somewhat barren hill, and
which commands a magnificent
view. We found only a few lay
brothers at home, and about half

a dozen orphan boys, who were
there by way of learning the art of

agriculture. The land around the

monastery was mostly barren, and
to the left was covered with brush-
wood. No agriculture was there,
at any rate. There was a large gar-
den enclosed within walls

; and as

the small agricultural were in it, I

hoped to see some evidence of their

labors. I am bound, however, to

speak the truth, much as it tells

against the expectations of Sorrento
with regard to the future tillersof the

soil, as also, which is worse, against
the efficiency of the Franciscan
instructors in this particular case.

The garden was quite full of

weeds. I scarcely saw a vegetable
or plant of any kind likely to prove
edible to anybody except our don-

keys ; but for them there was hope,
as thistles abounded. The juvenile

agriculturists were by no means



On the Wing.

usefully engaged, but were listlessly

roving about, doing nothing in

particular.
'

They looked bored
;

and I could not wonder at it.

Certainly, the orphans learned

no agriculture, and I doubt if

either the fathers or lay brothers

can teach it. It is to be hoped
that at least they learn something
else.

One bright morning we resolved

on a trip to Capri. We chartered

a boat, a man, and two boys, the

party consisting of Ida and Eliza-

beth Vernon, Mary, and me. The
wind was not altogether in our fa-

vor, and our three sailors had hard

work to row us. Nothing can well

be more beautiful than the line of

coast, with picturesque ruins, deep
sea-caves, varied rocks, and green

slopes down to the water's edge.
We had resolved to spend one

night at Capri, and intended visit-

ing the Blue Grotto the next day.
But the wind was blowing fresh,

and it seemed but too probable

that, if we did not accomplish our

visit at once, we might miss it al-

together. Our boatmen made no

objection to this addition to our

original bargain, and we soon

found ourselves rowing up to an

entrance into the rock that did not

present a different appearance to

many other such small, slit-like fis-

sures and holes, some of which

had been pointed out to us as the

sirens' caves. We found two boats

moored to the rock ; one was empty,
and in the other was a lad.

We were given to understand

that only two of us at a time could

enter the mysterious cave, and that

our boat was a great deal too large
to pass through that low, dark hole

in the rock which the restless blue

sea was lapping incessantly with a

rapidity of motion that seemed to be

momentarily on the increase. We

were moreover told that il vecchio *

was inside a piece of information

which, conveying no express ideas

to my mind, awoke a vague appre-
hension that perhaps I might have
touched on the abode of the Old
Man of the Sea a prospect not

altogether desirable. There was a

great question who was to enter the

little boat and first! encounter the

passage and the old man. Ida and
Elizabeth refused to be separated,
and Mary, with an exclamation

something about being responsible
to their mother for their safety saw
them embark with a pang. In an

instant, obedient to- the sailor lad's

injunctions, they both disappear-

ed, lying fiat down at the bottom
of the boat. The sailor gave one

vigorous stroke of his oar, ducked
down himself, and the boat was
sucked into the awful cavern be-

tween the heaving sea and the low

arch. Mary and I sat silent. Of
course we knew there was no dan-

ger. It was what everybody did,

and there could be nothing to ap-

prehend ; nevertheless, I am free to

acknowledge that those twenty min-

utes, during which we were as much
shut out from all sight and sound
of them as if they were gone to the

bottom, while the treacherous waves

slapped and lapped the rock like

some hungry live thing, and in so

doing almost closed the orifice

through which the boat had disap-

peared, were not by any means
minutes of absolute serenity to our

nerves. Presently, however, the

prow of the little boat reappeared,
and in a second up jumped Ida
and Elizabeth like Jack in the

box.
" Well !

" we both exclaimed.

"Oh! it is beautiful. Make
haste !

"

The old man.
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" And the old man ?
"

s;iid I

dubiously.
"

( >h ! yes, lie is there," was the

only reply, and no more satisfacto-

ry than my previous information.

Of course Mary and I, on getting

into the boat, made ourselves as flat

as we could at the bottom of it
;

and suddenly a heaving of the sea

shot us into the grotto. Instantly
I forgot the old man and every-

thing else in the marvellous beauty
of the scene around me. The sides

of the cave, one or two large shelv-

ing rocks, and the roof were per-

fectly blue. The very air seemed

blue. The water itself was ultrama-

rine. I dipped in my hand, and

instantly it shone and flashed

like brilliant silver. We approach-
ed one of the large rocks where

there is a landing-place. On it I

beheld some strange, dark object.

Suddenly the object leaped into the

blue water, and was transfigured
before my eyes into a huge silver

frog, swimming about in all direc-

tions with a white head above the

water. It was my much-dreaded
old man

;
and certainly the result,

in point of color and brilliancy,

of the disporting of this venerable

individual in the blue water, which

converted him into sparkling silver,

was very remarkable. But it is not

often given, to female eyes at least,

to behold a mortal swimming close

to her, and to notice the peculiar-

ly frog-like and ungraceful action

which swimming necessitates, and
which is heightened by the apparent

foreshortening of the limbs from

the refraction of the light in the

water. It suddenly flashed upon
me : was it thus that Hero saw
Leander? minus the silver of

course. Poor Hero ! The silver

frog croaked an indescribable patois,

calling our attention vociferously
to his own extraordinary brillian-

cy. At length we entreated him
to spare his aged limbs any more

aquatic gymnastics, and to return

to his rock
;
which he did, resuming

his garments in some niche of a

darker blue than the rest.

Meanwhile, our lad had rowed
the boat close up to the other large
rock on the opposite side of the

grotto, telling us that he would

gather some coral for us. It was

getting dark, and, as we sat alone

in the boat, we could neither see

nor hear him. A deep-violet hue

began to spread over the grotto
and the water. Evening was draw-

ing near, and I began to conjure
our sole protector to leave his coral

reefs and return to the boat. Then
we ducked down once more, and,
with the edge of the boat absolutely

grating against the mouth of the

cave, we emerged into the open sea

and the fair white light of heaven.

It happened once upon a time

that some one, perhaps an ordinary
traveller, perhaps another profes-
sional and belated old man, went
into the blue grotto alone, and stay-
ed too long. The wind blew hard,
and the sea rose. For three days
no boat could pass through the

closed mouth of the cave. Happily,
his friends succeeded in floating in

a loaf of bread, which he devoured
on his solitary blue rock. I have

often wished to know the history
of those three days. Did the sirens

come and sing to him ? Did no
mermaid bear him company, or

was he left a prey to
"
the blue

devils
"

?

We had a stiff breeze as we steer-

ed our course to the Marina Pic-

cola, one of the only two landing-

places of the Island of Capri. We
determined, as we were to be there

for so short a time, to sleep at the

small inn close by, called the
"

Lit-

tle Tiberius," and which we found
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comfortable, though very unassum-

ing and not quite finished. We din-

ed in the loggia, shaded by a vine,

and they brought us cherries the size

of plums that melted like a ripe

peach, and beautiful oranges, gath-
ered with the green leaves around
them.

The only way to get about on the

little Island of Capri is on donkeys
or on foot. We chose the former,

and directed our course to where
stood the Palace of Tiberius. The

village of Anacapri is very pictu-

resque, with its narrow streets, some-

times raised a step or two, dark,
wide doorways, and domed roofs.

We went to the top of the precipi-
tous rock called

"
II salto di Tibe-

rio,"
* which falls sheer and smooth

down to the sea, without a break

save a few tufts of wild flowers, and
over which Tiberius is said to have

flung his victims, whose bodies then

floated away to the coast of Baiae.

When Augustus was dying, he said

of his successor, "I pity the Romans.

They are about to be ground be-

tween slow jaws." Never was the

cruelty of a coward better express-
ed than by these words.

I suppose the only history that

will ever be correctly written will

be that which will date from the

day of judgment that day which
alone will clear up the falsehoods,

misapprehensions, and delusions

with which all history abounds, and
will leave probably only the devil as

black as he is painted, while it will

also prove that many of our angels
are fallen ones. It is always diffi-

cult, perhaps impossible, to arrive

at the secret motives of a man who
is a coward, is reserved, has a cer-

tain superficial refinement of taste

and intellect, and is cursed with ab-

solute power. Tiberius appreciat-

* Tiberius' leap.

ed the extraordinary beauty of his

favorite Capri ; and yet he dwelt

there only to commit the most hid-

eous crimes in secret, while dis-

coursing on the subtleties of gram-
mar and the beauty of art, and writ-

ing elegies and love songs. He seem-
ed to have no human affection save
for the low-born Sejanus, whom
nevertheless years afterwards he
accused to the Roman Senate in a

pitiful, whining letter, and who was
torn to pieces in consequence. He
always hated those who in any way
belonged to him, whether by a nat-

ural tie or by that of a supposed
intimacy. He hated Rome; but

even the terror and dread he had of

it, giving way to the longing to know
how far his bloody orders were be-

ing carried out, he approached the

gates. That day his pet serpent,
the friend of his bosom, was killed

and eaten by a million of midges.
"
Multitudes are dangerous," re-

marked the sententious emperor,
and back he went to the top of his

solitary rock at Capri.
The same type of man returns

from time to time upon the face of

the earth to show us the deep hell

within itself of which, alas ! the hu-
man heart is capable. Robespierre
was a man of affable manners, who
loved flowers and kept canaries.

He had delicate white hands and
a simper for ever on his thin lips.

In early life he wrote a pamphlet
against capital punishment. When
his turn came to die on the guillo-

tine, he showed no fraction of the

courage of the youngest and weakest
of his many victims. He too was soft

and cruel. There are many such,
but happily the outward circum-

stances are wanting which would

develop them into the monsters to

which, as a race, they belong.
We spent only a few hours at

Salerno, just time enough to visit
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the tomb of the great Hildebrand,
S. Gregory VII., the little man with

a great soul, the spiritual Alexander

of the church, who, as he said him-

self,
"
without being allowed the

liberty of speech or deliberation,

had been violently carried away and

placed on the pontifical throne";
and through volumes of intimate

and interesting letters relates his

sorrows, his anxieties, and his ef-

forts to the friend of his soul, Car-

dinal Didier, the Abbot of Monte-

Casino. In the crypt we visited

the altar and relics of S. Matthew.

The same evening we drove along
the coast to Amalfi. It was grow-

ing dark before we got there, and
I think, though no one said a word
about it till we were safe in the

Hotel of the Capuchins, we were

not altogether without some appre-
hension that the towering rocks, the

dark caves, the mountain heights,

and the thick woodlands which

filled us with admiration, did not

also suggest an unpleasant suspi-
cion of possible banditti. But here

I stop. If Amalfi is not seen, it

may be painted ;
but it cannot be

described in any words I know of

which will tell its beauty. The
world has many jewels from na-

ture's casket, but few more lovely
and in more gorgeous setting than

the little mediaeval town of Amalfi.

I am writing these pages in an

English village. I see a low line

of pale, misty hills to my left. A
venerable church tower peeps from
amid large elms and red brick cot-

tage chimneys. In front of my
trim garden is a green meadow.
The white butterflies are coursing
each other in the noontide warmth,
and the village children have
crowned themselves with tall paper
caps, and are holding some jubilee
of their own, the mysteries of which
are undiscernable to older minds.

The clematis which climbs my
porch breathes soft, perfumed sighs
at my open window. It is pretty,

simple, homely. But between this

and the dreamlike beauty of Amalfi

there lies far more than the dis-

tance of many hundreds of miles.

There lie the yearning of the soul

for the best of God's beautiful cre-

ation for the warmth of the sun,
that natural god of life and glad-
ness the thirst of the artist's eye
for color, and the poet's love of

the language of song; there lie

the Catholic's hunger for the land

of faith and the longing for the re-

gions of old memories and heroic

sanctities.

Yes, I love my own pale land,

with her brief, scarce summer

smiles, her windy autumns, and
her long, fireside, wintry evenings.
But while I write it and feel it,

there comes up before my mind the

rose-tints and blue and silver spar-

kle, the golden rocks and emerald

verdure, of the land with the
"
fatal

gift of beauty,
" and I feel my

heart sink as I recall Amalfi.

A few more days, and we had
looked our last on Southern Italy.

There were other reasons besides

the thirst for sunshine and beauty

why our leaving Naples should prove
so sad. There was the close friend-

ship with the Vernons and Padre
Cataldo ; and as regarded four

hearts, there was something more, I

suppose, than friendship.
On leaving Amalfi we only slept

one night at Naples (for Posilippo
we saw no more), and that was a

dream-tost, tearful night. We would
not suffer any of our friends to ac-

company us to the station. Public

farewells would be unbearable.

The last thing I remember, as

I drove through the hot, bright
streets teeming with life, was two

young girls with naked feet gayly
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dancing the tarantella on the

burning pavement. Lightly, trip-

pingly, daintily they danced
these two supple-limbed daughters
of the sunny south. How joyous,
how free from care, from after-

thought or forethought, did they
seem ! A few figs (they were just

ripe) in summer, a few chestnuts

and some yellow bread of Indian

corn, are all they need for food ;

and one scant frock, that hides

neither arms nor ankles, is all that

decency demands. The sun does

the rest, pouring rich color into

their veins, bright sparkles into their

eyes. And so at mid-day shall

they dance, on flags which would
scorch my northern skin, singing
the while to their own steps, un-

challenged by police, unreproach-
ed by man, and know no harm,
while we go back to our mists and

showers amidst our "
advanced civ-

ilization."

While writing this my eyes rest

upon these lines :

"
Many take root

in this soil, and find themselves

unable to leave it again. A species
of contemplative epicurism takes

possession of them a life freed

from all vain desires and sterile

agitation ;
an ideal existence which

is shocked by no inconvenient re-

ality. Others return to their hy-
perborean country, bringing with

them a luminous remembrance to

light up the gray twilight of their

frozen sky for evermore
; others

still have quaffed the enchantress'

charmed potion, and can no longer
resist the gentle desires which draw
them periodically back to her."

May I also be numbered with

those who return to the southern

shores of beautiful Italy !

THE THREE EDENS.

BLOOM'D the first Eden not with man alone,
But woman, equal woman, at his side.

And seemly was it when, together tried,

They fell together for the two were one.

On Calvary stood the Mother by the Son :

New Eve with Second Adam crucified
;

And as through Eve in Adam we had died,

Through Mary was our loss in Christ undone.
Then how should not the Paradise regained
Behold its Eve beside her Adam throned ;

Both risen, both ascended unprofaned
Each virginal body, by the grave disowned ?

Else had our foe his conquest half maintained,
The primal ruin been but half atoned.

LAKE GEORGE, FEAST OF THE ASSUMPTION, 1874.
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A DISCUSSION WITH AN INFIDEL.

xiv.

THE SEAT OF THE SOUL.

JBiichner. You will admit, I pre-

sume, that
"
the brain is not merely

the organ of thought and of all the

higher mental faculties, but also the

sole and exclusive seat of the soul.

Every thought is produced in the

brain, every kind of feeling and

sensation, exertion of the will, and

voluntary motion, proceeds from it
"

(p. 141).

Reader. Not exactly
" from it,"

but from the soul, as I have already
established ; though certainly the

brain is instrumental in all vital

operations. As to the brain being
"
the sole and exclusive

"
seat of

the soul I think that physiologists
do not agree, and that philosophers
have something to object.

Biichner. It is now a recognized
truth.

"
It took a long time before

it was recognized, and it is even to

this day difficult for those who are

not physicians to convince them-

selves of its correctness "(ibid.)

Reader. It must be difficult in-

deed
;

for although we have reason

to believe that the brain is, so to

say, the central telegraphic office

where every intelligence from the

other parts of the body is received,

yet it is but natural to suppose that

there cannot be a central office if

there are no other offices destined

to correspond with it. On the other

hand, philosophers teach that the

soul is the form of the body ; which

implies that there are other parts of

our body, besides the brain, where
the soul must be present.

Biichner.
" These philosophers

are a singular people. They talk

of the creation of the world as if

they had been present on the occa-

sion
; they define the Absolute as if

they had sat at its table for years ;

they babble about the nothing and
the something, the ego and non-ego,
the per se and in se, universals and

particulars, perishability and abso-

lute existence, the unknown x, etc.,

etc., with a confidence as ifa celestial

codex had given them exact infor-

mation about all these ideas and

things, and they plaster up the

simplest notions with such a confus-

ed mass of high-sounding and learn-

ed but incomprehensible words and

phrases as to turn the head of a

rational man. But, in spite of all

this, upon their metaphysical emi-

nence they are not unfrequently so

far off from any positive knowledge
that they commit the most amusing
blunders, especially in those cases

in which philosophy and science

meet, and when the latter threatens

to destroy the results of metaphysi-
cal speculation. Thus almost all

philosophical psychologists have

struggled with rare energy against
the theory of the seat of the soul in

the brain, and continue in their op-

position without taking the least

notice of the progress of experi-
mental science

"
(pp. 142, 143).

Reader. I am surprised, doctor,
at your declamation against phi-

losophers. You have no right to

denounce them either in general or

in particular. I admit that ration-

alistic philosophers richly deserve

all the contempt you can heap upon
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them, but it is not fair in you to

attack them; for they are better

than you. To lay your own faults

on the shoulders of your opponents
is an old trick. The burglar calls

his victim a thief; designing Free-

masons always prate about Jesuiti-

cal machinations ; and writers whose

philosophical baggage is as light as

their pretensions are high inveigh

against those by whom they dread

to be exposed, refuted, and sup-

planted. Such is the case with you.
While pretending to describe others,

you have made the portrait of your-
self. It is certainly difficult to find

another man in the world who bab-

bles with as much confidence as

you do about, or rather against,

creation, the Absolute, and the un-

known .T, etc., etc. Yet your oppo-
nents are not infallible, nor do they

pretend to be
;
but if they

" commit
the most amusing blunders," it is

not owing to their "metaphysical
eminence," as you suppose, but

rather to their metaphysical in-

capacity. Science, you say, some-
times

"
threatens to destroy the re-

sults of metaphysical speculation ";

but you should have added that

metaphysical speculation oftentimes

saves science from shipwreck ;
for

empiricism without philosophy is a

ship without a rudder.

You denounce your adversaries

as men who do not take
"
the least

notice of the progress of experi-
mental science." This is a calumny.
In fact, you yourself inform us that

one of your adversaries is philoso-

pher Fischer, a man who not only
took notice of the progress of ex-

perimental science, but greatly
contributed to such a progress by
his own intelligent and indefatigable
labors. You cannot therefore pre-
tend that such a man lacked

"
posi-

tive knowledge." Now, he says:
" That the soul is immanent in the

whole nervous system is proved, as

it feels, perceives, and acts in every

part thereof. I do not feel pain in

a central part of the brain, but in a

particular spot and place."
Biichner.

" And yet what Fischer

denies is undoubtedly the fact.

The nerves themselves do not per-
ceive ; they merely call forth sensa-

tions by conducting the impressions
received to the brain. We do not

feel pain in the place injured, but

in the brain. If a nerve of sensa-

tion be divided in its course to the

brain, all the parts which are sup-

plied by it lose their sensibility, for

no other reason than that the con-

ducting of the impression to the

brain is no longer possible. Every
man who has no knowledge ofO

physiological processes believes

the feeling of hunger to be in the

stomach. This is not so
;
the brain

alone makes us conscious of the

feeling. If the nerve uniting brain

and stomach be divided, hunger is

at an end, nor does it return.

Neither does anger arise in the liver,

or courage in the chest, but in the

brain only" (pp. 143, 144).
" Habit

and external appearance have led

to the false notion that we feel in

places subjected to external irrita-

tion. Physiology calls this relation

'the law of eccentric phenomena.'
According to it, we falsely attribute

the feeling perceived in the brain

to the place where the impression
is made. . . . Persons who have
lost their arms or legs by amputa-
tion often feel during their whole

lives, in atmospheric changes, pains
in limbs which they no longer

possess. If all his limbs were re-

moved, man would still feel them.

From these facts it can scarcely be

doubted that there must exist in

the brain a topography by means of

which the various sensations of the

different parts of the body arise.



A Discussion with an Infidel. 177

Every part of the body which can

be separately perceived must have

a corresponding spot in the brain

which in some degree represents it

in the forum of consciousness
"
(pp.

M4, 145)-

Reader. This answer, doctor, is

not altogether satisfactory.
" The

nerves," of course, "do not per-

ceive." This I willingly admit;
but neither does the brain perceive ;

for it is the soul that perceives.

The nerves
"
merely call forth sen-

sations by conducting the impres-
sions received to the brain." This

cannot be denied ;
but it does not

prove the non-existence of the soul

in the nervous system. Suppose
that a pin or a thorn presses the

finger ; before the impression can

be transmitted from the finger to

the brain, its reception in the finger

must give rise to a change of rela-

tion between the soul and the finger

itself; which would be impossible,
if the soul were not in the finger.

For, if the soul is not in the finger,

the impression made by the thorn

will consist of a merely mechanical

movement ;
and when this move-

ment is communicated to the brain,

what sensation can be called forth ?

A sensation of pain ? No
;

for

mere mechanical movement cannot

produce a sense of pain, unless it is

felt to disagree with the living

organism. Now, the pricking is

not felt to disagree with the brain,

but with the finger. It is therefore

in the finger and not in the brain

that we feel the pain ;
which shows

that the soul really is in the finger,

nd in every other part of the body
in which we may experience any
sensation.

Your reason for pretending that
" we do not feel pain in the place

injured, but in the brain," is quite

unsatisfactory. It is true that if a.

nerve of sensation be divided in its

VOL. XX. 12

course to the brain, all the parts
which are supplied by it lose their

sensibility "; but what of that ?

Those parts lose their sensibility
because they lose their sensitive-

ness; that is, because the cutting
of the nerve, by impairing the body,
causes the soul to abandon the

organic parts supplied by that

nerve. You argue that, if the soul

is not present in a given part of the

body, when the nerve has been

injured, the soul was not present in

that same part before the nerve was

injured. This inference is evident-

ly wrong. The soul informs the

organism, and any part of it, as

long as the organs are suitably dis-

posed for the vital operations, and
abandons the organism, or any part
of it, as soon as the organs have

become unfit for the vital opera-
tions. Hence, as you cannot infer

the non-existence of the soul in the

brain of a living man from the non-

existence of the same in the brain

of a corpse, so you cannot infer its

non-existence in a part of the body
before the cutting of the nerve from

its non-existence in the same part
after the nerve has been cut.

The feeling of hunger, you say,

is not in the stomach, because
"

if

the nerve uniting brain and stomach

be divided, hunger is at an end." Is

not this very curious ? Men need

none of your theories to know
where they feel hungry ;

and they
not only believe, as you say, but

also experience, that their feeling of

hunger is in the stomach. How
can this be reconciled with your

theory ? You try to discredit the

common belief by observing that

we " have no knowledge of physio-

logical processes." This, however, is

not true ; for although we may not

possess your speculative knowledge
of those processes, yet we have an

experimental knowledge of them,
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which beats all your speculations.
The simplest common sense teaches

that a theory contradicted by facts

is worth nothing. Now, the fact is

that we experience the sensation

of hunger in the stomach, and not

in the brain
;
and therefore no phy-

siological theory that contradicts

such a fact can be of any value.

You pretend that "habit and ex-

ternal appearance have led to the

false notion that we feel in places

subjected to external irritation."

This assertion cannot be justified.

Habits are acquired by repeated
acts

;
and to assume that habit leads

us to a false notion is to assume

that we are cheated by our actual

sensations
;
which is inadmissible.

As to
"
external appearances," it is

evident that they have nothing to

do with the question, as sensations

are not external appearances, but

internal realities. Hence when we

say that "we feel in places subject-
ed to external irritation," we ex-

press a real fact of which we have

experimental evidence, and in re-

gard to which no habit or external

appearance can make us err.

The fact that
"
persons who have

lost their arms or legs by amputa-
tion often feel during their whole

life, in atmospheric changes, pains
in limbs which they no longer pos-

sess," does not tend to prove that

the brain is the exclusive seat of

the soul. Hence I dismiss it alto-

gether. With regard to your con-

clusion that "every part of the

body which can be separately per-
ceived must have a corresponding

spot in the brain which in some de-

gree represents it in the forum of

consciousness," I have not the least

objection against it; I merely add
that no part of the body in which
the soul is not actually present can

be represented in the forum of con-

sciousness. For if the soul is not

in the finger when the thorn pricks

it, the soul cannot say, I feel the

pain ; it could only say, Iknow that

a material organ, with which I have

nothing to do, is being injured. The
soul would, in fact, but receive a

telegram announcing what happens
in some distant quarter. If a tele-

gram comes to you from Siberia, an-

nouncing twenty degrees of cold, do

you feel the sensation of cold ?

Buchner. Yet "
the theory that

the brain is the seat of the soul is

so incontrovertible that it has long
been adopted in the rules of law in

regard to monstrosities. A mon-

strosity with one body and two heads
counts for two persons ;

one with

two bodies and one head, only for

one person. Monstrosities without

brain, so-called acephali, possess no

personality
"
(pp. 147, 148).

Reader. This is true; and there-

fore the soul certainly informs the

brain. But it does not follow that

other parts of the body are not in-

formed. Hence your remark has

no bearing on the question; and it

remains true that the soul, as the

form of the body, is directly con-

nected with every part of the or-

ganism in which vital acts are per-
formed.

xv.

SPIRITISM.

Reader. May I ask, doctor, what

you think of spiritism ?

Buchner. I think it to be a fraud.

Reader. Of course, when a man
denies the existence of spiritual

substances, he cannot but deny
their manifestation. Yet the phe-
nomena of spiritism are so well

known that we can scarcely be of

your opinion.
Buchner. " Some of these pheno-

mena, clairvoyance especially, have

been laid hold of to prove the exis-

tence of supernatural and super-
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sensual phenomena. They were

considered as the link of connec-

tion between the spiritual and the

material world ;
and it was surmis-

ed that these phenomena opened a

gate through which man might pass,

and succeed in obtaining some im-

mediate clue regarding transcen-

dental existence, personal continu-

ance, and the laws of the spirit. All

these things are now, by science

and an investigation of the facts,

considered as idle fancies which

human nature is so much inclined

to indulge in to satisfy its longing
after what appears miraculous and

supersensual
"

(p. 149).
Reader. I apprehend, doctor,

that science has no means of show-

ing that
"

all these things are idle

fancies." Materialism, of course,

assumes, though it cannot show,
that spirits do not exist

;
but ma-

terialism is no science at all; and

if the
"
investigation of the facts

"

has been conducted by materialists,

we may well be sure that their ver-

dict was not unbiassed. On the

other hand, men of science, who
are not materialists, a great number
of physicians, philosophers, and the-

ologians, are convinced that the

phenomena of spiritism are neither

inventions nor delusions. And,

though human nature feels a cer-

tain propensity to believe what is

wonderful, we cannot assume that

learned and prudent men yield to

this propensity without good rea-

sons.

niichiicr.
" This propensity has

given rise to the most curious er-

rors of the human mind. Though
it sometimes appears that the pro-

gress of science arrests its develop-
ment in some place, it suddenly
breaks forth with greater force at

some other place where it was less

expected. The events of the last

few years afford a striking example.

What the belief in sorcery, witch-

craft, demoniac possession, vampi-
rism, etc., was in former centuries,

reappears now under the- agreeable
forms of table-moving, spirit-rap-

ping, psychography, somnambulism,
etc." (p. 150).

Reader. You are right. Spirit-
ism is only a new form of old su-

perstitions and diabolic manifesta-

tions. But you are mistaken, if you
believe that science can show such

manifestations to have been fables.

Your scientific argument against spi-
ritual manifestations is, you must
own it, inconsistent with your sci-

entific process. Your process re-

quires a. basis of facts; for it is

from facts that science draws its

generalizations. You should, there-

fore, first ascertain that sorcery,

witchcraft, etc., never existed in the

world, and that not one of the
thousand facts narrated in profane,
sacred, or ecclesiastical history has
ever happened; and then you
might conclude that all mankind
have been very stupid to believe
such absurdities. But you follow

quite a different course. You ar-

gue &priori, and say : Spiritual mani-
festations are an impossibility; there-
fore all the pretended facts of spirit-
ism are impositions. This manner
of arguing is not scientific ; for evi-

dently it is not based on facts, and
the assumption that spiritual mani-
festations are impossible cannot
be granted ; for it cannot be prov-
ed. Hence not only the ignorant
classes, but also educated per-
sons, as you complain, believe in

spiritual manifestations, in spite of

your pretended science ; for, when

they see the facts, they will only
smile at your denial of their possi-

bility.

Buchner. But the facts themselves

are incredible.
"
Magnetic sleep,

induced either by continued passes
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on the body, or spontaneously
without external means, as in idio-

somnambulism, is stated to be fre-

quently attended by an intellectual

ecstasy, which in certain privileged

persons, chiefly females, rises to

what is called clairvoyance. In this

state those persons are said to ex-

hibit mental faculties not natural

to them, to speak fluently foreign

languages, and to discuss things

perfectly unknown to them in the

waking state. . . . The person

perceives things beyond the sphere
of his senses, he reads sealed letters,

guesses the thoughts of other per-

sons, reveals the past, etc. Finally,
such individuals sometimes give us

information about the arrangements
in heaven and hell, our state after

death, and so forth
;
but we cannot

help mentioning that these revela-

tions are ever in remarkable har-

mony with the religious views of

the church, or of the priest under
whose influence the patient may be
for the time

"
(p. 151).

Header. Poor Doctor Biichner !

You are most unlucky in your allu-

sion to the church. Spiritism is not

a priestly invention, nor is it practis-
ed under the influence of the priest.

The whole world knows that the

practice of spiritism is utterly for-

bidden by the church
; and you

cannot be ignorant that your insi-

nuation of the contrary is a slander.

Perhaps your Masonic conscience

allows you to tell lies
;
but is it wise

to do so when the lie is so patent
that no one can believe it ?

Biichner.
" There can be no

doubt that all pretended cases of

clairvoyance rest upon fraud or

illusion. Clairvoyance that is, a

perception of external objects with-

out the use of the senses is an im-

possibility. It is a law of nature

which cannot be gainsaid that we

require our eyes to see, our ears to

hear, and that these senses are

limited in their action by space.
No one can read an opaque sealed

letter, extend his vision to America,
see with closed eyes what passes
around him, look into the future,

or guess the thoughts of others.

These truths rest upon natural laws

which are irrefutable, and admit,
like other natural laws, of no ex-

ception. All that we know we
know by the medium of our senses.

There exist no supersensual and

supernatural things and capacities,

and they never can exist, as the

eternal conformity of the laws of

nature would thereby be suspended.
As little as a stone can ever fall in

any other direction than towards

the centre of the earth, so little can

a man see without using his eyes
"

(P- 152)-
Reader. Your reasoning is not

sound, doctor. The stone can fall

in any direction, if it receives an

impetus in that direction
;

it is only
when it is left to itself that it must
fall directly towards the centre of

the earth. So also a man, when
left to himself and his natural pow-
ers, cannot see without using his

eyes ;
but if acted on by a preter-

natural agency, he may be made ac-

quainted with what his eyes cannot

see. Your mention of natural laws

is uncalled for. You will certainly
not pretend that the natural laws,
which hold in regard to this visible

world, can be assumed to rule the

world of the spirits. Moreover,
when you say that

"
there exist

no supersensual and supernatural

things," because "
the eternal con-

formity of the laws of nature would

thereby be suspended," you merely
make a gratuitous assertion. For
as you can raise a weight without

suspending the law of gravitation,
so can other agents do other things

conflicting with the uniform execu-
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tion of natural laws without the

natural laws becoming suspended.
Thus your assertion that

>l
there

exist no supersensual and superna-
lural tilings

"
is wholly gratuitous,

and therefore cannot be the basis

of a sound argument against the

facts of spiritism. "There is no

fighting against facts; it is like

kicking against the pricks," as you
say in one of your prefaces (p.

xviii.)

Biichner.
"
Ghosts and spirits

have hitherto only been seen by
children, or ignorant and supersti-
tious individuals" (p. 152).

Reader. Did not Saul see the

ghost of Samuel ?

Buchner. "All that has been nar-

rated of the visits of departed spi-

rits is sheer nonsense ; never has a

dead man returned to this world.

There are neither table-spirits nor

any other spirits
"

(p. 153).

Reader. How can you account

for such a singular assertion ?

nudiner.
" The naturalist enter-

tains, from observation and experi-

ence, no doubt as to these truths ;

Mstant intercourse with nature

and its laws has convinced him that

they admit of no exception
"

(p.

'S3)-

Reader. This is not true. Natu-

ralists, with their observation and

experience of natural things, do not

and cannot reject facts of a higher

order, though they have not observ-

ed them. Their non-observation

is no argument, especially when we
have other witnesses of the facts,

and when we know that the natu-

ralists of your school are pledged
to materialism, and therefore shut

their eyes to the facts which oppose
their theory. The majority of edu-
cated persons admit the facts; not

indeed all the facts narrated, but

many of them which no critical

rule allows us to reject.

Buchner. Where are those facts ?

" The scientific impossibility of

clairvoyance has been confirmed

by an examination of the facts by-

sober and unprejudiced obsen
and were proved to be deceptions
and illusions

"
(p. 153).

Reader. Of course there an: jug-

gleries and impositions; but what
of that ? Would you maintain that

there can be no doctors because

there are quacks ? I appeal to your

logic.

Biichncr.
" The faculty of medi-

cine of Paris many years ago took

the trouble of submitting a number
of such cases to a scientific exami-
nation

; they were all proved to be

deceptions, nor could a single case

be established of a perception with-

out the use of the senses. In 1837
the same academy offered a prize
of 3,000 francs to any one who
could read through a board. No
one gained the prize

"
(ibid.)

Reader. You forget, doctor, that

in 1837 spiritism was as yet most im-

perfectly known. It was only about
ten years later that it developed
throughout America and Europe.
Let the medical faculty of Paris

again offer a prize to any one who
can read through a board

;
and no

one doubts there would be no lack

of competitors. When we see that

physicians and others, owing to

their own experience of spiritual

manifestations, were compelled to

repudiate their previous material-

istic opinions ; when we know-

that infidels by the same mani-
festations were brought to believe

the immortality of the soul
;
when

the learned and the ignorant, the

rich and the poor, the layman and
the churchman, the diplomatist,
the philosopher, and the theologian,
bear witness to the reality of the

spiritual phenomena, and are ready
to bring forward innumerable facts



182 A Discussion with an Infidel.

in support of their affirmation, we

do not care what the faculty of

medicine of Paris may have pro-

nounced many years ago. You say
that the faculty

" submitted a num-
ber of such cases to a scientific ex-

amination," and that
"
they were

all proved to be deceptions "; but

you would be very much embar-

rassed to say in what that
"
scien-

tific examination "consisted. On the

other hand, the proofs of the decep-
tion have never appeared ;

and the

simple truth is that the spiritual

phenomena were a priori rejected,
as clashing with the materialistic

theory of the faculty. You pretend
that

" whenever the proper means
were employed to prevent deception,

clairvoyance was at an end
"

(p.

153). Such an assertion proves
that you are completely ignorant
of what is going on in the world, or

that you are determined obstinate-

ly to ignore whatever could compel
you to acknowledge the existence

of spiritual substances.

Biichner.
"

I have had the oppor-

tunity of examining a clairvoyant,
of whom remarkable things were

told, under circumstances when a

deception on the part of the mag-
netizer was out of the question.
The lady failed in all her indica-

tions
; they were either absolutely

false or so expressed that nothing
could be made of them. She, more-

over, made the most ridiculous ex-

cuses for her shortcomings. As she

failed in her clairvoyance, she pre-
ferred to fall into a state of heaven-

ly ecstasy, in which she discoursed

with her ange or tutelar genius, and
recited religious verses. In reciting
a poem of this kind she once stop-

ped short, and recommenced the

verse to assist her memory. She

manifested, withal, in this ecstasy,
no superior mental capacities; her

language was common, and her

manner awkward. I left with the

conviction that the lady was an im-

postor who deceived her patron.

Still, several gentlemen present were

by no means convinced of the de-

ception practised on them "
(p.

154).
Jteader. If these gentlemen could

by no means be convinced of the

deception, must we not presume
that there was no deception, and
that your peculiar construction of

the case was brought about by a

strong desire of not being disturbed

in your fixed idea that there is no-

thing but matter ? If
"
the lady

failed in all her indications," if
"
she made the most ridiculous

excuses for her shortcomings," if
"
she manifested no superior ca-

pacities," it should have been evi-

dent to those
"
several gentlemen

"

that she was a fraud. Their inabil-

ity to be convinced of the deception
would therefore show that the lady
did not fail in all her indications, but

manifested superior capacities. Be
this as it may, the truth and reality
of spiritual manifestations cannot

be disproved by particular attempts
at imposition. Spiritualists admit

that many impositions have been

practised under the name of spirit-

ual manifestations, but they aver

that in most instances cheats could

not have been palmed off, even if

designed; and that in other cases

there could be no possible motive
for deception, as the investigations
were carried on in private families

where the mediums were their

own sons and daughters.* Spirit-

rapping is a fact. Table-turning
is a fact. Clairvoyance is a fact.

Thousands of all conditions, sects,

and nations have witnessed, watch-

ed, and examined all such facts with

a degree of attention, suspicion, and

* New A mcrican Cyclopadia^ v. Spiritualism.
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incredulity proportionate to their

novelty, strangeness, and unnatural-

ness. What has been the result ?

A verdict acknowledging the reality

of the farts and the impossibility
of accounting for them without

intelligent preternatural agencies.
This verdict disposes of your ma-
terialism. To deny the facts in

order to save materialism is so much
time lost. Facts speak for them-

selves.

XVI.

INNATE IDEAS

Reader. And now I should like

to know, doctor, why you thought

proper to fill twenty-seven pages of

your Force and Matter with a discus-

sion about innate ideas.

Bitchiicr. For two reasons, sir.

First, because
"
the question wheth-

er there be innate ideas is a very old

one, and, in our opinion, one of the

most .important in relation to the

contemplation of nature. It de-

cides to some extent whether man,
considered as the product of a

higher world, has received a form

of existence as something foreign
and external to his essence, with

the tendency to shake off this earth-

ly covering, and to return to his

spiritual home
;
or whether, both in

his spiritual and bodily capacity,
man stands to the earth which has

produced him in a necessary, in-

separable connection, and whether
he has received his essential nature

from this world
;
so that he cannot

be torn from the earth, like the

plant which cannot exist without

its maternal soil. The question is,

at the same time, one which does
not dissolve itself in a philosophi-
cal mist, but which, so to speak,
has flesh and blood, and, resting

upon empirical facts, can be dis-

cussed and decided without high-

sounding phrases" (p. 157). The se-

cond reason is, that
"

if it be correct

that there are no innate intuitions,

then must the assertion of those be

incorrect who assume that the idea

of a God, or the conception of a

supreme personal being, who creat-

ed, who governs and preserves the

world, is innate in the human mind,
and therefore incontrovertible by
any mode of reasoning

"
(p. 184).

Reader. Do you mean, that, by

refuting the theory of innate ideas,

you will cut the ground from under

the feet of the theist and the spiri-

tualist ?

Buchner. Yes, sir. Such is the

drift of my argumentation.
Reader. Then your labor is all

in vain. For you must know that

we do not base our demonstration

of the substantiality and immortali-

ty of the soul on the doctrine of

innate ideas, nor do we assume that

the notion of a God h an "
innate

intuition." Had you been even

superficially acquainted with the

works of our scholastic philoso-

phers, you would have known that

innate ideas are totally foreign to

their psychological and theological
doctrines. You would have known
that the axiom, Nihil est in intd-

lectu quod non fuerit in scnsu that

is,
"
There is nothing in our intel-

lect which has not entered by the

gate of the senses
"

is not a discov-

ery of your Moleschott, to whom
you attribute it, but is an old dic-

tum familiar to all the schoolmen
of past centuries, and approved by
the most orthodox philosophers of

our own time. Now, these phi-

losophers, while denying that we
have any innate idea, admit at the

same time that our soul is a special

substance and is immortal, and
show that the human intellect can

easily form a concept of God as a

supreme cause, and ascertain his
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existence without need of innate

intuitions. This might convince

you that your chapter on innate

ideas has no bearing on the ques-
tions concerning the nature of the

soul and the notion of a God.

Your assumption that if man has

innate ideas, he will have a ten-

dency "to shake off this earthly

covering, and to return to his spi-

ritual home," is incorrect. For the

human body has no spiritual home,
as is evident ;

and the human soul,

as having no previous existence in

a separate state, has no home but

in the body, and the presence of

innate ideas would not create in it

a tendency to shake off its earthly

covering. On the other hand, your
other assumption, that, if man has

no innate ideas, he is
"
a produc-

tion of the earth alone, and cannot

be torn from the earth, with which

lie is inseparably connected both

in his spiritual and bodily capaci-

ty," is even more incorrect. For
the absence of innate ideas does

not mean, and does not entail, the

absence of an intellectual princi-

ple; and such a principle, as evi-

dently immaterial, is not a produc-
tion of the earth, and has no need
of earthly things to continue its

existence.

Biichner. How can a soul exist

without ideas ? And, if all ideas

come through our senses, how can

a soul exist without being united

to the organs ?
"
Daily experience

teaches us that man begins his in-

tellectual life only with the gradual

development of his senses, and in

proportion as he enters into a

definite relation to the external

world
;
and that the development

of his intellect keeps pace with that

of his organs of sense and his organO O
of thought, and also with the num-
ber and importance of the impres-
sions received.

'

Every unpreju-

diced observer," says Virchow,
'

has

arrived at the conviction that

thought is only gradually devel-

oped in man.' The new-born child

thinks as little, and has as little a

soul, as the unborn child; it is, in

our view, living in the body, but in-

tellectually dead. . . . The embryo
neither thinks nor feels, and is not

conscious of its existence. Man
recollects nothing of this state, nor

of the first period of his existence

in which the senses were dormant
;

and this perfect unconsciousness

proves his spiritual non-existence

at that period. The reason can

only be that, during the fcetal state,

there are no impressions whatever

received from without, and so weak
and imperfect are they in the first

few weeks that the intellect cannot

be said to exist
"

(p. 159).

Reader. It is plain that the ne\v-

born child cannot form an idea of

exterior objects without the use of

his senses. But is it true that the

new-born child is not conscious of

its own existence? Certainly not
;

for, without a previous knowledge
of its own existence, it would never

be able to attribute to itself the

feelings awakened in it by exterior

objects. The mind cannot say, 1

feel, if it is not already acquainted
with the /. Nor does it matter

that "man recollects nothing of the

first period of his existence." Re-

collection is impossible so long as

the brain has not acquired a certain

consistency; and therefore what-

ever happens with us in the first

period of our existence leaves no
durable trace in our organs, and is

entirely forgotten. Hence your as-

sertions
"
that the senses of the

new-born child are dormant, and
that its perfect unconsciousness

proves its spiritual non-existence,"
are both false. The child feels its

being, its senses are quite ready to
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receive impressions, and its soul is

quite alive to such impressions.
You say that "the development

of the intellect keeps pare with

that of the organs of sense." What
do you mean by development of the

intellect ? If you simply mean that

the intellect is furnished with ma-
terials of thought in proportion as

sensible objects are perceived, and

that, by being so furnished, it can

easily perform a number of intel-

lectual operations, I admit your as-

sertion
; but if you mean that the

soul itself is substantially developed
in proportion as the organs are

growipg more perfect, then your
assertion is both groundless and
absurd. Now, it is evident, by your
manner of reasoning, that this sec-

ond meaning is the one you adopt.
And therefore it is evident that

your conclusion is wrong.
" The

impressions," you say,
"
are so

weak and imperfect that the intel-

lect cannot be said to exist." This

is simply ludicrous. Would you
allow us to say that at night the

impressions of light are so weak
and imperfect that the eye cannot

be said to exist ? Or that the impres-
sions made on a piece of paper by
a bad pencil are so weak and im-

perfect that the paper cannot be
said to exist ? It is obvious that

the impressions do not cause the

existence of their subject ; and,

therefore, if the intellect
"
cannot

be said to exist
"

before the im-

pressions, the time will never come
when it can be said to exist.

And now, suppose that a new-
born child dies without having
acquired through its senses any
knowledge of the exterior world.
What shall we say of its soul ?

Will such a soul be entirely desti-

tute of ideas, and unable to think?

By no means. Such a soul, after

its short permanence in the body,

where it felt its own being, will

henceforward understand its own

being as actually present in its own

individuality ;
it will perceive its

own essence as well as its existence:

it will be able to abstract from self,

and to behold essence, existence,
and being, sccundum sc -that is, ac-

cording to their objective intelli-

gibility ; and, finally, it will be
able to commune with other spirit-
ual beings with the same facility
with which, while in the body, it

could communicate with the exte-

rior world by means of its organic

potencies. I know that you do
not believe this

; but your unbe-
lief will not change things. The
soul, when out of the body, is com-

petent to perform intellectual ope-
rations about intellectual objects as

freely and as perfectly as it per-
forms the sensitive operations in its

present condition. If you consult

the works of our philosophers and

theologians, you will find the proofs
of my proposition. As to your op-
posite assumption, since you have
no means of establishing it, we are

free to dismiss it without further

discussion.'

Buchner. If the soul is a sepa-
rate substance, how and when is it

introduced into the body? "The
scientific and logical impossibility
of determining the time (of its in-

troduction) proves the absurdity of

the whole theory, which assumes
that a higher power breathes the

soul into the nostrils of the foetus
"

(p. 160).

Reader. You are grossly mistak-

en, doctor. The impossibility of

determining the time of the anima-
tion of the foetus proves nothing
but our ignorance. Do you deny
that Paris was built by the Gauls
on the plea that you do not know
the date of its foundation ? Again,
since the animation of the foetus
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is not an operation of the mind,
how can you speak of logical im-

possibility ? Evidently, you write

at random, and know not what you

say. As to the question itself, one

thing is clear, viz., the child can-

not be born alive, unless its body
has been animated in the womb.

Buchncr. "'Moses and the Egyp-
tians entertained a decided opinion
that the child was not animated

while in the womb "
(p. 161).

Reader. False. Moses describes

in the Book of Genesis the fighting

of Jacob and Esau while in the

womb of their mother. Could he

assume that they would fight before

being animated ?

Hiuhner.
"
In some countries

they know nothing of an animated
foetus

"
(ibid.)

Reader. False. Every mother
will give you the lie.

Buchner.
" The destruction of

the foetus and infanticide are, ac-

cording to Williams, common occur-

rences in Madagascar. It is also

common in China and^the Society
Islands" (ibid.)

Reader. This shows the immoral-

ity of those nations, not their igno-
rance of the fcetal life. But why
should you appeal to the presumed
ignorance of barbarians against the

verdict of civilized nations ? Are

you an apostle of barbarity and

brutality ? Do you wish your rea-

der to persuade himself that the

destruction of the foetus is no
crime ?

Buchner. " The Roman lawyers
did not look upon the fcetus as an
individual being, but as a part of

the mother. The destruction of

the fcetus was therefore permitted
^o the women of Rome, and we find

that Plato and Aristotle had already

adopted the same view
"

(p. 160).
Reader. Do not calumniate Aris-

totle. This great philosopher and

naturalist is decidedly not of your

opinion. He teaches that the foetus

is animated in the womb. And,

pray, are the legal fictions of the

Roman lawyers of any weight

against the facts averred by modern
medicine ? Do you again appeal
to ignorance against science ?

Buchner. Physicians have not

yet decided the question.
" Even

at birth, when the child is separated
from the mother, it is impossible to

assume that a ready-made soul, ly-

ing in wait, should suddenly rush

in and take possession of its' new
habitation. The soul, on the con-

trary, is only gradually developed
in proportion to the relations which,

by the awakening senses, are now
established between the individual

and the external world
"

(p. 161),
Reader. No, sir. If this last as-

sertion were true, it would follow

that every child would be lifeless

at its birth; for without a soul no
animal life can be conceived. What
is "gradually developed" is not

the substance of the soul, but the

exercise of its faculties. This is a

point already settled. As to your
other assertion, that the question
has not yet been decided by the

physicians, I need only say that,

although there are different opinions

regarding the time of the animation
of the embryo, yet no physician

(unless he is a materialist) denies

that the embryo is animated long
before its nativity. Hence your
notion of a ready-made soul lying
in wait, and suddenly rushing in

when the child is born, is only a

dream of your fancy or an un-

worthy attempt at ridiculing the

proceedings of nature.

What you add about the develop-
ment of the child's mind by means
of the senses, education, and exam-

ple does not prove the subjective,

but only the objective, growth of the
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mind, as you yourself seem to con-

cede (p. 162). And as the objec-
tive growth means an accidental ac-

quisition of knowledge without any
substantial change of the soul, hence

nothing that you may say in refu-

tation of innate ideas can have the

least weight or afford the least

ground against the doctrine of the

immortality and substantiality of

the soul

XVII.

THE IDEA OF A GOD.

Reader. From the non-existence

of innate ideas you infer, doctor,

that
"
the idea of a God, or the con-

ception of a supreme personal being,
who created, who governs and pre-
serves the world, is not innate in

the human mind, and therefore is

not incontrovertible
"

(p. 184). On
the other hand, you say with Luther

that
" God is a blank sheet, upon

which nothing is found but what

you have yourself written
"

(ibid.)

Do you mean that our notion of

God is merely subjective that is,

a creation of our fancy without any
objective foundation ?

Biiclincr. Yes, sir.
il We can have

neither any knowledge nor any con-

ception of the absolute of that

which transcends the surrounding
sensual world. However much me-

taphysicians may vainly attempt
to define the absolute, however
much religion may endeavor to ex-

cite faith in the absolute by the as-

sumption of a revelation, nothing
can conceal the defect of the defini-

tion. All our knowledge is relative,

and results from the comparison of

surrounding sensible objects. We
could have no notion of darkness
without light, no conception of high
without low, of heat without cold-

ness, etc.; absolute ideas we have
none. We are not able to form any

conception of
'

everlasting' or
'

in-

finite,' as our understanding, limited

by time and space, finds an impass-
able barrier for that conception.
From being in the sensual world ac-

customed to find a cause for every

effect, we have falsely concluded
that there exists a primary cause of

all things, although such a cause is

perfectly inaccessible to our ideas,

and is contradicted by scientific ex-

perience
"

(p. 179).

Reader. How do you show that

we have neither any knowledge nor

any conception of the absolute ? or

that our understanding is limited by
time and space ? or that, from being
accustomed to find a cause for every
effect, we have falsely concluded
that there exists a primary cause of

all things? or that its existence is

contradicted by scientific experi-
ence? Of course you cannot ex-

pect that a rational man will swal-

low such paradoxes on your puny
authority.

Eiichner. We know neither abso-

lute truth, nor absolute good, nor
absolute beauty. This I have shown

by proving that all our notions of

truth, of good, and of beauty are

the fruit of experience, observation,
and comparison, and that such no-

tions vary according to the charac-

ter of the nations in which they are

to be found. It is only after this

demonstration that I concluded
"
that we can have neither any

knowledge nor any conception of

the absolute."

Reader. Yes
; this is the only

point which you have tried to estab-

lish, and you have failed, as I am
ready to show. But that our un-

derstanding is limited by time and

space you merely assert. That we

falsely conclude that there is a

primary cause you boldly assume.
That God's existence is contradict-

ed by scientific experience you im-
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pudently affirm, well knowing that

it is a lie.

And now, with regard to the

knowledge of the absolute, you are

much mistaken if you believe that

we know no absolute truth, no abso-

lute good, and no absolute beauty.

We know absolute being ;
and there-

fore we know absolute truth, abso-

lute good, and absolute beauty.

Biichner. We know of no absolute

being, sir.

Reader. Be modest, doctor; for

you know of how many blunders

you stand already convicted. Ab-

solute being is not necessarily
"
that

which transcends the surrounding
sensual world." The sun, the moon,
the planets have their absolute be-

ing, and yet do not transcend matter.

Now, can we not form a notion

of the absolute being of these bo-

dies ? You say that
"

all our know-

ledge is relative, and results from

the comparison of surrounding sen-

sible objects"; but you should re-

flect that all relative knowledge

implies the knowledge of the abso-

lute terms from the comparison of

which the relation is to be detected.

Hence you cannot admit the know-

ledge of the relative without assum-

ing the knowledge of the absolute.

Accordingly, it is false that
"

all our

knowledge is relative," at least in

the sense of your argumentation.
Nor is it true that all our know-

ledge
"
results from the comparison

of surrounding sensible objects."
There is a kind of knowledge which

results from the comparison of in-

tellectual principles, as the know-

ledge of the logical rules ; and there

is also a knowledge which results,

not from the comparison, but from

the intellectual analysis, of things,

as the knowledge of the constituent

principles of being. If I ask you
what is distance, you will soon point
out any two sensible objects, by the

comparison of which distance may
become known

;
but if I ask you

what is syllogism, or what is judg-

ment, or what is pliilosoplty, I defy

you to point out any
"
surrounding

sensible objects," by the compari-
son of which such notions may be

understood.

I need not discuss your assertion

that "we could have no notion of

darkness without light, no concep-
tion of high without low, of heat

without coldness, etc." I may con-

cede the assertion as irrelevant
; for,

whenever we designate things by re-

lative terms, it is clear that each re-

lative carries within itself the con-

notation of its correlative. But it

does not follow that all our know-

ledge is relative. How can we know,
for instance, the relation of brother-

hood intervening be fwecn James
and John, if we know neither the

one nor the other? Can we con-

ceive the brother without the man ?

Or is it necessary, when we know
the man, that in such a man we
should see his peculiar relation to

another man ?

You pretend that we are not able

to form any conception of
"
ever-

lasting
"
or

"
infinite "; and, to prove

this, you affirm that "our under-

standing, being limited by time and

space, finds an impassable barrier

for that conception.'.' Very well
;

but what did you mean when you
contended that matter is

"
eternal

"

and "
infinite

"
? Had you then any

conception of
"
eternal

"
and "

in-

finite
"

? If you had not such con-

ceptions, you made a fool of your-
self by using terms which you did

not understand; while, if you had

such conceptions, then it is false

that we are not able to form them.

In the same manner, have you any
conception of the "absolute "? If

you have it, then it is ridiculous to

pretend that we cannot conceive
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the absolute; while, if you have it

not, you know not about what you
arc speaking. Alas! poor doctor.

\\'liat can you answer ? It is the

common fate of the enemies of truth

to be inconsistent with themselves,

and to demolish with one hand what

they build with the other.

But is it true that our intellect
"

is limited by time and space "?

No, it is not true. Imagination is

indeed limited by time and space,
as all our philosophers concede ;

but intellect understands things in-

dependently of either space or time.

This is evident. For in what space
do we place the universals ? To
wiiat time do we confine mathemat-

ical truths ? Two andtwo are known
to make four in all places and in all

times that is, without restriction or

limit in space and time ;
and the

same is true of all intellectual prin-

ciples. Hence it is obvious that

our understanding transcends both

space and time, and can reach the

infinite and the eternal. It is

through abstraction, of course, and

not by comprehension or by intui-

tion, that we form such notions ;
for

our intellect, though not limited by
time and space, is limited in its own

entity, and therefore it cannot con-

ceive the unlimited, except by the

help of the abstractive process that

is, by removing the limits by which

the objective reality of the finite is

circumscribed. That we can do this

I need not prove to you ; for you ad-

mit that space is infinite, and pre-

tend that matter itself is infinite, as

I have just remarked ;
and conse-

quently you cannot deny that we
have the notion of infinity.

What shall I say of your next as-

sertion, that, from being accustom-

ed to find a cause for every effect,
" we have falsely concluded that

there exists a primary cause of all

tilings"? Do you think that the

principle of causality has no other

ground than experience ? or that,

when we do not "find
"

the cause

of a certain effect, we are to rnn-

cltide that the effect has had no
cause ? I hope you will not deny
that the notions of cause and effect

are so essentially connected that

there is no need of experiment to

compel the admission of a cause for

every effect. Hence we are certain,

not only that all the effects for which

we have found a cause proceed from

a cause, but also that all the effects

for which we cannot find a cause

likewise proceed from a cause. This

amounts to saying that the principle
of causality is analytical, not empiri-

cal, as you seem to hold. Now, if

all effects must have a cause, on
what ground do you assert that

" we
have falsely concluded that there ex-

ists a primary cause of all things
"

?

Our conclusion cannot be false, un-

less it be false that the world has

been created
;

for if it \?as created,
we must admit a Creator that is,

a primary cause. But the fact of

creation is, even philosophically,

undeniable, since the contingent
nature of the world is manifestly es-

tablished by its liability to continu-

ous change. And therefore it is

manife'stly established that our ad-

mission of a primary cause is not a

false conclusion. I might say more
on this point; but what need is there

of refuting assertions which have not

even a shadow of plausibility ? The
primary cause, you say,

"
is perfect-

ly inaccessible to our ideas." I an-

swer that, if the word "
idea

" means
"
concept," your statement is per-

fectly wrong. You add that the ex-

istence of a primary cause "
is con-

tradicted by scientific experience."
I answer by challenging you to

bring forward a single fact of ex-

perimental science which supports

your blasphemous assertion.
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You must agree, doctor, that a

man who in a few phrases com-
mits so many unconceivable blun-

ders has no right to censure the

metaphysicians or to attack revela-

tion. It is rash, therefore, on your

part, to declare that
" however

much metaphysicians may vainly

attempt to define the absolute,

however much religion may en-

deavor to excite faith in the ab-

solute by the assumption of a reve-

lation, nothing can conceal the

defect of the definition." Of what
definition do you speak ? Your
own definition of the absolute, as
"
that which transcends the sur-

rounding sensual world," is cer-

tainly most deficient
;
but religion

and metaphysics are not to be

made responsible for it. Why did

you not, before censuring the meta-

physicians and the theologians, as-

certain their definitions ? We call

absolute a being whose existence

does not depend on the existence

of another being; and in this

sense God alone is absolute. He
is the absolute antonomastically.
And we call absolute analogically

any being also whose existence

does not depend on any created

being, although it depends on the

creative and conservative action of

God
;
and in this sense every cre-

ated substance is absolute. And
we call absolute logically whatever
is conceived through its own in-

trinsic constituents without refer-

ence to any other distinct entity ;

and in this sense we speak of ab-

solute movement, absolute weight,
absolute volume, etc. Without

enumerating other less important

meanings of the term, I simply ob-
serve that the absolute may be de-

fined as that which is independent
of extraneous conditions

;
and that

the greater its independence, the

more absolute and the more per-

fect is the being. Have you any-

thing to say against this defini-

tion ?

We must, then, conclude that all

your argumentation is nothing but

a shocking display of false asser-

tions, and, I may add, of "intellec-

tual jugglery."
Buchner. I will accept your con-

clusion, if you can show that our

conception jof a God is not a child-

ish delusion of our fancy.
" An

exact knowledge and unprejudiced
observation of individuals and na-

tions in an uncivilized state prove
the contrary to be the fact. Only
a prejudiced mind can, in the wor-

ship of animals practised by an-

cient and existing nations, find

something analogous to a real be-

lief in a God. It by no means

corresponds to the idea of a

God when we see man worshipping
such animals as he from experience
knows may injure or be useful to

him. ... A stone, a tree, a river,

an alligator, a parcel of rags, a

snake, form the idols of the negro
of Guinea. Such a worship does

not express the idea of an almighty

being, governing the world and rul-

ing nature and man, but merely a

blind fear of natural forces, which

frighten uncivilized man, or appear

supernatural, as he is not able to

trace the natural connection of

things. ... A god in the shape
of an animal is no God, but a

caricature" (pp. 184, 185).

Reader. True. But individuals

and nations existing
"

in an unciv-

ilized state
"
are scarcely to be ap-

pealed to for a decision of the

question. The notion of worship

implies the notion of a supreme

being ;
but rude and brutal men,

thinking of nothing but of the de-

velopment of their animal nature

and the pursuit of degrading plea-

sure, though they know that there
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is some superior being, are not the

men we ought to consult about the

nature and attributes of divinity.

It seems, doctor, as if you had a

t ]iredilection for uncivilized

and barbarous nations. You have

already tried to countenance abor-

tion and fceticide, on the ground
that barbarians admitted the horri-

ble practice ;
and now you would

have us believe that our concep-
tion of a God is a childish delu-

sion, on the ground that barbari-

ans worship the snake, the alligator,

or any other caricature of a god.
This will not do.

Buchner. But civilized men are

not much in advance of barbarians

with regard to the notion of divin-

ity.
" No one has better expound-

ed the purely human origin of the

idea of God than Ludwig Feuer-

bach. He calls all conceptions
of God and divinity anthropomor-

pliisms i.e., products of human fan-

cies and perceptions, formed after

the model of human individuality.
Fenerbach finds this anthropomor-
phism in the feeling of dependence
inherent in the human nature.

'An extraneous and superhuman
God,' says Feuerbach,

'

is nothing
but an extraneous and supernatural

self, a subjective being placed, by
transgressing its limits, above the

objective nature of man.' The

history of all religions is indeed a

continuous argument for this asser-

tion
;
and how could it be other-

wise ? Without any knowledge or

any notion of the absolute, without

any immediate revelation, the exist-

ence of which is indeed asserted by
all, but not proved by any religious

sect, all ideas of God, no matter of

what religion, can only be human;
and as man knows in animated
nature no being intellectually supe-
rior to himself, it follows that his

conception of a supreme being can

only be abstracted from his own self,

and must represent a sclf-idcalizu-

tion" (p. 190). Hence it is plain

that our idea of a God is a mere

delusion.

Reader. It is by no means plain,

doctor. Feuerbach's authority, you

know, is worth very little. Your
German philosophers, as you own,
" have pretty much lost their au-

thority, and are now but little at-

tended to
"
(p. 158). On the other

hand, "nothing," says Herschel,
"

is so improbable but a German
will find a theory for it

"
(p. 155).

Therefore let Feuerbach alone.

As for the reasons which you
adduce in support of the assump-

tion, we need not go into deep rea-

sonings to lay open their true

value. Is
"
the history of all reli-

gions a continuous argument for

Feuerbach's assertion
"

? No. For
the history of the Mosaic and of

the Christian religion is a continu-

ous refutation of such a slander.

Are men " without any knowledge
or any notion of the absolute

"
?

No. This I have already shown to

be entirely false. Men, however,
are

" without any immediate reve-

lation." This is true, but it has

nothing to do with the question;

first, because philosophy and reason

are competent without supernatu-
ral revelation to ascertain the ex-

istence of a primary cause infinite-

ly superior to all the natural beings ;

secondly, because, although we
have no immediate revelations, we
have the old revelation transmitted

to us by written and oral tradition,

and by the teaching of the living

church. That this revelation
"

is

asserted by all, but not proved by

any religious sect," is one of those

lies which it is quite unnecessary
to refute, as there are whole libra-

ries of Scriptural treatises, in which

the truth of revelation is super-
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abundantly vindicated. I would had a beginning ? That man is

therefore conclude, without any ignorant, weak, wicked, and subject
further discussion, that it is to to death ?

yourself, and not to your oppo- Buchner. Who can doubt that ?

nents, that you should apply that Reader. Then man by self-idcali-

low criticism with which you close zation cannot form an anthropo-
the twenty-sixth chapter of your morphic notion of a supreme being
work. For it is you that

"
delight without involving limitation, igno-

in hashing up cold meat with new ranee, impotence, malice, an origin,

phrases, and dishing them up as the and an end of existence. Such, and

last invention of the materialistic no other, would be the result of

kitchen
"

(p. 194). self-idealization. Now, our notion

To sum up : Do you admit that of God is that of a being eternal,

man is a finite being ? infinite, omniscient, omnipotent,
Buchner. Of course. holy, immense. Is this anthropo-
Reader. Do you admit that man morphism ?

TO BE CONTINUED.

DESTINY.

PROM THE FRENCH OF LOUIS VEUILLOT.

IT is the lot of mortals here below
That they shall ever crawl from bad to worse,

Approaching step by step the dismal tomb
Instance an aching tooth, with no relief

Save by its loss. Cure comes by sacrifice.

All victories are seeds of further strife

Of strife that never ends but in the grave,
In which he only conquers who succumbs :

And this is destiny.

Ye dreamers of love-dreams, of glory, wealth,

Who, growing old, are scouted by the world,

And then swept on into forgetfulness !

All disappears laurels, affection, gold !

Blame not your faults that so things come to pass,

For this is destiny.
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THE VEIL WITHDRAWN.

TRANSLATED, BY PERMISSION, FROM THE FRENCH OF MME. CRAVEN, AUTHOR OP A " A SISTER'S STORY,"
"
FLEURANGE," ETC.

XXII.

THK following day was as gloomy
as might have been expected from

the evening before. Never had I

suffered such inexpressible anguish
and distress.

It is useless to say that I went to

church alone, as on the preceding

Sunday- but I was not as calm and

recollected as I was then. I was now
in a state of irrepressible dissatis-

faction with everything and every-

body, myself not excepted, and yet
I was very far from being in that

humble disposition of mind which

subdues all murmuring, extinguishes

resentment, and throws a calm, se-

rene light on the way one should

walk in. I regretted my hastiness

of the evening before, because I re-

alized that a different course would
have been more likely to further

my wishes. In short, I felt I ought
to have managed more skilfully,

but it never occurred to me I might
have been more patient. I found

it difficult, above all, to calm the

excessive irritation caused by the

recollection of Lorenzo's manner

throughout our interview. I com-

pared it with his appearance on the

rlay when he spoke to me for the

first time concerning her.

What tenderness he then mani-

fested ! What confidence ! What
respect even! Even while uttering
her name alas ! with emotion

how manifest it was that, while de-

sirous of repairing his wrongs to-

wards her, he felt incapable of any
towards me ! Not a week had

VOL. xx. 13

elapsed since that time, and yester-

day how cold, how hard ! What

implacable and freezing irony !

What an incredible change in his

looks and words ! Was it really
Lorenzo who spoke to me in such a

way ? Was it really he who gave
me so indifferent and almost dis-

dainful a look ? . . . No, he was
no longer the same. A previous
fascination had recovered its power,
and the fatal charm over which I

had so recently triumphed had re-

gained its empire over a heart
which I was, alas ! too feeble to re-

tain, because I had no sentiments

more profound and elevated than

those of nature to aid me !

As I have already said, I did not

try to fathom Faustina's motives.
I ought, however, to say a few words

concerning her, if only through
charity for him whom she had fol-

lowed, like an angel of darkness, to

disturb his legitimate happiness !

That she had long loved him I

do not doubt loved him with the

unbridled passion that sways all

such hearts as hers. She thought
he would return to her. She be-

lieved she was preparing for her-

self a whole life of happiness by two

years of apparent virtue. Mistaken,
wounded, and desperate, she had at

first yielded to an impetuous desire

of perhaps merely seeing him once
more

; perhaps, also, to avenge her-

self by destroying the happiness
that had defeated her dearest

hopes.
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She had calculated on the extent

of her influence, and had calculated

rightly. But in order to exert it, I

was necessary to her design, and
she played with consummate art

the scene of our first encounter.

She wished to take a near view of

the enemy she hoped to vanquish ;

she must sound the heart she wish-

ed to smite. Alas ! all that was

worthy of esteem in that heart was
not perceived by him, and it was
natural to underrate a treasure not

appreciated by its owner. What
could I do, then ? What advantage
had I over her, if, in Lorenzo's eyes,
I was not protected by a sacred, in-

surmountable barrier which he re-

spected himself? What was my love

in comparison with her passion ?

What was my intelligence in com-

parison with that which she possess-
ed ? My beauty beside the irresisti-

ble charm that had even fascinated

me ? Finally, my youth itself in com-

parison with all the advantages her

unscrupulous vanity gave her over

me ? In fact, I think it seemed so

easy at the first glance to vanquish
me that she was almost disarmed

herself. But I also believe she soon

discovered something more in me
than all she found so easy to eclipse.
She saw I might in time succeed in

acquiring an ascendency over Lo-
renzo that no human influence could

destroy. She saw I might kindle a

flame in his soul it would be impos-
sible to extinguish a flame very dif-

ferent from that which either of us

could be the object of. She saw I

might lead him into a world where
she could no longer be my rival,

and that I wished to do so. She
discerned the ardent though con-

fused desire that was in my heart.

In a word, she had on her side an

intuition equal to that which I had
on mine. She perceived the good
there was in me, as I had fathomed

the evil there was in her, and she

knew she must overpower my good
influence, which would render him
invulnerable whom she wished to

captivate. She made use of all the

weapons she possessed to conquer
me, or rather, alas ! to conquer him

weapons always deadly against
hearts without defence. The very
esteem she had heretofore won be-

came a snare to him when her pride,

her passion, changed their calcu-

lationsan additional snare, a dan-

ger that, combined with others,

would be fatal ! . . .

If I speak of her now in this way,
it is not to gratify a resentment long
since extinguished. Neither is it to

palliate Lorenzo's offences against
me and against God. It is solely

to explain their secret cause, and tp

repeat once more that human love,

even the most tender, is a frail foun-

dation of that happiness in which

God has no part ;
and honor likewise,

even the highest and most unim-

peachable, is a feeble guarantee of a

fidelity of which God is not the bond,
the witness, and the judge ! . . .

I saw Lorenzo barely for a. mo-
ment in the morning. I clearly per-
ceived he wished to make me forget
what had passed between us the

evening before, but I did not see

the least shade of regret. It was

evident, on the contrary, that he

thought himself magnanimous in

overlooking my reproaches, and felt

no concern at having merited them.

In short, we seemed to have chang-
ed roles. As for me, I suffered so

much on account of the outburst

I had indulged in that it would

have been easy to call forth ac-

knowledgments that would have

atoned for it. They only waited for

the least word of affection, but not

one did he utter. Lando came for

him before two o'clock, and they
went away together, leaving me with
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a sad, heavy heart. I was not to see

him again till my return from the

Hotel de Kergy. Where would he

pass the time meanwhile? . . .

\\Dukl it really be in Lando's com-

pany? And was the business they
had to settle really such as to render

it impossible for him to spend this

last evening with me? . . Would
it not have been a thousand times

better to have remained silent, and,
as this was really our last day, and

we were to leave on the next, would

it not have been wiser in me to have

spent it wholly with him, . . . even

if that included her? . . . Had I

not committed an irreparable folly

in yielding to this explosion of un-

mistakable anger? This was indu-

bitable, but it was too late to remedy
it. The die was cast. Lorenzo
was gone ! I passed the afternoon,
like that of the Sunday before, at

church, but was pursued by a thou-

sand distractions which I had not

now the strength to resist. On the

contrary, I took pleasure in dwell-

ing on them, and my mind wandered
without any effort on my part to

prevent it. I neglected, on the very

day of my life when I had the most
need of light, courage, and assist-

ance, to have recourse to the only
Source whence they are to be obtain-

ed, and I returned home without

having uttered a prayer.
Two hours later I was at the

Hotel de Kergy, and in the same
room where just a week before I

had felt such lively emotion and
conceived such delightful hopes !

But, ah ! what a contrast between

my feelings on that occasion and
those of to-day ! I seemed to have
lived as many years since as there

had been days ! . . .

Mine, de Kergy advanced to meet
me as I entered, and I saw she no-

ticed the change in my face the

moment she looked at me. I did

not know how to feign what I did

not feel, and she had had too much

experience not to perceive I had

undergone some pain or chagrin
since the evening before. She ask-

ed me no questions, however, but,

on the contrary, began to speak of

something foreign to myself; and

this did me good. I soon felt my
painful emotions diminish by de-

grees, and a change once more in

the atmosphere around me, as when
one passes from one clime to an-

other.

The guests were but few in num-

ber, and all friends of the family.

Diana, prettier than ever, and so

lively as to excite my envy, was de-

lighted to see me, but did not ob-

serve the cloud on my brow ; and
if she had, she would have been in-

capable of fathoming the cause.

She hastened to point out the vari-

ous guests who had arrived.

"They are all friends," said she;
"
for mother said you were coming

to get a little respite from society."

Mme. de Kergy presented them
to me one by one, and among the

persons introduced were several

of celebrity, whom I regarded with

all the interest a first meeting adds

to renown. But I saw nothing of

Diana's brother among those pre-

sent, and was beginning to wonder
if I should never see him again,

when, just as dinner was ready, he

made his appearance. He bowed
to me at a distance, appearing to

have forgotten it was his place to

escort me to the table. A sign
from his mother seemed to bring
him to himself, and he offered me
his arm with some confusion,

though without any awkwardness.

But after taking a seat beside me,
he remained for some moments
without speaking, and then address-

ed his conversation to others in-

stead of me. I saw he was for
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some reason embarrassed, and I

was confused myself; for such

things are contagious. He soon

recovered his accustomed ease,

however, and when he finally ad-

dressed me it was with a simplicity

that set me, on my part, entirely

at ease. His conversation surpris-

ed and pleased me, and I felt I

conversed better with him than any
one else. There was nothing tri-

fling in what he said, and, above all,

he refrained from everything like a

compliment, direct or indirect, and

even from every subject that might
lead either to me or himself.

AVomen generally like nothing so

much as a style of conversation

that shows the effect they produce,
so it was not astonishing it had

'

been employed with me as well as

with otliers. But this language
had always embarrassed and dis-

pleased me, and I now felt propor-

tionately pleased with the unusual

way in which I was addressed a

way that seemed to raise me in my
own estimation. And yet he did

not try to absorb my attention, but

gave others an opportunity of tak-

ing part in the conversation.

It soon became general, and I

stopped to listen. I had then the

pleasure a new one for me of

witnessing a kind of game in which

thoughts and opinions fly from one

to another, wit mingles with gravity,

and the intellect is brightened by
contact with the brilliancy of others.

Gilbert was not the only one in

this circle who knew how to inter-

est without fatiguing, and excite,

not by ridicule, but by a better

kind of wit, the hearty, cordial

laugh that wounds neither the

absent nor the present !

What struck me especially was

the interest and almost deference

with which a man of well-known

eloquence, whose opinions had

weight with every one, endeavored
to draw forth the opinions of others.

It might have been said he listened

even better than he talked.

Thus during the whole time we
were at table, and the evening that

followed, I realized the true mean-

ing of the word conversation in a

country where it originated, in the

social world where it was coined,
and in the language which is, of all

mediums, the most delicate, the

most perfect, and the most univer-

sal.

In spite of myself, I felt my sad-

ness gradually vanish, and my laugh
more than once mingled freely in

the merriment of others. I saw
that Mme. de Kergy observed this

with pleasure, and a benevolent

smile increased the habitual sweet-

ness of her expression. She was a

woman whose unvarying serenity
was the result of great suffering, and
who now sought nothing in this

world but the happiness of others
;

to whose pains she was as fully
alive as she was full of profound
compassion.

She wore mourning, not only for

her husband, but a number of

children, of whom Gilbert and
Diana were the sole survivors.

But far from centring her affection

on them, she seemed to have given
to all who were young the love she

had cherished for those who were

gone, and the vacant places they
had left in her maternal heart. 1

could not help regarding her with

astonishment, for I belonged to a

country where it is more common
to die of grief than to learn how to

live under its burden. I returned

Mme. de Kergy 's smile, and for an

hour felt gay and almost happy.
But by degrees the burden, remov-

ed for an instant, fell back on my
heart. The reality of my troubles,

and the thought of bidding farewell
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to this delightful circle of friends,

filled me with a melancholy it was

impossible to repress. The regret

that weighed on my heart was for

a moment as profound as that we

feel for our country when we fear

never to behold it again.

I remained seated in an arm-

chair near the fire-place, and fell

into a rcvery which was favored by
Diana, who was at the piano. She
was at that moment playing with

consummate skill an air of Chopin's
which seemed to give expression
to my very thoughts. . . .

I awoke from my long revery, and

felt a blush mount to my very fore-

head when, raising my eyes, I found

Gilbert's fixed on mine. . . . And
mine were veiled with tears ! I

hastily brushed them away, stam-

mering with confusion that Chopin's
music always affected my nerves,
and then, leaving my seat, I ap-

proached the piano, where Diana

continued to play one air after

another. . . . Gilbert remained
with a pensive manner in the place
where I left him, looking at me
from a distance, and trying, per-

haps, to conjecture the cause of

my emotion.

But the approaching separation
was sufficient to account for this.

I was that very evening to bid a

long farewell to these new friends,

whom perhaps I should never meet

again in this world ! And when the

hour came, and Mine. <le K

clasped me for the last time in her

arms, 1 made no effort to restrain my
tears. Diana wept also, and, throw-

ing her arms around my neck, said :

" Oh ! do not forget* me. I love

you so much !"

Her mother added with a tearful

voice :

"
May God watch over you

wherever you go, my dear Ginevra!

I shall follow you in spirit with as

much interest as if I had known you

always ! . . ."

Gilbert offered me his arm, and

conducted me to the carriage with-

out uttering a word ;
but as I was on

the point of entering it he said :

" Those you leave behind are

greatly to be pitied, madame."
" And I am much more so," I

replied, my tears continuing to

flow without restraint.

He remained silent an instant,

and then said :

" As for me, madame, I may hope
to see you again, for I shall go to

Naples, . . . if I dare."
" And why should you not dare ?

You know well we shall expect you
and welcome you as a friend."

He made no reply, but after

helping me into the carriage, and I

had given him my hand, as I bade
him adieu, he answered in a low

tone :

" Au revoir .'"

XXIII.

Our journey through France and
across the Alps did not in the least

diminish the impressions of my last

days in Paris. But everything was

mingled in my recollections like the

joy and regret I felt at my depar-
ture joy and regret, both of which
I had reason to feel, though I did
not try to fathom their cause. I

was only conscious that in more

than one way the repose and hap-
piness of our life were threatened,
and it was necessary we should

take flight. It seemed as if we
could not go fast enough or far

enough. The very rapidity with

which we travelled by railway was

delightfully soothing, for it second-

ed my wishes. The sudden change
of scenery and climate, and the
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different aspect of the towns as

soon as we crossed the mountains,
also gave me pleasure, because all

this greatly added in my imagina-
tion to the distance we had so

rapidly come
Lorenzo also, though doubtless

for a different reason, seemed more
at ease after we left Paris, and

gradually resumed his usual manner
towards me. He never mentioned

Faustina's name, and I had only
ventured to speak timidly of her

once. As we were on the point of

leaving, I proposed writing her a

farewell note, but he prevented me
by hastily stammering something
to this effect : that my absence the

evening before was a sufficient ex-

planation for not seeing her again,
and it was useless to take the

trouble of any further farewell.

This new attitude surprised me.

He had changed his mind, then,

since the day he urged me so strong-

ly to be her friend ! ... It is true

I had myself expressed a vehement
desire too vehement, perhaps !

to break off this friendship. But

he did not try in the least to profit

by my present good-will to renew it.

It was evident he no longer desired

it himself. His only wish seemed
to be to make me forget the scene

that had occurred, as well as the

cause that led to it. Why was this ?

If I had really been in the wrong,
would he have forgiven me so read-

ily ? If, instead of this, his con-

science forced him to excuse me,
did not the affection he now mani-

fested prove his desire to repair

wrongs he could not avow, and
which perhaps I did not suspect ?

These thoughts involuntarily
crossed my mind and heart with

painful rapidity. I loved Lorenzo,
or rather, I felt the need of loving

him, above all things. But if he

himself loved me no longer, if he

had become treacherous, unfaithful*

and untrue to his word, could I

continue to love him ? Was this

possible? .'. . What would become
of me in this case ? Merciful hea-

vens ! . . . I asked myself these

questions with a terror that could

not have been, greater had I been

asking myself what would become
of my eyes should they be deprived
of light. And this comparison is

just, for there could be no darker

night than that which would have

surrounded me had the ardent, pre-
dominant feeling of my heart been
left without any object. I might
suitably have taken for my motto :

Aimer on mourir either love or

die words often uttered in a jest-

ing, romantic, or trifling way, but

which were to me full of profound,

mysterious meaning. But this

meaning was hidden from me, and
the day was still far distant when
its signification would be made
manifest !

After crossing the Alps and the

Apennines, and passing through
Florence and Rome, we at length

proceeded towards Naples by the

delightful route that formerly cross-

ed the Pontine Marshes, Terracina,
and Mola di Gaeta. Every one
who returns to Italy the first time
after leaving it experiences a feel-

ing of intoxication and joy a thou-

sand times more lively than when
one goes there for the first time.

The eyes wander around in search

of objects which once gave them

pleasure and it had been a sacrifice

to leave. I yielded to this enjoy-
ment without attempting to resist

it. Sadness, moreover, did not be-

long to my age, and, though in-

tensely capable of it, it was by no

means natural to me. During the

first weeks after my return to Na-

ples my mind was diverted from

all my troubles and anxiety by
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novelties that everything contri-

buted to render efficacious and

powerful.
In the first place, I was glad to

find myself once more in my de-

lightful home, which, by the order

of Lorenzo, had undergone a mul-

titude of improvements during my
absence, and was now additionally
embellished with the contents of

the boxes we had brought from

Paris. It was Lorenzo's taste, and
not mine, which had dictated the

choice of these numberless objects,
the chief value of which in my eyes
was derived from the estimation he

attached to them himself.

The anxiety that clouded his

face seemed to have disappeared.
He appeared as delighted as I to

find himself at home, and was quite

disposed to resume his favorite oc-

cupation in his studio. Conse-

quently, the clouds soon began to

disperse from my soul
;

the sun

once more began to brighten my
life.

Lorenzo soon insisted, with an

earnestness equal to that he had
before shown to have me all to

himself, that my door should now
be constantly open. My drawing-
room was filled with people of the

best society and highest rank in

Naples, and, thanks to their cordi-

ality and natural turn for sudden
intimacies (a characteristic, charm-

ing trait in that delightful region),
instead of feeling at all embarrassed

among so many new acquaintances,
I felt as if surrounded by friends I

had always known and loved.

Above all, I at last saw Livia
once more, and though through a
double grate, which prevented me
from embracing her, it afforded me
an unalloyed happiness which left

no regrets.

The monastery she entered was
situated at one extremity of Na-

ples, which could only be reached

by traversing an endless number of

narrow, gloomy, winding streets, in

which it seemed impossible to

move a step without knocking
down the people on foot, over-

throwing their shops, and even

kitchens, established in the open
air; and, if in a carriage, crushing
the children playing, running about,
or sleeping in the sun.

The first time a person ventures

into such streets he is terrified at

every step, and wonders he is al-

lowed there. He feels guilty and
like apologizing to every one he

meets. But he soon sees he has

done no harm
;

that everybody,

young and old, mothers and chil-

dren, the passers-by, the coachmen,
and even the horses themselves, are

endowed with a dexterity, good-hu-
mor, and at the same time an en-

ergy that make their way through
everything. In a word, they all

have such quickness of sight, hear-

ing, and motion that not a day
passes in which miracles of skill

are not effected in these narrow

streets, which not only prevent ac-

cidents from happening, but even
from being feared, and you are at

last unwilling to admit there is any
crowd in Naples so compact, any
street so narrow, or any descent so

perilous, as to make it necessary to

leave the vehicle you are in, or

which the coachman who drives,
and the horses he manages, cannot

pass without danger.
At the end of some such way as

I have described it was necessary,
in addition to all this, in order to

reach the monastery I am speaking
of, to stop at the foot of an acclivi-

ty the horses could not ascend, not
on account of its steepness, which
would have been no obstacle, but

because every now and then there

were steps to facilitate the ascent
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of pedestrians, but which rendered

it impassable for equipages of any
kind whatever. It had therefore to

be ascended on foot, and, when once

at the top, there was still a flight

of fifteen or twenty steps to climb

before Beaching the broad terrace

or platform before the gate through
which strangers were admitted to

the convent.

If this ascent was difficult, it

must be confessed one felt repaid
for the trouble of making it by the

view from the terrace. Here the

visitor wandered along the narrow,

gloomy streets through the old, his-

toric city, as well as its more ele-

gant quarters, towards that side of

the bay where Vesuvius was to be

seen in its most striking aspect, and
from the summit of the volcano

followed its descent to the vast,

smiling plain, more charming even

in that direction than that to the

sea by Ottagno, Stabia, and Castel-

lamare. On every side the eye re-

posed on the verdant orange-trees

growing in numberless gardens.
Such was the outer world that en-

circled my sister's cloistered home.
Such was the view from every win-

dow on this side of the convent.

On the other there was a more

quiet prospect, perhaps even better

suited to contemplation that of

the cloister, with its broad arcades

of fine architecture, which sur-

rounded an enclosure planted with

lemon-trees, in the centre of which
stood a massive antique fountain

of marble. The pines of Capo di

Monte stood out against the clear

sky, further off were the heights of

Sant' Elmo, and along the horizon

stretched the majestic line of moun-
tains which form the background
of the picture.
When able to tear my eyes fron

this magnificent prospect, lit up by
all the fires of the setting sun, I

suddenly found myself in the

somewhat gloomy vestibule of the

monastery, whence I was conduct-

ed to a large parlor divided by
a grate, behind which fell a long,
black curtain. Here I was left

alone, with the assurance I should

soon see my sister. I felt an emo-
tion I had not anticipated, and for

the first time it seemed as if the

most horrible separation had taken

place between us. The admiration

I had just experienced, and my joy
at the prospect of seeing her again,
both vanished. My heart swelled

with painful emotion, and it was
with more terror than devotion I

looked up at a large crucifix the

only ornament on the bare wall in

front of the grille. As to the grate

itself, it filled me with horror, and
I did not dare look at it.

All at once I heard the sound of

a light step, the curtain was drawn

quickly aside, and a beloved voice

softly uttered my name: "Gina!"

Turning around, I saw Livia, my
sister, standing before me ! The
shock I received could not have

been greater if, supposing her dead,
I had seen her descend from the

skies and appear thus suddenly be-

fore me. She wore the white veil

of a novice, and her habit, as well

as the band across her forehead and
the guimpe around her neck, was of

the same color. Her face was radi-

ant. The dazzling rays of the set-

ting sun suddenly poured in through
the door of the cloister, left open
behind her, and she seemed to be

wholly enveloped in light. I gazed
at her speechless with affection,

surprise, and I know not what

other indefinable emotion. ... I

was almost afraid to address her;
but she did not appear to observe

it. The words that rapidly fell

from her lips were animated, na-

tural, and affectionate as ever



The Veil Withdrawn. 20 1

more affectionate even. And there

was the same tone of anxious so-

licitude. Hut she was calmer,

more serene, and even more gentle,

and, though at times she had the

same tone of decision, there was

no trace of the sadness and auste-

rity she sometimes manifested, in

spite of herself, in former times

when an invisible cross darkened

everything around her. The band
that concealed her hair revealed

more clearly the extreme beauty of

her eyes, and while I stood gazing
at her as if \ had never studied her

features before, I felt she spoke
truly in saying

"
the grates of the

convent should neither hide her

face nor her heart from me." Never
had the one, I thought, so faithfully
reflected the other.

As to her, she by no means per-
ceived the effect she had produced.
She was anxious to hear all I had
been doing while absent, and asked

me one question after another with

the same familiarity with which we
used to converse when side by side.

Glad to be able to open my heart

in this way, I forgot, when I be-

gan, all I had to say if I would
conceal nothing from her. But my
account soon became confused, and
I suddenly stopped.

''Gina mia ! said she, "you do
not tell me everything. Why is

this? Is it because you think I no

longer take any interest in your
worldly affairs?"

"
It is not that alone, Livia, but

it is really very difficult to speak
of Paris and the senseless life I led

there before this grate and while

looking at you as you are now."
"

I shall always take as much
pleasure in listening to you," said

she,
"
as you do in talking to me.

I admit, when our good aunt,
Donna Clelia, conies to see me
with her daughters, I often assume

a severe air, and tell them what I

think of tht world; . . . but I must
confess my aunt does not L

with me, for she depends on my
vocation to procure husbands for

Mariuccia and Teresina, who are

worthy of them, because, as

says, a person who consecrates her-

self to God brings good-luck to all

the family. She no longer regards
me as zjcltatrice, I assure you !"

She laughed as she said this, and
I could not help exclaiming with

surprise and envy :

"
Livia, how happy you are to be

so cheerful !"

Her face resumed its usual ex-

pression of sweet gravity, as she re-

plied :

"
I am cheerful, Gina, because I

am happy. But you were former-

ly livelier than I. Why are you no

longer so, my dear sister ? Cheer-
fulness is for those whose souls are

at peace."
"O Livia!" I cried, not able

to avoid a sincere reply to so di-

rect a question,
"
my heart is

heavy with sorrow, I assure you,
and the cheerfulness you speak of

is frequently wanting."
She started with surprise at these

words, and questioned me with an

angelic look.

I did not delay my reply. I felt

the need of opening my heart, and
resumed the account I had broken
off. I described without any cir-

cumlocution the life of pleasure to

which I had given myself up, at

first through curiosity and inclina-

tion, and in the end with weariness
and disgust. I spoke of the day
at Paris when fervor, devotion, and

good impulses awoke "in my soul,

my meeting Mine, de Kergy, and
all I had seen and felt in the pla-
ces I had visited in her company.

Finally, I endeavored, with a

trembling voice, to explain all my
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hopes and wishes with respect to

Lorenzo, and the nature of the pro-

jects and ambition I had for him.

With a heart still affected at the

remembrance I depicted the new

happiness the new and higher
life I had dreamed of for him as

well as myself!
Livia listened with joy to this

part of my story, and her face

brightened while I was speaking.

But, without explaining the cause

of my disappointment, I ended by
telling her how complete it was,
and this awoke so many bitter re-

membrances at once that I was

suffocated with emotion, and for

some moments I was unable to

continue. . . .

A cloud passed over her brow,
and she suffered me to weep some
moments in silence.

" Your wishes were good and holy,

Ginevra," said she at length, "and
God will bless them sooner or later."

I paid no heed to her words. A
torrent of bitterness, jealousy, and

grief inundated my heart, and, feel-

ing at liberty to say what concern-

ed no one but myself, I gave vent

to thoughts I had often dwelt on
in silence, but now uttered aloud

with vehemence and without any
restriction.

Livia listened without interrupt-

ing me, and seemed affected at my
impetuosity. Standing motionless

on the other side of the grille, her
hands crossed under her long, white

scapular, and her downcast, thought-
ful eyes fastened on the ground,
she seemed for a time to be listen-

ing rather to the interior voice of

my soul than to the words I utter-

ed. At length she slowly raised

her eyes, and said with an accent

difficult to describe :

"You say your heart feels the

need of some object of affection

that not to love would be death ?

You need, too, the assurance that

the one you love is wholly worthy
of your affection ? . . . Really,"
continued she, smiling, "one would

say you wish Lorenzo to be per-

fect, which of course he is not, even
if as faultless as man is capable of

being."
She stopped, and the smile that

played on her lips became almost

celestial. One would have said a

ray of sunlight beamed across her

face. She continued :

"
I understand you, Ginevra

;
I

understand you perfectly, perhaps
even better than you do yourself,
but I am not capable of solving
the enigma that perplexes you of

drawing aside the veil that now
obscures the light. . . . Oh ! if I

could!" said she, clasping her

hands and raising her eyes to hea-

ven with fervor.
" To solve all your

doubts to give you the light ne-

cessary to comprehend this mys-
tery clearly would require a mira-

cle beyond the power of any hu-

man being. God alone can effect

this. May he complete his work!

May you merit it !"

The bell rang, and we hastily
took leave of each other. It was
dusk when I left her. She assured

me I could make her a similar visit

every week, and this prospect made
me happy. I was happy to have

seen her happy to feel she could

still descend to my level from the

holier region she inhabited, and
that there was nothing to hinder me
from enjoying in the future the

sweet intercourse of the past.

But however fully I opened my
heart to Livia, I should have con-

sidered it profaning the purity of

the air I breathed in her presence
to utter the name of Faustina Reali.

And, without knowing why, neither

did I mention the name of Gilbert

de Kergy.
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Naples at that time was styled by
some one

"
a small capital and a

large city," and this designation
ua:, correct. The society, though
on a small scale, was of the very

highest grade, consisting of an

aristocracy exempt from the least

haughtiness, and retaining all the

habits and manners of bygone
times. However frivolous this so-

ciety might be in appearance, its

defects were somewhat redeemed

by an originality and lack of af-

fectation which wholly excluded

the vexatious and insupportable
ennui produced by frivolity and

pretension when, as often happens,

they are found together. With a

few exceptions, devoid of great

talents or very profound acquire-

ments, it had wit in abundance, as

well as a singular aptitude for seiz-

ing and comprehending everything.
If to all this we add the most cordial

reception and the readiest, warmest

welcome, it will at once be seen

that those who were admitted to

this circle could not help carrying

away an ineffaceable remembrance
of it.

l!ut the special, characteristic

trait which distinguished Naples
from every other city, large or small,

was, strange to say, and yet true,

the utter absence of all gossip, slan-

der, or ridicule. The women un-

animously defended one another,
and no man, under the penalty of

being considered ill-bred, ever ven-

tured to speak ill of one of their

number, unless perhaps by one of

those slight movements of the fea-

tures which constitute, in that

country, a language apart very
eloquent, it is true, and perfectly
understood by every one, but which
never produces the same effect as

actual words. It wa> generally

said, and almost always with truth,

whenever there was any new gos-

sip in circulation, which sometimes

happened, that
" no doubt some

stranger had a finger in it
"

! To
complete this picture, we will add
that there was a circle of ladies in

Neapolitan society who fully equal-
led in beauty and grace the genera-
tion before them, which was cele-

brated in this respect throughout

Italy.

It may be affirmed, therefore,

without fear of denial on the part
of any contemporary, that the gene-
ral result of all this was to produce
a kind of beait-iiital of gay society.

Among these ladies was one I par-

ticularly remarked, and who speed-

ily became my friend. Lorenzo
had predicted this the day (after-

wards so fatally memorable to me)
when for the first time the name of

the Contessa Stella di San Giulio

met my eyes. To tell the truth, this

remembrance at first took away all

desire to make her acquaintance.
It seemed to me (yielding no doubt
to a local superstition) that the day
on which I first heard the name of

Faustina could bring me no luck.

But this prejudice was soon over-

come. It was sufficient to see her

to feel at once attracted towards her.

At first sight, however, there was

something imposing in her features

and manner, but this impression

immediately changed. As soon as

she began to converse, her eyes,
the pleasing outline of her face,

and her whole person, were lit up
by an enchanting smile on her half-

open lips a smile that the pencil
of Leonardo da Vinci alone could

depict. It is among the women
who served as models to this great,

incomparable master that a like-

ness to Stella must be sought. It
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is by studying the faces of which
he has left us the inimitable type
we recognize, notwithstanding their

smiling expression, a certain firm-

ness and energy which exclude all

idea of weakness, nonchalance, or

indolence. Stella's physiognomy,
too, expressed courage and patience,
and they were predominant traits

in her character. She was, how-

ever, vivacious, versatile, and so

lively as to seem at times to take

too light a view of everything; but,

when better known, no one could

help admiring the rate faculty with

which heaven enabled her to bear

cheerfully the heavy trials of life,

and feeling that her gayety was

courage in its most attractive as-

pect.
Married at eighteen, she had

seen this union, with which conve-
nience had more to do than incli-

nation, dissolved at the end of two

years : her husband died soon after

the birth of her only child. From
that time family circumstances

obliged her to live with an uncle,

who was the guardian of her child,

and had, in this capacity, the right

to meddle with everything relating to

both mother and daughter a right

which his wife, a woman of difficult

and imperious temper, likewise ar-

rogated in a manner that would
have exhausted the patience of any
one else ; but Stella's never failed

her. Feeling it important for the

future interests of her little Angio-
lina to accept the condition im-

posed by her widowhood, she sub-

mitted to it courageously without

asking if there was any merit in so

doing. Her liveliness, which had
been so long subdued, returned be-

neath the smiles of her child, and,
as often happens to those who are

young, nature gained the ascen-

dency and triumphed over all there

was to depress her. Angiolina was

now five years old, and was grow-
ing up without perceiving the

gloomy atmosphere that surround-
ed the nest of affection and joy in

which her mother sheltered her,

and the latter found her child so

sweet a resource that she no longer
seemed to feel anything was want-

ing in her lot.

This intimacy added much to

the happiness of a life which began
to please me far beyond my expec-
tations. The gay world, with which
I thought myself so completely dis-

gusted, took a new and more sub-

tle aspect in my eyes than that I

had so soon become weary of.

But in yielding to this charm it

seemed to me I was pleasing Lo-
renzo and seconding his desire to

make our house one of the most
brilliant in Naples. Nevertheless,
he resumed his labors, and passed
whole hours in his studio, where he

seemed wholly absorbed, as for-

merly, in his art. I found him
there more than anywhere else, as

he was before our fatal journey.
He had begun again with renewed
ardor on his Vestal, which was now

nearly completed, and was consid-

ered the most perfect work that

ever issued from his hands. He
attributed the honor of his success

to his model, and, though formerly
more annoyed than flattered by
suffrages of this kind, I now wel-

comed the compliment as a presage
of days like those of former times.

The first time I entered the stu-

dio after my return I sought with

jealous anxiety some trace of the

remembrance that haunted me, and
seemed to find it on every hand.

In a Sappho whose passionate, tra-

gical expression alone had struck

me before, and the Bacchante
which seemed at once beautiful and

repulsive, I imagined I could trace

the features, alas! too perfect not
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to be graven in the imagination of

a sculptor in spite of himself. . . .

I saw them, above all, in a Proser-

pine, hidden by accident, or on

purpose, in an obscure corner of

the studio, which struck me as a

sudden apparition of her fatal

beauty. Finally, I saw them also

in the other Vestal, to which the

one I sat for was the pendant. It

was then only I remembered with

pleasure he said when he first be-

gan it that no one before me had re-

alized the ideal he was trying to

embody.
Haunted by these recollections,

I began to find my sittings in the

studio painful and annoying, but

I did not manifest my feelings. I

had acquired some control over

them, and felt it was not for my
interest to revive, by a fresh dis-

play ofjealousy, a remembrance that

seemed to be dormant, or again ex-

cite a displeasure that appeared to

be extinguished. Besides, the like-

ness that haunted me so persistent-

ly became in time more vague and

uncertain, and seemed likely to

disappear entirely. The current

of gayety and pleasure that now
surrounded me absorbed me more
and more. The very light of the

sun at Naples is a feast for the heart

as well as the eyes. It is a region
that has no sympathy with gloom,
or even the serious side of life, and
it must be confessed that the social

ideal I have spoken of is not the

most salutary and elevated in the

world. It must also be acknow-

ledged that if it is not absolutely
true that this charming region is

the classic land of the_/<?/ nienie, as

it has been called (for the number
of people everywhere who do no-

thing make me think all skies and
all climes favorable to them), it is

nevertheless indubitable that every
one feels a mingled excitement

and languor at Naples which oblige
him to struggle continually against
the double temptation to enjoy at

all hours the beauty of the earth

and sky, and afterwards to gise
himself up unresistingly to the re-

pose he feels the need of. When
weary of this struggle, when nothing
stimulates his courage to continue

it, he is soon intoxicated and over-

powered by the very pleasure of

living. One day foHows another

without thinking to ask how they
have been spent. The interest ta-

ken in serious things grows less,

the strength necessary for such

things diminishes, all effort is bur-

densome
;
and as this joyous, futile

life does not seem in any way wrong
or dangerous, he no longer tries to

resist it, but suffers the subtle poi-
son which circulates in the air to in-

fuse inactivity into the mind, indif-

ference and effeminacy in the heart,

and even to the depths of the soul

itself.

Such were the influences to which
I gave myself up, but not without
some excuse, perhaps. At my age
this reaction of gayety and love of

pleasure was natural. After the

experience I had passed through, I

felt the need of something to divert

me the need of forgetting. How,
then, could I possibly resist all there

was around me to amuse and enable
me to forget ? Of course I had not

forgotten Mme. de Kergy, or Diana,
or the eloquence of Gilbert, but I

had nearly lost all the pure, noble,
and soul-stirring sentiments my ac-

quaintance with them had awak-
ened

;
and if any unacknowledged

danger lurked therein, it had so

ephemeral an influence on me that

all trace was effaced, as a deadly
odor passes away that we only
inhaled for a moment.
As for my charming Stella, she

no more thought of giving me
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advice than of setting me an ex-

ample. She shared with me her

happiest hours in the day, but I

could not follow her in the coura-

geous course of her hidden daily

life. I did not see her during the

hours when, with a brow as serene,

a face as tranquil, as that with

which she welcomed me at a later

hour, she immolated her tastes and

wishes, and by the perpetual sacri-

fice of herself earned the means
of rendering her daughter as happy
as she pleased. I saw her, on the

contrary, during my daily drive

with her and Angiolina one of

the greatest pleasures of the day
for us all. To see them together,
the mother as merry as the child,

one would have supposed the one
as happy, as fully exempt from all

care, as the other ! . . . We often

took long drives in this way, some-

times beyond the extreme point of

Posilippo, sometimes to Portici, or

even to Capo di Monte. There we
would leave our carriage and for-

get ourselves in long conversations

while Angiolina was running about,

coming every now and then to

throw herself into her mother's arms

or mine. I loved her passionately,
and it often seemed to me, as I

embraced her, that I felt for her

something of that love which is the

strongest on earth, and makes us

endure the privation of all other

affection. Angiolina was, it is true,

one of those children better fitted

than most to touch the maternal

fibre that is hidden in every woman-

ly heart. She had accents, looks,

and moods of silence which seemed
to indicate a soul attentive to voices

that are not of this world, and

sometimes, at the sight of her ex-

pressive childish face, one could

not help wondering if she did not

already hear those of heaven.

Lorenzo from time to time made

a journey to the North of Italy, in

order to see to his property. His

absence, always short, and invari-

ably explained, caused me neither

pain nor offence. He seemed hap-
py to see me again at his return, and

appeared to enjoy much more than

I, even, the gay life we both led.

He devoted his mornings to work,
but spent his evenings with me,
either in society or at the theatre
of San Carlo, where, according to

the Italian custom in those days,
we went much less to enjoy the

play, or even the music, than to

meet our friends. As for gaming,
I had reason to believe he had en-

tirely renounced it, for he never
touched a card in my presence.
The twofold danger, therefore,
which had threatened my peace,
seemed wholly averted, and I once
more resumed my way with confi-

dence and security, as a bird, beat-

en by the tempest, expands its

wings at the return of the sun, and

sings, as it flies heavenward, as if

clouds and darkness were never to

return !

But in the midst of this new
dawn of happiness I was gliding
almost imperceptibly but rapidly
down, and suffering my days to pass
in constantly-increasing indolence.

It is true my good Ottavia, who
had been with me since Livia's en-

trance at the convent, reminded
me of the days and hours assigned
for the practices of devotion she

had taught me in my childhood,

which, though not piety itself, serve

to keep it alive. Without her I

should probably have forgotten
them all. I thought of nothing but

how to be happy, and I was so be-

cause I seemed to have recovered
absolute empire over Lorenzo's

heart. . . . My lofty aspirations
for him had vanished like some
fanciful dream no longer remem-
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bered. The charm of his mental

qualities and his personal attrac-

tions gave him a kind of supremacy
in the circle where he occupied the

foremost rank, and had every desir-

able pretext for gratifying his taste

for display ; while, on the other

hand, the aureola of genius that

surrounded him prevented his life

from appearing, and even from be-

ing, wholly vain.

It was vain, however, as every
one's life is that has no light from

above. I was not yet wholly in-

capable of feeling this, but I was

becoming more and more incapable
of suffering from it.

It is not in this way the vigor of

the soul is maintained or renewed.

Livia alone had not lost her benefi-

cent influence over me. A word
from her had the same effect as the

strong, correct tone of the diapason,
which gives the ear warning when
the notes begin to flatten. Every
descent, however gradual, is diffi-

cult to climb again, and I did not

at all perceive the ground I had
lost till I found myself face to face

with new trials and new dangers.

XXV.

Several months passed, however,
without any change in my happy,
untroubled life. Lando's arrival,

and shortly after that of Mario,
were the chief incidents. Mario's

visits were short and rare, for he

seldom left my father. He loved

home, now he was alone there, better

than he used to do
;
and my father,

relieved of a heavy responsibility

by the marriage of one daughter
and the vocation of the other, en-

joyed more than ever the com-

pany of a son who gave him no

anxiety and prevented him from

finding his solitude irksome. He
only lived now in the recollections

of the past and for his profession,
and Mario fulfilled with cheerful

devotedness the additional obliga-
tions our departure had imposed
on him. He came from time to

time to see his two sisters, and had
not entirely lost the habit of favor-

ing me with advice and remon-
strances. Nevertheless, as my pre-
sent position obliged me to make a

certain display he was not sorry to

have a part in, and as, on the whole,
he did not find my house disagree-

able, it was not as difficult as it

once was to win his approbation,

particularly as, notwithstanding the

frivolous life I led, I was still (per-

haps a strange thing) wholly de-
void of coquetry and vanity, which,
almost as much as my affection for

Lorenzo, served as a safeguard in

the world, and not only shielded
me from its real dangers, but from
all criticism. This point acknow-

ledged, Mario, who did not consi-

der himself dispensed by my mar-

riage from watching over my repu-
tation, was as kind to me now as

he would have been implacable had
it been otherwise. As I, on my
side, by no means feared his

oversight, and he brought news
of my father and recalled the

memories of the past, which I

continued to cherish in my present
life, I welcomed him with affection,

and his visits always afforded me
pleasure.

As to Lando, he had been forced
to tear himself away from Paris, and
devote to economy an entire year
which he had come very reluctantly
to spend in the bosom of his family.
He at once observed with astonish-

ment that I was happier at Naples
than at Paris. As for him, he de-

clared life in a small city was an
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impossibility, and he should pass
the time of his exile in absolute ex-

clusion. But he contented himself

with carrying this Parisian nostalgia
from one drawing-room to another,

exhaling his complaints sometimes
in Italian (continually graiseyartf),

sometimes in French sprinkled
with the most recent argot, only

comprehensible to the initiated.

But as, in spite of all this, his natu-

ral good-humor was never at fault,

everything else was overlooked, and

he was welcomed everywhere; so

existence gradually became endu-

rable, and he resigned himself to

it so completely that by the time

the Carnival approached he was so

thoroughly renaturalized that no
one was more forward than he in

preparing and organizing all the

amusements with which it termi-

nates at Naples vehicles, costumes,

confetti, and flowers for the Toledo ;*

suppers, dominos, and disguises for

the Festini di San Carlo, f without

reckoning the great fancy ball at

the Accademia
; \ and, to crown all,

private theatricals with a view to

Lent. With all this, he had ample
means of escaping all danger of

dying of ennui before Easter ! . . .

I must acknowledge, however,
that he found me as much disposed
to aid him as any one. I was in

one of those fits of exuberant gayety
which at Naples, and even at Rome,
sometimes seize even the most
reasonable and sensible people
during the follies of the Carnival.

But it must be confessed these

follies had not in Italy the gross,

vulgar, and repulsive aspect which

public gayety sometimes assumes

* The Strada di Toledo, where the maskers as-

semble, and the combats with confetti take place

during the Carnival.

t Bais Htasqutfs.

t The lame of the place where large public and

private balls are given by the Neapolitan nobility, to

whom one must belong to have the right to sub-

scribe.

at Paris on similar occasions. One
would suppose everybody at Paris

more or less wicked at Carnival

time
;
whereas at Rome and Naples

everybody seems to be more or less

childlike. Is this more in appear-
ance than reality ? Must we believe

the amount of evil the same every-
where during these days devoted
to pleasure ? I cannot say. At

Rome, we know, no less than at

Paris and Naples, while people on
the Corso are pelting each other

with confetti and lighting the moc-

coletti, the churches are also illumi-

nated, and a numerous crowd, pros-
trate before the Blessed Sacrament

exposed on the altars, pray in order

to expiate the follies of the merry
crowd. But it seems to me no one
who has made the comparison
would hesitate to acknowledge a

great difference in the gayety of

these places, as well as the different

amusements it inspires.

Stella was in as gay a mood as

I. Angiolina (whose right it was)
could not have prepared more en-

thusiastically than we to throw con-

fetti at every one we met, or pelt
the vehicles in which most of the

gentlemen of the place, arrayed in

various disguises, drive up and
down the Toledo. These vehicles

are stormed with missiles from

every balcony they pass, and they

reply by handfuls of confetti and
flowers thrown to the highest

stories, either by means of cornets,

or by instruments expressly for this

purpose, or by climbing the staging
made on the carriages to bring the

combatants nearer together.

Lorenzo, Lando, and even Mario

were enrolled among the number
to man a wonderful gondola of the

XV.th century, all clad in the cos-

tume of that period, and Lorenz >,

by his taste and uncommon acquire-
ments of all kinds, contributed to
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render this masquerade almost in-

teresting from an artistic and his-

toric point of view, and he was as

zealous about it as any one.

We were in the very midst of

these preparations when one morn-

ing he told me with an air of vexa-

tion he had just received a letter

from hi:i .r_;ent which would oblige

him to be :d>sent several days. But

he was only to go to Bologna this

time, and would be back without

fail the eve of Jcudi- (.iras* the day
fixed for the last exhibition of the

gondola. l!ut his departure afflict-

ed me the more because lie had not

been absent for a long time, and I was

no longer used to it. I did not, there-

fore, conceal my annoyance. But as

his seemed to be equally great, I

finally saw him depart, not without

let, but without the least shade

of my former distrust.

The Carnival was late that year,
and the coming of spring was al-

te.uly perceptible in the air. I

had passed two hours with Stella in

the park of Capo di Monte, while

iclina was filling her basket

with the violets that grew among the

grass. Our enjoyment was increas-

ed by the freshness of the season

and the enchanting sky of Naples.
When the circumstances of a per-
son's life are not absolutely at vari-

ance with the beauty of nature, he
(els a transport here not experienc-
ed in any other place. That day
I was happier and merrier than

usual, and yet, as we were about to

leave the park, I all at once felt

th.at vague kind of sadness which

always throws its cloud over exces-

sive joy.
" One moment longer, Stella,"

said I,
"

it is so lovely here. I never
saw the sea and sky so blue .before !

I r'Annot bear to go home.'

* Thursday before Lent

VOL. XX. 14

" Remain as long as you please,

Ginevra. I am never tired, you
know, of the beautiful prospect be-

fore us ! Nature is to me a mother,

a friend, and a support. She has

so often enabled me to endure

life."
" Poor Stella !" said I with a

slight remorse, for I felt I was too

often unmindful of the difference in

our lots.

But she continued with her

charming smile :

"You see, Ginevra, they say I

have A" sang jflyeiix ! which means,
I suppose, that I have a happy dis-

position. When all other means
fail of gratifying my natural turn, I

can do it by looking around me.

The very radiance of the heavens

suffices to fill me with torrents of

joy."
At that moment Angiolina ran

up with a little bunch of violets-

she had tied together, and gave
them to her mother. Stella took

the child up in her arms.
"
Look, Ginevra. See how blue

my Angiolina's eyes are. Their

color is a thousand times lovelier

than that of the sky or sea, is it

not ? Come, let us not talk of my
troubles," continued she, as her

daughter threw her arms around

her neck, and leaned her cheek

against hers.
" This treasure is

sufficient; I ask no other."
"
Yes, Stella, you are right. To

enjoy such a happiness I would

give all I possess."
"God will doubtless grant you

this happiness some day," replied

she, smiling.
Our merriment, interrupted for a

moment, now resumed its course.

It was time to go home, and we re-

turned without delay to the carriage,

which awaited us at the gate ot

the park.
It was Tuesday, the day but one



210 The Veil Withdrawn.

before Jcudi- Gras ; consequently
I expected Lorenzo the following

day. All the preparations for the

masquerade were completed, and
in passing by the door of my aunt,

Donna Clelia, who lived on the

Toledo, I proposed to Stella we
should call to make sure she had

attended to her part; for it was

from her balcony the first great
contest with confetti was to take

place the next day but one.

Donna Clelia, as I have remark-

ed, felt a slight degree of ill-humor

at the time of my marriage. Hut

she speedily concluded to regard
the event with a favorable eye. It

would doubtless have been more

agreeable to be able to say :

" The
duke, my son-in-law "; but if she

could not have this satisfaction, it

was something to be able to say :

"My niece, the duchess," and my
aunt did not deny herself this

pleasure.

Besides, she anticipated another

advantage of more importance of

obtaining an entrance by my means
to high life, which hitherto she had

only seen at an immeasurable dis-

tance; and she was still more anx-

ious to introduce her daughters
than to enter herself. From the

day of my marriage, therefore, she

resolved to establish herself at Na-

ples, and this resolution had already
had the most happy results. Tere-

sina and Mariuccia were large girls,

rather devoid of style, but not

of beauty. Thanks to our relation-

ship, they were invited almost every-

where, and the dream of their mo-
ther was almost realized. As I had

indubitably contributed to this, and

they had the good grace to acknow-

ledge it, I was on the best terms

with them as well as with Donna
Clelia. The latter, it will be readily

imagined, had enthusiastically ac-

ceded to my request to allow the

cream of the beau monde to occupy
her balconies on Jeudi-Gras, and we
found her now in the full tide of the

preparations she considered neces-

sary for so great an event.

My aunt had apartments of good
size on the first floor of one of the

large palaces on the Strada di Tole-

do. They were dark and gloomy
in the morning, like all in that lo-

cality, but in the evening, when her

drawing-rooms were lit up, they

produced a very good effect. As
to Donna Clelia herself, when her

voluminous person was encased in

a suit of black velvet, and her locks,

boldly turned back, had the addi-

tion of a false chignon, a plume of

red feathers, and superb diamonds,
she sustained very creditably, as I

can testify, the part of a dignified

matron, and it was easy to see she

had been in her day handsomer
than either of her daughters. But
when she received us on this occa-

sion, enveloped in an enormous

wrapper, which indicated that, in

spite of the advanced hour, she had
not even begun her toilet, and with

her hair reduced to its simplest

expression, she presented quite a

different aspect. She was, however,

by no means disconcerted when we
made our appearance., but met us,

on the contrary, with open arms
;
for

she was very glad of an opportunity
of explaining all the arrangements
she was at that instant occupied in

superintending, which likewise ac-

counted for the in'glig/
1 in which we

surprised her. She took us all

through the drawing-rooms, point-

ing out in the penumbra the places,

here and there, where she intended

to place a profusion of flowers.

Here a large table would stand,

loaded with everything that would
aid us in repairing our strength

during the contest
;

and there

were genuine tubs for the confetti,
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wliere we should find an inexhaus-

tible supply of ammunition. My
aunt was ru h. She spared noth-

ing for her own amusement or to

amuse others, and never had she

found a hotter occasion for spend-

ing lier money. She had already

given two successful soircss, at which

her large drawing-rooms were filled,

hut this crowd did not include ev-

erybody, and those who were ab-

sent were precisely those she was

most anxious to have, and the very
ones who, on Jetuii-Gras, were to

give her the pleasure of making use

of her rooms. She did not dream
of fathoming their motives

;
it was

enough to have their presence.
At last, after examining and ap-

proving everything, as disorder

reigned in the drawing-room, my
aunt took us to her chamber. She

gave Stella and myself two arm-

chairs that were there, placed on

the floor a supply of biscuits, can-

died chestnuts, and mandarines for

Angiolina's benefit, and seated her-

self on the foot of her bedstead,

taking for a seat the bare wood
;
the

mattress pillows, and coverings be-

ing rolled up during the day, ac-

cording to the Neapolitan custom,
like an enormous bale of goods, at

the other end of the bedstead.

Arming herself with an immense fan,

which she vigorously waved to and

fro, she set herself to work to en-

tertain us. First, she replied to my
questions :

" You ask where the ragazze*
.;re. . . . I didn't tell you, then, they
are gone on a trip to Sorrento with

the baroncssa ?"
"
No, Xia (.'leli.i, you did not tell

me. When will they return?"

"Oh! in a short time. I expect
them before night. It was such

fine weather yesterday! They did

The girls.

not like to refuse to accompany the

baroness, but it would not pl< ,

them to lose two days of the Carni-

val, and the baroness wouldn't, for

anything in the world, miss her part

at San Carlo. Teresina is to go
there with her this evening."
The barone.is in question was a

friend of my aunt's whom she parti-

cularly liked to boast of before me.

If she was indebted to me for some
of the acquaintances she was so

proud of, she lost no opportunity
of reminding me that for this one
she was solely indebted to herself.

"Ah! Ciinevra mia! . . ." con-

tinued she, "you have a fine house,
to be sure I can certainly say no-

thing to the contrary; but if you
could only see that of the baron-

ess! . . . Such furniture! Such
mirrors! Such gilding! . . . And
then what a view ! . . ."

Here my aunt kissed the ends of

her five fingers, and then opened
her whole hand wide, expressing

by this pantomime a degree of ad-

miration for which wrords did not

suffice. . . .

"How?" said Stella with an

air of surprise.
"

I thought her
house was near here, and that there

was no view at all. It seems to me
she can see nothing from her win-

dows."

"No view!" cried Donna Clelia.
" No view from the baroness'

house ! . . . See nothing from
her windows! . . . What a strange

mistake, Contessa Stella ! You are

in the greatest error. You can see

everything from her windows

frcrvt/iing ! Not a carriage, not a

donkey, not a horse, not a man or

woman on foot Or horseback or in

a carriage, can pass by without

being seen ; and as all the draw-

ing-rooms are al frimo piano, you
can see them as plainly as I see

you, and distinguish the color of
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their cravats and the shape of the

ladies' cloaks."

"Ah ! yes, yes, Zia Clelia, you are

right. It is Stella who is wrong.
The baroness has an admirable

view, and quite suited to her

tastes."

"And then," continued Donna
Clelia, waving her fan more delib-

erately to give greater emphasis to

her \vords,
"
a situation unparallel-

ed in the whole city of Naples ! . . .

A church on one side, and the new
theatre on the other ! And so near

at the right and left that imagine
it ! there is a little gallery, which
she has the key of, on one side,

leading to the church
; and on the

other a passage, of which she also

has the key, which leads straight to

her box in the theatre ! I ask if you
can imagine anything more conve-
nient ? . . . But, apropos, Ginevra,
have you seen Livia lately ?"

"
Yes, I see her every week."

" Ah ! par cxemplc" said Don-
na. Clelia, folding her hands,

"
there

is a saint for you ! But I have

stopped going to see her since the

Carnival began, because every time
I go I feel I ought to become bet-

ter, and the very next day off I go
to confession. ... It has precise-

ly the same effect on the ragazzt ;

so they have begged me not to

take them to the convent again be-

fore Ash-Wednesday."
Stella, less accustomed than I

to my aunt's style of conversation,
burst into laughter, and I did the

same, though I thought she express-
ed very well in her way the effects

of her visits at the convent. At
that minute the doors opened with
a bang, and Teresina and Mariuc-
cia made their appearance, loaded
with flowers. At the sight of us

there were exclamations of joy :

" O Ginevra ! . . . Contessa !

. . . E la bambino. ! Che piacere .'

. . . How delightful to find you
here!

"

A general embrace all around.

Then details of all kinds a stream
of words almost incomprehensible.
"Che tempo! Che bellezza ! Che

paradise! They had been amused

quanta mai f And on the way back,

moreover, they had met Don Lan-

dolfo, and Don Landolfo had invit-

ed Teresina to dance a cotillon

with him at the ball to-morrow.
. . . And Don Landolfo said Mari-

uccia's toilet at the ball last Sat-

urday was un amorc /"

It should be observed here that

everything Lando said was taken

very seriously in this household. His

opinion was law in e-verything relat-

ing to dress, and he himself did not

disdain giving these girls advice
which cultivated notions of good
taste, from which they were too of-

ten tempted to deviate.

We were on the point of leav-

ing when Mariuccia exclaimed :

" Oh ! apropos, Ginevrina, Tere-
sina thought she saw Duke Lorenzo
at Sorrento at a distance."

" Lorenzo 1 ... At Sorrento ?

No, you are mistaken, Teresina.

He went to Bologna a week ago,
and will not be back till to-morrow."
"You hear?" said Mariuccia to

her sister.
"

I told you you were
mistaken that it was not he."

"
It is strange," said Teresina.

" At all events, it \vr.s some one
who resembled him very much. It

is true, I barely saw him a second."
"And where was it?" I asked

with a slight tremor of the heart.
" At the window of a small villa

away from the road at the end of

a iiuissfritt
* we happened to pass

on the way."
She was mistaken, it vv^s evident ;

but when Lorenzo returned that eve-

* An enclosure planted with maize, vines, and
orange- trees.
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ning, a day sooner than I expect-

ed, I felt a slight misgi\ ing at sec-

ing him. He perceived it, and

smilingly asked it" I was sorry be-

cause he had hastened his return.

I was tempted to tell him what

troubled me, but was ashamed of

the new suspicion such an explana-
tion would have revealed, and ! re-

proached myself for it as an injus-

tice to him. I checked mysell,

therefore, and forced myself to tor-

get, or at least to pay no attention

to, the gossip of my cousins.

TO DP. CONTINUED.

FAC-SIMILES OF IRISH NATIONAL MANUSCRIPTS.
CONCLUDED.

Tin; F.ibfr fhumorurn is the next

selected. It is believed to be more
than one thousand years old, and

one of the most remarkable of the

red tracts among the MSS. in

Trinity <
'"ile;.',c, Dublin. It is a col-

lection of hymns on S. Patrick and

other Irish saints, which has been

published by the Irish Archaeologi-
cal and Celtic Society, under the

superintendence of Dr. Todd. The
three pages selected contain the

hymn written by S. Fiach of Stetty,

between the years 538 and 558, in

honor of S. Patrick. The hymn is

furnished with an interlinear gloss.

The tenth of these MSS. is The

SaltairofS. Rieemarch, Bishop of St.

D:i\iil's between the years 1085 and

1096, a small copy of the Psalter

containing also a copy of the Ro-
man Martyrology.
Of the four pages of this volume

which have been selected for copy-

ing, two are a portion of the Martyr-
v and two of the Psalter. The

first of these last contains the first

two verses of the loist Psalm, sur-

rounded by an elaborate border
formed by the intertwining* of four

serpentine monsters. The initial

I) of Domine is also expressed by a

coiled snake, with its head in an at-

titude to strike
; the object of its

attack being a creature which it is

impossible to designate, but which

bears some resemblance to the hip-

pocampus, or sea-horse. The second

page of the Psalter contains the

ii5th, n6th, and nyth Psalms.

in which the same serpentine form

is woven into shapes to represent
the initial letters. The version of

the Psalms given in this volume dif-

fers from that used in England
in Bishop Ricemarch's time. It is

written in Latin in Gaelic charac-

ters. The volume belongs to Trin-

ity ( 'ollege, Dublin.

Next in order appears the Leah-

har na h-Uidhrt, or Book of the

Dark Gray Cow, a fragment of one
hundred and thirty-eight folio pages,
which is thought to be a copy made
about the year uoo of a more an-

cient MS. of the same name writ-

ten in S. Ciaran's time. It derived

its name from the following curious

legend, taken from the Book of Lein-

ster, and the ancient tale called

//// thceht na tram daimhe, or Aih'en-

turcs of the Great Company, told in

the Book of Lismore. About tin-

year 598, soon after the election of

Seuchan Torpeis't to the post of

chief file (professor of philosophy
and literature) in Erinn, he paid
a visit to Guaire, the Hospitable,
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King of Connaught, accompanied
by such a tremendous retinue, in-

cluding a hundred and fifty profes-

sors, a hundred and fifty students,

a hundred and fifty hounds, a hun-

dred and fifty male attendants, and
a hundred and fifty female relatives,

that even King Guaire's hospitality
was grievously taxed ; for he not

only had to provide a separate meal
and separate bed for each, but to

minister to their daily craving for

things that were extraordinary, won-

derful, rare, and difficult of procure-
ment. The mansion which con-

tained the learned association was
a special source of annoyance to

King Guaire, and at last the
"
long-

ing desires" for unattainable

things of Muireann, daughter of

Gun Culli and wife of Dalian, the

foster-mother of the literati, became
so unendurable that Guaire, tired

of life, proposed to pay a visit to

Fulachtach Mac Owen, a person
whom he thought especially likely
to rid him of that burden, as he had

killed his father, his six sons, and
his three brothers. Happily for him,

however, he falls in with his bro-

ther Marbhan,
"
the prime prophet

of heaven and earth," who h'ad

adopted the position of royal swine-

herd in order that he might the

more advantageously indulge his

passion for religion and devotion

among the woods and desert places ;

and Marbhan eventually revenges
the trouble and ingratitude shown
to his brother by imposing upon
Senchan and the great Bardic As-

sociation the task of recovering the

lost tale of the Tain Bo Chuailgne, or

Great Cattle Spoil of Ciiailgne. After

a vain search for it in Scotland,
Senchan returned home and invited

the following distinguished saints,

S. Colum Cille, S. Caillin of Fiodh-

nacha, S,Ciaran, S. Brendan of Birra,

and S. Brendan the son of Finnlo-

gha, to meet him at the grave of

the great Ulster chief, Feargus Mac
Roigh who had led the Connaught
men against the Ulster men during
the spoil, of which also he appears
to have been the historian to try

by prayer and fasting to induce his

spirit to relate the tale. After they
had fasted three days and three

nights, the apparition of Feargus
rose before them, clad in a green
cloak with a collared, gold-ribbed
shirt and bronze sandals, and car-

rying a golden hilled sword, and
recited the whole from beginning
to end. And S. Ciaran then and
there wrote it down on the hide of

his pet cow, which he had had
made for the purpose into a book,
which has ever since borne this

name.
The volume contains matter of a

very miscellaneous character: A
fragment of Genesis; a fragment
of Nennius' Jlistorv of the Britons,
done into Gaelic by Gilla Caomhain,
who died before 1072 ; an ainhra or

elegy on S. Colum Cille, written by
Dalian Forgail, the poet, in 592 ;

fragments of the historic tale of

the Mesea U/atih, or Inebriety of the

Ulster/licit ; fragments of the cattle-

spoils TdinBo Dartadha and Tain
Bo Flidais ; the navigation of Mad-
duin about the Atlantic for three

years and seven months
; imperfect

copies of the Tain B-6 Chuailgne, the

destruction of the Bniighean da

JDcarga, or Court of Da Dearga, and
murder of King Conaire Mor ; a

history of the great pagan cemeter-

ies of Erinn and of the various old

books from which this and other

pieces were compiled ; poems by
Flann of Monasterboice and others ;

together \v th various other pieces
of history and historic romance

chiefly referring to the ante-Chris-

tian period, and especially that of

the Tuatha DJ Danann. Three
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pages, containing curious prayers

and the legend of /'//' \\'itherin^of

i'lii/iu/iiiii inn/ tin- /lint's of J''.m<T,

extracted 1mm tin- l.cabhar buidli

Slaiiie, or Yellow !'<'<>/; of SAi/ii; one

of the ancient lost books of Ireland

from which the Leabhar mi h-Uidltre

was compiled, have been selected.

The Book of Leinster, a folio of

over four hundred pages, appears as

the next. It was compiled in the first

half of the Xllth century by Finn
Mac Gorman, Bishop of Kildare, by
order of Aedh Mac Crimhthainn,the
tutor of Dermot, King of Leinster.

Among other ]iieces of internal

evidence pointing to this conclu-

sion are the following entries,

the first in the original hand, the

second by one strange but ancient,

translated and ([noted by O'Curry :

"
Benedictions and health from

Finn, the Bishop of Kildare, to Aedh
Mac Crimhtain, the tutor of the

chief King of Leth Mogha Xuadut

(or of Leinster and Minister), suc-

cessor of < 'olaim Mic Crumtaind of,

and chief historian of, Leinster, in

wisdom, intelligence, and the culti-

vation of books, knowledge, and

learning. And I write the conclu-

sion of this little tale for thee, O
acute Aedh ! thou possessor of the

sparkling intellect. May it be long
before we are without thee ! It is

my desire that thou shouldst always
be with us. Let Mac Loran'sbook
of poems be given to me, that I may
understand the sense of the poems
that are in it

;
and farewell in

Christ.
"

() Mary ! it is a great deed that

has been done in Erinn this day, the

Kalends of August Uiarmait Mac
Donnchadda Mie Mun hada. King
of Leinster and of the Danes (of

Dublin), to have been banished over
the sea eastwards by the men of

Krinn ! Uch, uch, O Lord ! what
shall I do ?"

The more important of Hie vast

number of subjects treated of in

this MS. are mention. ing:

The usual book of invasions; ancient

poems ;
a plan and explanation of

the banqueting-hall of Tara; a copy
of The Battle of Rossini A'/-// in the

beginning of the Christian era
;

a

copy of the Mcsca Ulail/i, and one

of the origin of the Borromean Tri-

bute, and the battle that ensued ;
a

fragment of the battle of Ceanna-

brat, with the defeat of Mac Con

by Oilioll Olimn, his flight into, and
return from, Scotland with Scottish

and British adventurers, his landing
in Galway Bay, and the defeat of Art,

monarch of Erinn, and slaughter of

(Miuin's seven sons at the battle of

Magh Mucruimhe
;
a fragment of

Connac's 67<v.iv/ v , another of the

wars between the Danes and Irish ;

a copy of the Dinnscmhus ; genea-

logies of Milesian families
;
and an

ample list of the early saints of

Erinn, with their pedigrees and

affinities, and with copious refer-

ences to the situation of their

churches. The volume belongs to

Trinity College, Dublin.

Three pages have been selected.

The first contains a copy of the

poem on the Teach Miodhchuarta
of Tara a poem so ancient that of

its date and author no record re-

mains and of the ground-plan of

the banqueting-hall by which the

poem was illustrated, published by
Dr. Petrie in his History and An-

tiquities of Tara Hill. The ground-
plan, which in this ct>py is nearly

square, is divided into five com-

partments lengthwise, the centre

and broadest of which contains the

door, a rudely-drawn figure of a

ilaul or waiter turning a gigantic

spit, furnished with a joint of meat,
before a fire, the lamps, and a huge
double-handed vase or amphora
for the cup-bearer to distribute.
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This great spit, called Bir Nec/n'n,

or the spit of Nechin, the chief

smith of Tara, which in the drawing
is half the length of the hall, appears
to have been so mechanically con-

trived as to be able to be coiled up
after use

;
and the instrument is

thus described in another MS. be-

longing to Trinity College, Dublin,

quoted by Dr. Petrie :

" A stick at

each end of it, and its axle was

wood, and its wheel was wood, and

its body was iron : and there were

twice nine wheels on its axle, that

it might turn the faster; and there

were thirty spits out of it, and

thirty hooks and thirty spindles,

and it was as rapid as the rapidity

of a stream in turning; and thrice

nine spits and thrice nine cavities

(or pots) and one spit for roasting,

and one wing used to set it in

motion."

In the two compartments on either

side are enumerated in order of

precedence the various officers and

retainers of the king's household,

together with their tables and the

particular portions of meat served

out to each, forming a very curious

and instructive illustration of the

social condition and habits of the

early Irish. The description of the

rations that were considered spe-

cially adapted to the several ranks

of consumers is very amusing. For
the distinguished men of literature,

"the soft, clean, smooth entrails,"

and a steak cut from the choicest

part of the animal, were set aside
;

the poet had a
"
good smooth"

piece of the leg ;
the historian,

"
a

crooked bone," probably a rib
; the

artificers,
"
a pig's shoulder "; the

Druids and aire dessa, a
"

fair foot."

These last are said to decline to

drink
;
not so the trumpeters and

cooks, who are to be allowed

"cheeiing mead in abundance, not

of a flatulent kind." The door-

keeper, "the noisy, humorous fool

and the fierce, active kerne
"
had

the chine
; while to the satirists

and the braigitore, a class of buf-

foons whose peculiar function was
to amuse the company after a fash-

ion which will not only not bear

description, but almost defies belief

licensed and paid Act/tons of the

court "the fat of the shoulder was
divided to them pleasantly."
The selection is continued by the

Leabliar Hreac, or Speckled Book,

probably named from the color of

its cover, or, as it was formerly call-

ed, Leabhar Mar Duna Doighn'.
the Great Book of Dun Doighrc, a

place on the Galway side of the

Shannon not far from Athlone. It

is a compilation from various an-

cient books belonging chiefly to

churches and monasteries in Con-

aught, Minister, and Leinster, beau-

tifully written on vellum, as is sup-

posed about the close of the XlVth

century, by one of the Mac Ogans,
a literary family of great repute be-

longing to Dun Doighre.
Its contents are of an extremely

miscellaneous character, and they
are all, with the exception of a copy
of The Life of Alexander the Great
from the Vllth century, MS. of S.

Berchan of Clonsost, of a religious

nature, comprising Biblical narra-

tives, homilies, hymns ; pedigrees
of saints, litanies and liturgies,
monastic rules, the Martyralogy of

Aengus Ceule De, or the Culdee,
the ancient rules of discipline of the

order of the Culdees, etc., etc.

When the Abbs' Mac Geoghegan
wrote his History of Ancient Erinn
in Paris, in the year 1758, this

volume, his principal MS. of refer-

ence, was in Paris. It is now in

the Royal Irish Academy.
Three pages have been selected

for fac-similes, giving a description
of the nature and arrangement of the
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7'V//;r, or /'. -s/n/d^y of Aengus the

Culdce. and the date and object of

its composition, which was made

between the years 793 and 817,

wlu-n Acdh Oirdniclhe was monarch

of Krinn.

'I'iicn COineS tin' /..v/'/vy liiiidhi

I.ecain, or \\-llow Book of 7><v///. a

large i|iiarto volume of about live

hundred pages, whicli was written

by ]>onnoch and Gilla Isa Mac
Firbis in the year 1390, with the

exception of a few tracts of a some-

what later date. O'Curry, in his

ninth lecture, supposes it to have

been originally a collection of an-

cient historical pieces, civil and

ecclesiastical, in prose and vr

Jn its present imperfect state it

contains a number of family and

political poems; some monastic

rules
;
a description of Tara and its

banqucting-hall ;
a translation of

part of the Book of Genesis; the

Feast of Dun-na-n (ledh and the

battle of Magli Rath; an account

of the reign of M iiirchertach Mac
Krca, and his death at the palace
of C'leitech in the year 527 ; copies
of < >if the Bruighean
1 ).i ! nd death of the king;
the tale of Maelduin's three years'

wanderings in the Atlantic
; tracts

concerning' the banishment of an

ancient tribe from K.-isl Meath, and
their discovery in the Northern

Ocean by some Irish ecclesiastics
;

accounts of battles in the years

594, 634, and 718, and many other

curious and valuable pieces and
tracts. It is preserved in the Library
of Trinity College, Dublin.

Two pages have been selected.

The first contains the plan of the

Teach Miodchuarta ofancient Tara,
with a portion of the prose pre-
face to the poem, which the plan
is intended to illustrate. This

ground-plan differs somewhat in

the shape of the hall and the ar-

rangement of the tables from that

;i in the liaok of Lditxti'i; an

earlier ropy of a different origr

It is also very much superior to it.

both as regards the drawing and

writing. The tiaul and his spit are

unrepresented here, but there is the

door, the common hall, the swing-

ing lamp and candles, the great

double-handed vase, called the dab-

hach or vat, and three :
i irk-

ed out for the fires.
' The arrange-

ment of the hall appears to ha\i-

been this: Each of the two outside

compartments contained twelve

seats, and each seat three sitters;

the two airidins or divisions on
either side of the centre of the hall

held each eight seats and sixteen

sitters. There were eight distribu-

tors, cup-bearers, and herdsmen at

the upper end of the hall, and t\v<>

sat in each of the two scats on

either side of the door, being tin-

two door-keepers and two of the

royal fools. The daily allowan. e

for dinner was two cows, two salted

hogs, and two pigs. The quantity
of liquor consumed is not specified,

but the poem states that there were

one hundred drinkings in the vat,

and that the vat was supplied with

fifty grooved golden horns and fifty

pewter vessels. The order of pre-
cedence seems to have ranged from

the top of the external division to

the left on entering the hall
;
then

to the top of the external division

to the right; then the two internal

divisions beginning with the left ;

then the iarlhar or back part of the

hall, the upper end opposite the

door; and last the seats on either

side of the door itself. There is no
seat marked for the king, but it is

stated in the poem that a fourth

part of the hall was at his back and
three-fourths before him, and he is

supposed to have sat about a quar-
ter of the way down the centre of
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the hall with his face toward the

door, which would place him be-

tween two of the great fires, with

the artisans on his right and the

bra/aers and fools on his left hand.

It is probable, however, from no

mention being made of the king's

seat, and no provision being made
for him in the appropriation of the

daily allowance of food, which is

specified in as many rations as there

are persons mentioned in the plan,
that this is not the plan of the royal

banqueting-hall, but of a portion
of it only the common dining-hall
for the officers and retainers of the

palace; the monarch himself and
his princes and nobles, none of

whom are even alluded to in the

plan, dining in another and supe-
rior apartment.
The second page contains a por-

tion of the sorrowful tale of the loves

of fair Deirdre and Naoisi, the son
of Uisneach, one of the class of
Irish legends called Aithidhl, or

elopements. An outline of this

story, in the commencement of

which the reader will recognize that

of one of his early nursery favorites,
Little Snow White," is given by

Keating in his General History of
Ireland.

The Book of Lccain Mac Fir-

bist'g/i, a folio of more than six hun-
dred pages, was compiled in the

year 1418 by Gilla Isa Mor Mac
Kirbis, Adam O'Cuirnin, and Mo-
rogh Riabhac O'Cuindlis. Its con-
tents are nearly the same as those
of The Book ofBallymote, to some of
which it furnishes valuable addi-

tions, among the most important
of which is a tract on the families
and subdivisions of the territory
of Tir Fiachrach in the present
county of Sligo. The volume is

preserved in the Royal Irish Acad-
emy.
Four pages have been selected,

being a portion ofa copy of the Leab-

liar na g-Ceart, or Book of Rights,
a metrical work attributed in the

work itself to S. Benean or Benignus,
S. Patrick's earliest convert, and his

successor in the Archbishopric of

Armagh in the middle of the Vth

century. These four pages, which
are written in columnar form, con-

tain the concluding ten verses of

the stipends due to the chieftain-

ries of Connacht from the supreme
King of Cruachain

;
the metrical

accounts, with their preceding prose
abstracts, of the privileges of the

King of Aileach
;

the payment and

stipends of the same king to his

chieftainries and tribes for refec-

tion and escort
;

the privileges of

the King of the Oirghialla with the

stipends due to him from the King
of Krinn, and by him to his chief-

tainries; the rights, wages, stipends,

refections, and tributes of the King
of Eamhain and Uladh

;
and almost

all the prose abstract of the rights
of the King of Tara.

The Book of liall\iih>ti\ a large
folio volume of five hundred and
two pages of vellum, was written,

as stated on the dorse of folio 62,

at Ballymote, in the house of To-
maltach oig Mac Donogh, Lord of

Corann, during the reign of Tor-

logh oig, the son of Hugh O'Conor,

King of Connaught. It appears
to be the work of different hands,
but the principal scribes employed
in writing it were Solomon O'Dro-
ma and Mantis O'Duigenann, and
it was written at the end of the

XlVth century.
It contains an imperfect copy of

the Leabhar Gabhala, or Book of
Invasions, a series of ancient chro-

nological, historical, and genealogi-
cal pieces in prose and verse; the

pedigrees of Irish saints, and the

histories and pedigrees of all the-

great families of the Milesian race,
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with their collateral branches, so

thai, as < iVurry remarks, there is

rcely any one whose name be-

gins witli
"

( )'
"

or
" Mac " who

could not find out all about his ori-

gin and family in this book
;
then

follow stories and adventures, lists

of famous Irish names, a Gaelic

translation of Nenniu.s' History of
the /irituiis, an ancient grammar
and prosody, and various other

tracts.

Six pages have been selected.

The first four contain the disserta-

tion on the Ogham characters, and
the last two the genealogy of the

Hy Nialls, showing their descent

from Eremon, one of the sons of

Milesius. The volume belongs to

the Irish Aca<i

The last in .Mr. Sanders' list of

the great volumes of Irish History
is the Hiii'l; ,'/ M'Cdithy Ruibhac,
a compilation of the XlY'th cen-

tury in language of a much ear-

lier date now also known as the

(' of Lismore, to which a very
curious story attaches. It was first

discovered in the year 1814, enclos-

ed in a wooden box together with

a fine old crosier, built into the

masonry of a closed-up doorway
which was reopened during some

repairs that were being made in

the old Castle of Lismore. Of
course the account of its discovery
soon got abroad and became a

matter of great interest, especially
to the antiquarian class of scho-
lars. Among these there happened
to be then living in Shandon Street,

Cork, one Mr. Dennis O'Flinn, a

professed Irish scholar. O'Cnrry
says that ho was a

"
professed but

a very indifferent" one; but at

any rate his reputation was suffi-

ciently well grounded to induce
Colonel Curry, the Duke of Dev-
onshire's agent, to send him the

MS. According to OT'linn's own

a<-< ount, the book remained in his

hands for one year, during which

time it was copied by Michael ( )'-

I .ongan, of Carrignavan, near Cork :

after which O'Flinn bound it in

boards, and returned it to Colonel

Curry. From that time it remain-

ed locked up and unexamined until

1839, when ti;c duke lent it to the

Royal Irish Academy to be copied

by O'Curry, and O'Curry's practis-

ed eye and acumen soon discover-

ed that much harm had come to

the volume during its sojourn in

Shandon Street. The book had
been mutilated, and, what was

worse, mutilated in so cunning a

way that what remained was ren-

dered valueless by the abstraction,
no doubt with the view of enhanc-

ing the value of the stolen portions
as soon as it should become safe

to pretend a dis< ; them.

Kvery search was inai.
.illy

by O'Curry, about Cork, lo see if

any of the missing pages could be

found ;
but it was not till eeven or

eight years afterwards that a com-
munication was made that a large

portion of the original MS. wa.s ac-

tually in the possession of some

person in Cork, but who the per-
son was, or how he became possess-
ed of it, the informant could not

tell. This clue seems to have fail-

ed ; but soon afterwards the late

Sir William Betham's collection of

MSS. passed into the library of the

Royal Irish Academy by sale, and

among these were copies of the

lost portions, and all made, as

the scribe himself states at the end
of one of them, by himself, Michael

O'Longan, at the house of Dennis
Han O'Flinn, in Cork, in 1816, from

the Book of Lismore. The missing

portions of the MS. were at length

traced, and the ^50 asked for

them was offered by the Royal
Irish Academy; but the negotia-
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tion ultimately broke down, and

they were purchased by Mr. Hewitt,

of Summerhill, near Cork. Since

that time, however, they have been

restored, and the whole volume ex-

cellently repaired and handsomely
bound by the Duke of Devonshire,

who has most liberally allowed it

to remain in Mr. Sanders' posses-

sion for the purpose of copying.

Whether O'Flinn actually mutilat-

ed the volume or not, there can be

no doubt that pages and pages of

it have been ruined and will even-

tually be rendered illegible by the

most reckless use of that perni-

cious chemical agent, infusion of

galls. Besides this, Mr. O'Flinn

has written his name in several

places of the book, among others

all over the colored initial letter of

one of the tracts, which he has

entirely spoiled by filling in the

open spaces with the letters of his

name and the date of the outrage.

But perhaps the most character-

istic act performed by him is the

interpolation of an eulogistic ode

upon himself in Gaelic, of which

the following is a literal transla-

tion :

"
Upon the dressing of this book

by D. O'F., he said (or sang) as

follows :

'"Gold chart! forget not, wheresoever you are

taken,
To relate that you met with the Doctor of Books ;

That helped you, out of compassion, from severe

bondage,
After finding you in forlorn state without a tatter

about you, as it should be.

Under the disparagement of the ignorant who

liked not to know you,
Till you met by chance with learned good-nature

from the person
*

Who put healing herbs with zeal to thy old

wounds,
And liberally put bloom on you at your old age,

And baptized you the Book ofLisnui -/.

*" That is, Dennis O'Flinn, with whom was this

book during a year, namely, from the seventh month

of the year 1815 to the eighth month of the

year 1816, /..., viz., D. O'F., of Nhandon Street, in

Cork, of Great Munster, and that put it carefully

in this form, assay the stanzas above."

Forget not this friend that esteemed your figure,

Distinguishing you, (though) of unseemly appear-

ance, in huriible words.

I doubt not that truly you will declare to them

there

That you met with your fond friend ere you went

to dust."

The book contains ancient lives

of Irish saints, written in very pure
Gaelic

;
the conquests of Charle-

magne, translated from Archbishop

Turpin's celebrated romance of the

Vlllth century; the conversion

of the Pantheon into a Christian

church
;
the stories of David, son of

Jesse, the two children, Samhp.in, the

three sons of Cleirac ;
the Iinthcacht

na trout daimhe ; the story of S.

Peter's daughter PetroniMa and the

discovery of the Sibylline Oracle
;
an

account of S. Gregory the Great ;

the Empress Justina's heresy ;

modifications of minor ceremonies

of the Mass ;
accounts of the suc-

cessors of Charlemagne, and of the

correspondence between Lanfranc

and the clergy of Rome
;
extracts

from Marco Polo's Travels ; ac-

counts of Irish battles and sieges ;

and a dialogue between S. Patrick,

Caoilte, Mac Ronain, and OiMn

(Ossian),theson ofFionnMac Cum-

haill, in which many hills, rivers, ca-

verns, etc., in Ireland, are described,

and the etymology of their names

recorded. This last is preluded by
an account of the departure of

Oisin and Caoilte on a hunting ex-

pedition, during which their gillie

sees and is much troubled by a

very strange spectacle. As this

tale furnishes a good example of the

contents of these ancient books,

we subjoin a translation of the

commencement of it.*

" On a certain time it happened
that Oisin and Cailte were in Dun

Clithar (the sheltered or shady Dun)
at Slieve Crott. It was the time

* The writer acknowledges his indebtedness to Mr.

James OTarrelt for this translation and other valua-

ble assistance.
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that Patrick came to Ireland. It

is there dwelt a remnant of the

Fenians, namely, Oisin and Cailte

i three times nine persons in

their company. They followed

this custom : about nine persons
went out hunting daily. On a cer-

tain day it chanced that Cailte Mai

Ronain set out with eight persons

(big men) and a hoy (gilla), the

ninth. The way they went was
northward to the twelve mountains
of Kibhlinne and to the head of the

ancient Mov lln-o^an. On their

returning from the chase at the

cheerless close of the day they
came from the north to Corroda
Cnatnhchoill. Then was Fear Gair
Cailte's gilla loaded with the choice

parts of the chase in charge, because
he had no care beyond that of

Cailte himself, from whom he took

wages. The gilla comes to the

stream, and takes Cailte's cup from
his back and drinks a drink of the

stream. AVhilst the gilla was thus

drinking the eight great men went
their way southward, mistaking the

road, and the gilla following after-

wards. Then was heard the noise of

the large host, and the gilla proceeds
to observe the multitude

; bushes

and a bank between them. He
saw in the fore front of the crowd a

strange band
;

it seemed to him one
hundred and fifty were in this

band. They appeared thus : robes

of pure white linen upon them, a

head chief with them, and bent

standards in their hands; shields,

broad-streaked with gold and silver,

bright shining on their breasts;
their faces pale, pitiably feminine,

and having masculine voices, and

every man of them humming a

march. The gilla followed his peo-

ple, and did not overtake them till

lie came to the hunting-booth, and
he came possessed, as he thinks,

with the news of the strange troop

lie had seen, and casts his burden
on the ground, goes round it, places
his elbows under, and groans very

loudly. It was then that Cailte

Mac Ronain said :

'

Well, gilla, is it

the weight of your burden affects

you?' 'Not so,' replied the gilla;
' when is large the burden, so great
is the wages you give to me. This

* not affect me; but that won-
derful multitude I saw at the hut

of Cnamhchoill. The first band
that I saw of that strange crowd
filled me with the pestilent, heavy
complaint of the news of this band.'

'(live its description,' said Cailte.
' There seemed to me an advanced

guard of one hundred and fifty-six

men, pure white robes upon them,
a head leader to them, bent stand-

ards in their hands, broad shields

on their breasts, having feminine

faces and masculine voices, and

every single man of them humming
a march.' Wonder seized the old

Fenian on hearing this. 'These
are they,' said Oisin

'

the Tailginn

(holy race), foretold by our Druids
and Fionn to us, and what can be

done with them ? Unless they be

slain, they shall ascend over us al-

together.'
' Uch !' said Oisin,

' who

amongst us can molest them ? For
we are the last of the Fenii, and
not with ourselves is the power in

Erinn, nor the greatness, nor plea-
sure but in the chase, and as an-
cient exiles asserting the right,'

said he
;
and they remained so till

came the next morning, and there

was nothing on their minds that

night but these (things). Cailte

rose early the fore front of the day,

being the oldest of them, and came
out on the assembly-mound. The
sun cleared the fog from the plains,
and Cailte said : . . ."

The procession thus described as

having been seen by the gillie was

probably one of ecclesiastics, with
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S. Patrick himself at their head, on

the saint's first arrival in Ireland.

The foregoing sketches of certain

of the MSS., extracts from which

are intended to appear in the series

of fac-similes, may serve to con-

vey an idea of how rich Ireland

is in such national records, what

an immense mass of historical and
romantic literature her libraries

contain, and how great is their an-

tiquity. Besides the evidence af-

forded by these books, both as to

the ancient social, political, and

ecclesiastical history of Ireland, and

its topography, the books them-

selves are found to be full of illus-

trations of the customs, mode of

life, manners, and costume of her

early Celtic inhabitants; often con-

veyed through the medium of

charming legends and fairy tales.

ANNALS OF THE MOSS-TROOPERS.

OUTLAWRY was never carried to a

greater degree of systematic organ-

ization, or practised on a larger
and more dignified scale, than dur-

ing the centuries of Border war-

fare between the English and Scot-

tish chieftains. The only parallel

to this warfare was furnished by
the raids of the Free Companions
in mediaeval Italy; but the merce-

nary element in the organization of

those formidable bodies of profes-

sional marauders destroys the inte-

rest which we might otherwise have

felt in their daring feats of arms.

The warfare of the Border was

essentially a national outburst ; the
"
moss-troopers," although trained

soldiers, were also householders

and patriarchs. Their stake in the

country they alternately plundered
and defended was a substantial one.

The field of their prowess was never

far from home. Each retainer, in-

significant as he might be, humble

as his position in the troop might
be, had yet a personal interest in the

raid
;
and revenge, as well as plun-

der, was the avowed object of an ex-

pedition. There was never any

changing of allegiance from one

side to the other
;
the tie of blood

and clanship welded the whole

troop into one family. The Bor-

der, or debatable land between the

rival kingdoms of England and

Scotland, bristled with strongholds.
all of historical name and fame :

Newark and Branxholm (which
Sir Walter Scott in his Lay of the

Last Minstrel has euphonized into

Branksome), held by the all-power-
ful Scotts of Buccleugh ; Crichtoun

Castle, the successive property of

the Crichtouns, the Bothwells. and
the Buccleughs, and, while in the

hands of its original owners, the

haughty defier of King James III.

of Scotland; Gifford or Yester (it

bears either name indifferently),
famous for its Hobgoblin Hall, or.

as the people call it, "Bo-H:ill."
a large cavern formed by magical
art

;
Tantallon Hold, the retreat

of the Douglas, in which the family
held out manfully against James V.

until its chief, the Earl of Angus,
was recalled from exile. Of this

expedition it is related that the

king marched in person upon the

castle, and, to reduce it, 1 orrowed
from the neighboring Castle of
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Dunbar two great cannons whose

names were
" Thrawn-mouthed

Mci; and her Marrow"; also two

great Mfiinh, and two nu>yan, two

double falcons and two quarter-fal-

oons, for the safe guiding and re-

delivery of which "
three lords

were laid in pawn at I (unbar.
"

Notwithstanding all this mighty

preparation, the king was forced

to raise the siege. The ruin of Tan-
tallon was reserved for the Cove-

nanters, and now there remains no-

thing of it save a few walls stand-

ing on a high rock overlooking the

German Ocean and the neighbor-

ing town of Berwick-upon-Tweed.
Ford C'astle, the patrimony of the

Herons, had a better fate, and
stands in altered and modernized

guise, the centre of civilizing and

peaceful influences, the residence

of a model Lady of the Manor,

overlooking, not the wild ocean,
but a pretty village, faultlessly

neat, and a Gothic school fdled with

frescos of ISible subjects, executed by
the Lady Bountiful, the benefactress

of the neighborhood. Yet Ford
Me had a stormy, stirring past,

and stands not far from the histo-

ric field of Flodden, where tradi-

tion says that, but for the tardiness

of the king's movements an effect

due to the siren charms of Lady
Ford James IV. might have been

victorious. In the castle is still

shown the room where the king slept
the night before the battle, and only
live or six miles away lies the fatal

field, on which, Jlfartmon in hand
the curious traveller may still

make out each knoll, the Hridge of

Twisel, by which the English un-

der Surrey crossed the Till, the hil-

lock commanding the rear of the

English right wing, which was de-

feated, and in conflict with whom
Scott's imaginary hero, Marmion,
is supposed to have fallen.

Very curious are the accounts of

the various fights and forays given

by the chroniclers of the ml''.

ages, especially in their utter uncon-

sciousness of anything unusual ci

derogatory in this almost interne-

cine warfare. Their simplicity in

itself presents the key to the situa-

tion. In reading their graphic, mat-

ter-of-fact descriptions, one needs

to transport one's self into a total-

ly different atmosphere. We must

read these racy accounts in the

same spirit in which they were writ-

ten, if we would understand aright

the age in which our forefathers

lived. We are not called upon to

sit in judgment over the irrevocable

past, but to study it as a fact not to

be overlooked, and a useful store-

house of warning or example. The

possession of the kingjs person was

sometimes the origin of terrible

clan-feuds among the warlike Scot-

tish imitators of the Frankish

"Maires du Palais." Thus, on one

occasion, in 1526, the chronicler

Pitscottie informs us that James V.,

then a minor, had fallen under the

self-assumed guardianship of the

Earl of Angus, backed by his own
clan of Douglas and his allies, the

Lairds of Hume, Cessfoord, and

Fernyhirst, the chiefs of the clan of

Kerr.*
" The Earl of Angus and

the rest of the Douglases ruled all

which they liked, and no man durst

say the contrary." The king, who
wished to get out of their hands,

sent a secret letter to Scott of Bin -

cleugh, warden of the West Mar-

ches of Scotland, praying him to

gather his kin and friends, meet the

Douglas at Melrose, and deliver

him (James) from his vassal's power.
The loyal Scot gathered about six

hundred spears, and came to the

tryst. When the Douglases and

* Pronounced Karr.
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Kerrs saw whom they had to deal

with, they said to the king, "Sir,

yonder is Buccleugh, and thieves

of Annandale with him, to unbeset

your grace from the gate (i.e., in-

terrupt your passage). I vow to God
they shall either fight or flee, and ye
shall tarry here on this know (knoll),

and I shall pass and put yon thieves

off the ground, and rid the gate un-

to your grace, or else die for it."

Scant courtesy in speech used those

Border heroes towards one another !

.So an escort tarried to guard the

king, and the rest of the clans went

forward to the field of Darnelinver

now Darnick, near Melrose. The

place of conflict is still called

Skinner's Field, a corruption of

Skirmish Field. The chronicler

tells us that Buccleugh
"
joyned

and countered cruelly both the said

parties . . . with uncertain victory.

But at the last the Lord Hume,
hearing word of that matter, how it

stood, returned again to the king
in all possible haste, with him the

Lairds of Cessfoord and Fernyhirst,
to the number of fourscore spears,

and set freshly on the lap and wing
of the Laird of Buccleugh's field,

and shortly bare them backward to

the ground, which caused the Laird

of Buccleugh and the rest of his

friends to go back and flee, whom
they followed and chased; and es-

pecially the Lairds of Cessfoord

and Fernyhirst followed furiouslie,

till at the foot of a path the Laird

of Cessfoord was slain by the stroke

of a spear by one Elliott, who was

then servant to the Laird of Buc-

leugh. But when the Laird of

Cessfoord was slain, the chase ceas-

ed." The Borders were infested

tor many long years afterwards by
marauders of both sides, who kept

up a deadly hereditary feud between

the names of Scott and Kerr, and

finally, after having been imprisoned

and had his estates forfeited nine

years later for levying war against
the Kerrs, the bold Buccleugh was
slain by his foes in the streets of

Edinburgh in 1552, twenty-six years
after the disastrous fight in which
he had failed to rescue his sover-

eign. It was seventy years before

this Border feud was finally quell-
ed.

On the English side of the

Marches the same dare-devilry ex-

isted, the same speed in gathering

large bodies of men was used, the

same quickness in warning and

rousing the neighborhood. Equal
enthusiasm was displayed whether
the case were one of

"
lynch law

"

or of political intrigue, as in the

fight at Darnelinver. Sir Robert

Carey, in his Memoirs, describe';

his duties as deputy warden for his

brother-in-law, Lord Scroop. The
castle was near Carlisle.

" We had
a. stirring time of it," he says,

" and
few days passed over my head but

I was on horseback, either to pre-

vent mischief or take malefactors,

and to bring the Border in better

quiet than it had been in times

past." Hearing that two Scotch-

men had killed a churchman in

Scotland, and were dwelling five

miles from Carlisle on the English
side of the Border, under the pro-
tection of the Graemes, Carey took

about twenty-five horsemen with

him, and invested the Graeme's

house and tower. As they did so.

a boy rode from the house at full

speed, and one of his retainers,

better versed in Border warfare

than the chief, told him that in half

an hour that boy would be in

Scotland to let the people know of

the danger of their countrymen and

the small number of those who had

come from Carlisle to arrest them.
'

Hereupon," says our author, "we
took advice what was best to be
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done. We sent notice presently to

all parts to raise the country, and
to come to us with all the speed

they could; and withal we sent to

Carlisle to raise the townsmen, for

without foot we could do no good
against the tower. There we stayed
some hours, expecting more com-

pany, and within a short time after

the country came in on all sides, so

that we were quickly between three

and four hundred horse ;
and after

some longer stay, the foot of Carlisle

came to us, to the number of three

or four hundred men, whom we

presently set to work to get to the

top of the tower, and to uncover
the roof, and then some twenty of

them to fall down together, and by
that means to win the tower. The
Scots, seeing their present danger,
offered to parley, and yielded them-
selves to my mercy." But the

victorious Carlisleans had reckoned
without their host. From the hills

and defiles around came pouring
wild-looking mountaineers on rough,

wiry ponies, farm-horses, etc., to

the number of four hundred. The
prisoners ceased their pleading, and
looked eagerly towards their deliver-

ers. Meanwhile, the men of
"
mer-

ry Carlisle
" *

gave their perpiextd
chief more trouble than his enemies,
who "

stood at gaze
"
a quarter of a

mile from him
; for, says he,

"
all our

Borderers rame crying with full

motiths, 'Sir, give us leave to set

upon them
;

for these are they
that have killed our fathers, our
brothers and uncles, and our

cousins, and they are coming, think-

ing to surprise you with weak grass

nags, such as they could get on a

!en; and God hath put them
into your hands, that we may take

revenge of them for much blood
that they have spilt of ours."

" The

* Tkt Lay cj'the Last Minstrel, canto i. it. vi.

VOL. XX. 15

warden was a conscientious man,
and had come here to execute jus-
tice against two malefactors, not to

encourage indiscriminate private re-

venge; but even with his rank and
vested authority he did not dare

sternly to forbid a faction fight.

He only told them that, had he not

been there, they might have done
as best pleased them

;
but that, since

he was present, he should feel that

all the blood spilt that day would
be upon his own head, and for his

sake he entreated them to forbear.
"
They were ill-satisfied," he adds,

"but durst not disobey." So he
sent word to the Scots to disperse,
which they did, probably because

they were unprepared to fight such
a large and well-disciplined force,

having expected to find but a hand-
ful of men. The necessity for deli-

cate handling of this armed mob of

English Borderers points sufficient-

ly to the curious standard of per-
sonal justice which prevailed in

those wild times. And yet, strange
to say, while a Border "

ride
"

(alias

foray) was a thing of such ordinary
occurrence that a saying is record-
ed of a mother to her son which
soon became proverbial :

"
Jtittr,

Rmt'Iey, hough's i' the pot
"

that is,

the last piece of beef is in the pot,
and it is high time to go and fetch

more still it would sometimes hap-
pen, as it did to James V. of Scot-

land, that when an invasion of

England was in contemplation, and
the royal lances gathered at the

.place where the king's lieges were
to meet him, only one baron would
declare himself willing to go wher-
ever the sovereign might lead. This
faithful knight was another of the

loyal race of Scott John Scott of

Thirlestane, to whom James, in

memory of his fidelity, granted the

privilege set forth in the following
curious and rare charter :
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"... Ffor the quhilk (which)

cause, it is our will, and we do
straitlie command and charg our

lion herauld, ... to give and to

graunt to the said John Scott ane

border of ffleure de lises about his

coatte of armes, sic as is on our

royal banner, and alsua ane bundle

of lances above his helmet, with

thir words, Readdy ay, Readdy,
that he and all his after-cummers

may bruik (carry ?) the samine as a

pledge and taiken of our guid will

and kyndnes for his true worthi-

nes."

The list of the damages done in

some of these Border rides sounds

strange in modern ears. Each

country was a match for the other,

though the strong castles of Wark,

Norham, and Berwick in English
hands were thorns in the side of

the Scottish Borderers. Rowland
Foster of Wark, on the i6th of May,

1570, harried the barony of Blythe
in Lauderdale, the property of Sir

Richard Maitland, a blind knight
of seventy-four years of age. None
of that country

"
lippened

"
(ex-

pected) such a thing, as it was in

time of peace ;
and despite what may

have been said and truly as to

their lawlessness, the Borderers had

a code by which to regulate their

actions. The old man wrote a

poetical account of the harrying,

calling the poem the Blind Ba-
rtn'i Comfort, and in the intro-

duction he enumerates his losses :

five thousand sheep, two hundred

nolt, thirty horses and mares, and

the whole furniture of his house,

worth ;8 6s. 8d., and everything
else that was portable. The sum

represents some forty dollars.

In these narratives one feels it

impossible to be very sorry for

either party, each was so thorough-

ly unable to take care of itself!

Those who to-day seem down-trod-

den victims of lawlessness will fig-

ure again a year hence as
"
stark

moss-troopers [moss for marsh] and
arrant thieves ; both to England
and Scotland outlawed, yet some-
times connived at because they

gave intelligence forth to Scotland,

and would raise four hundred horse

at any time upon a raid of the

English into Scotland." This was
said of the Graemes, Earls of Mon-
teith, but was applicable, mutatis

mutandis, to most of the Borderers

on both sides. An old Northum-
brian ballad, that survived in the

North of England till within a

hundred years, and was commonly
sung at merry-makings till the roof

rang again, gives forcible and rather

coarse details as to the personal re-

sults of these forays. It celebrates

the ride of the Thirlwalls and Rid-

leys in the reign of Henry VIII.

against the Featherstons of Feather-

ston Castle, a few miles south of the

Tyne. Here is one of the rude

stanzas :

11
I canno' tell a', I canno' tell a',

Some gat a skelp (blow), and some gat .1 claw
;

Bui they gard the Featherstons hand their jaw,
Nicol and Alick and a'.

Some gat a hurt, and some gat nane
;

Some had harness, and some gat sta'en (stolen or

plundered)."

In later days Sir Walter Scott

wove the annals of the Border into

more tuneful rhyme, and sang of

the exploits of his bold countrymen
with an enthusiasm worthy of his

moss-trooping ancestors. These

old ballads, and the recollections

of ancient dames in whose youthful

days the exploits celebrated in

these ballads were not yet quite

obsolete, furnished him with much
of his romantic materials. The

Minstrelsy of the. Scottish Border, a

collection of many such traditions,

is a storehouse of information upon
these subjects. We find descrip-

tions of the caves and morasses
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which were the usual refuge of

the marauders; the banks of the

Teviot, the Ale, the Jed, the Esk,
were full of these caverns, but even

these hiding-places were not always
safe. Patten's Account of Somer-

set's Expedition into Scotland tells

how "
George Ferres, a gentleman

of my Lord Protector, happened on

a cave
"

the entrance to which

showed signs of the interior being
tenanted. "He wente doune to

trie, and was readilie receyved with

a hakebut or two," and when he

found the foe determined to hold

out, "he wente to my lorde's grace,

and, upon utterance of the thinge,

gat license to dealc with them as he

coulde
" which significantly simple

statement meant that he was per-

fectly at liberty to do as he eventu-

ally did, i.e., smother them by stop-

ping up the three ventes of the

cave with burning faggots of damp
wood.
The next case is one of nation-

al jealousy and instant reprisals.

The English Earl of Northumber-
land gives a graphic account of the

double raid in a letter to King
Henry VIII. He says that some
Scottish barons had threatened to

come and give him "light to put
on his clothes at midnight," and
moreover that Marke Carr (one of
the same clan whose prowess was
exercised against Bucclettgh) said

that,
"
seying they had a governor

on the Marches of Scotland as well

as they had in England, he shulde

kepe your highness' instructions,

gylfyn unto your garyson, for mak-
ing of any day-forey ; for he and
his friends wolde bitrne enough on
the. tiyg/it. . . ." Then follows a
detailed account of the inroad of

thirty horsemen on the hamlet of

Whitell, which they did not burn,
because

"
there was no fyre to get

there, and they forgat to brynge

any withe theymc !" But they killed

a woman, under circumstances of

peculiar atrocity, and departed.
The reprisals, however, wen-

worse. The Karl of Murray,
had winked at all this, was ch"

by the English as a scape-goat, and
a hundred of the best horsemen of

Glendaill
"
dyd mar the Earl of

Murreis provisions at Coldingham,
for they did not only burn the said

town of Coldingham, with all the

corne thereunto belonging, but also

burned twa townes nye adjoining

thereunto, called Branerdergest and

the Black Hill and took xxiii. per-

sons, Ix. horse, with cc. head of ca-

taill, which nowe, as I am informed,

hathe not only been a staye of the

said Erie of Murreis not coming to

the Bordure as yet, but alsoo that

none inlande will adventure theyrself

uppon the Marches. . . . And also

I have devysed that within this

iii. nyghts, Godile. willing, Kr!

in like case, shall be brent with all

the corn in the said town, and then

they shall have noo place to lye

any garyson nygh unto the Bor-

ders."

The physical strength and rude

cunning required for this daring
life of perpetual warfare are well

described in the stanza of The Lay
of the Last Minstrel referring to

one of the Border heroes of the

clan of Buccletigh :

" A stark, moss-trooping Scott was he
As e'er couch'd Border lance by knee;
Through Solway sands, through Tarras moss,
Blindfold he knew the paths to cross

;

By wily turns, by desperate bounds.
Had baffled Percy's best bloodhounds

;

In Eskc or Liddcl fords were none.
But he would ride them one by one ;

Alike to him was time or tide,

December's snow or July's pride ;

Alike to him was tide or time,
Moonless midnight or matin prime ;

Steady of heart and stout of hand
As ever drove prey from Cumberland

;

Five times outlaw'd had he been

By England's king and Scotland's queen."

We have already alluded to the

origin of the name of the Border
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riders. Fuller, in his Worthies of

England, says they are called moss-

troopers
"
because dwelling in the

mosses (marshes or morasses), and

riding in troops together; they
dwell in the bounds or meeting of

the two kingdoms, but obey the laws

of neither. They come to church

as seldom as the 291)1 of February
comes in the calendar.

"
Their cus-

toms and laws are even more interest-

ing than the details of their forays.

Loyalty to each other was their first

principle, and on occasions when

money could purchase the freedom
of one of their number they invari-

ably cast in their lots, and made

up a large common purse. They
were scrupulous in keeping their

word of honor when passed to a

traveller, and Fuller likens their

dogged fidelity in these cases to

that of a
"
Turkish janizary" ; but

otherwise, woe to him that fell into

their hands ! Their own ^//-im-

posed laws they observed for the

most part faithfully, and a breach
of them was punished far more

summarily than modern crimes in

modern courts of law. Several

species of offences peculiar to the

Border constituted what was call-

ed March-treason. Among others

was the crime of riding or causing
to ride against the opposite coun-

try (or clan) during the time of

truce. Such was the offence com-
mitted by Rowland Foster in his

raid on the
"
Blind Baron," though

in his case the criminal was pro-

bably too powerful to be punished.
In one of the many truces signed in

the olden time is one of 1334 be-

tween the Percys and the Douglas-
es, in which it is accorded :

"
Gif

ony stellis (steals) anthir on the ta

part or on the tothyr, that he shall

be hanget or beofdit (beheaded) ;

and gif ony company stellis any
gudes within the trieux (truce) be-

foresayd, ane of that company shall

be hanget or beofdit, and the rema-
nant sail restore the gudys stolen

in the dubble." * In doubtful cases
the innocence of Border criminals
was often referred to their own
oath. The same work that quotes
the above agreement also gives us

the form of excusing bills by Bor-
der oaths :

" You shall swear by
the heaven above you, hell beneath

you, by your part of paradise, by all

that God made in six days and seven

nights, and by God himself, you are

whart out sackless of art, part, way,
witting, ridd kenning, having, or re-

cetting of any of the goods and cat-

tels named in the bill. So help you
God." It seems almost as if the

Borderers had consulted the cate-

chism as to the nine ways of being
accessory to another's sin, so mi-
nute is the nomenclature of treason-

able possibilities.

Trial by single combat was also

a favorite mode of clearing one's

self from a criminal charge. This
was common in feudal times and

throughout the XVIth century ;
but

time stood still in the Borders, as

far as civilizing changes were con-

cerned, and even in the XVIIth

century a ceremonious indenture
was signed between two champions
of name and position, binding them
to fight to prove the truth or falsity
of a charge of high treason made
by one against the other.

The most ancient known collec-

tion of regulations for the Border
sets forth that in 1468, on the iSth

day of December, Earl William

Douglas assembled the whole lords,

freeholders, and eldest Borderers,
that best knowledge had, at the

College of Linclouden,
" where he

had them bodily sworn, the Holy
Gospel touched, that they justlie and

* History <<f Westmoreland ,iuf L'umier^and,
Introd.
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trulie after their cunning should

decrete . . . the statutes, ordinan-

ces, and uses of the marche." The
carl further on is said to have

thought these
"
right speedful and

profitable to the Borders."

During the truces it was not un-

usual to have merry-makings and

fairs, to which, however, both Scotch

and English came fully armed.
Foot-ball was from time immemorial
a favorite Border game, but the na-

tional rivalry was such that the

play often ended in bloodshed.

Still, there was no personal ill-feel-

ing, and a rough sort of good-fel-

lowship was kept up, which was

strengthened by intermarriages, and
was not supposed to debar either

party from the right of prosecuting

private vengeance, even to death.

When, however, this revenge had
been taken, it would have been

against Border etiquette to retain

any further ill-will. Patten, in his

Account of Somerset's Expedition
into Scotland, remarks on the dis-

orderly conduct of the English Bor-

derers who followed the Lord Pro-

tector. He describes the camp as

full of
"
troublous and dangerous

noyses all the nyghte longe, . . .

more like the outrage of a dissolute

huntynge than the quiet of a well-

ordered armye." The Borderers,
like masterless hounds, howling,

whooping, whistling, crying out " A
Berwick, a Berwick ! a Fenwick,
a Fenwick ! a Buhner, a Buhner!"

paraded the camp, creating confu-

sion wherever they went, and dis-

turbing the more sober southern

troops ; they used their own slogan
or battle-cry out of pure mischief
and recklessness, and totally disre-

garded all camp discipline. Yet
in this land of defiles, caverns, and
marshes their aid was too precious
to be dispensed with, and remon-
strance was practically useless.

The pursuit of Border marauder--

was often followed by the injured

party and his friends with blood-

hounds and bugle-horn, and was

called the hot-trod. If his

could trace the scent, he was en-

titled to follow the invaders into the

opposite kingdom, which pra.'

often led to further bloodshed. A

sure way of stopping the dog was

to spill blood on the track
;
and a

legend of Wallace's adventurous
life relates a terrible instance of this.

An Irishman in Wallace's train was
slain by the Scottish fugitive, and
when the English came up with

their hounds their pursuit was baf-

fled. But poetical justice required
some counterbalancing doom, and

accordingly the legend tells us that,

when Wallace took refuge in the

lonely tower of Cask, and fancied

himself safe, he was ^speedily dis-

turbed by the blast of a horn. It

was midnight. He sent out at-

tendants, cautiously to reconnoitre,
but they could see nothing. When
he was left alone again, the summons
was repeated, and, sword in hand,
he went down to face the unknown.
At the gate of the tower stood the

headless spectre of Fawdoim, the

murdered man. Wallace, in un-

earthly terror, fled up into the tower,
tore open a window, and leaped
down fifteen feet to the ground
to continue his flight as best he
could. Looking back to Cask, he
saw the tower on fire, and the

form of his victim, dilated to an

immense size, standing on the bat-

tlements, holding in his hand a

blazing rafter.

The system of signals by beacon-
fires was common on the Borders.

Smugglers and their friends have
now become the only remaining heirs

to this practice, which was once that

in use by the noblest warriors of

Gaelic race in either island. The
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origin of this custom was perfectly
lawful

; indeed, the Scottish Parlia-

ment, in 1445, directed that one

bale or beacon-fagot should be

warning of the approach of the

English in any manner; two bales,

that they are coming indeed
;
four

bales blazing beside each other,

that the enemy are in great force.

A Scotch historian tells us that in

later times these beacons consisted

of a long and strong tree set up,
with a long iron pole across the

head of it, and an iron brander fixed

on a stalk in the middle of it for

holding a tar-barrel.

It was a custom on the Border,
and indeed in the Highlands also,

for those passing through a great
chieftain's domains to repair to

tne castle in acknowledgment of

the chief's authority, explain the

purpose of their journey, and receive

the hospitality due to their rank.

To neglect this was held discour-

tesy in the great and insolence in

the inferior traveller
; indeed, so

strictly was this etiquette insisted

upon by some feudal lords that

Lord Oliphaunt is said to have

planted guns at his Castle of New-

tyle in Angus, so as to command
the high-road, and compel all pas-

sengers to perform this act of hom-

age. Sir Walter Scott, in his Pro-
vincial Antiquities, has hunted up a

curious instance of the non-fulfil-

ment of this custom. The Lord of

Crichtoun Castle, on the Tyne,
heard that Scott of Buccleugh was
to pass his dwelling on his return

from court. A splendid banquet
was prepared for the expected guest,
who nevertheless rode past the cas-

tle, neglecting to pay his duty-visit.

Crichtoun was terribly incensed, and

pursued the discourteous traveller

with a body of horse, made him

prisoner, and confined him for the

night in the castle dungeon. He

and his retainers, meanwhile, feast-

ed on the good cheer that had been

provided, and doubtless made many
valiant boasts against the imprison-
ed lord. But with morning cometh

prudence. A desperate feud with

a powerful clan was not desirable,

and such would infallibly have been
the result of so rough a proceeding.
Indeed, it would have justified the

Buccleugh in biting his glove or his

thumb a gesture indicative on the

Border of a resolution of mortal

revenge for a serious insult. So, to

put matters right, Crichtoun not only
delivered his prisoner and set him
in the place of honor at his board
the following day, but himself re-

tired into his own dungeon, where
he remained as many hours as

his guest had done. This satisfac-

tion was accepted and the feud

averted.

The Borderers had a rough, prac-
tical kind of symbolism in vogue
among them; and, though they were.

not afraid of calling a spade a

spade, yet loved a significant alle-

gory. It is told of one of the

marauding chiefs, whose castle was a

very robber's den, that his mode of

intimating to his retainers that the

larder was bare, and that they must
ride for a supply of provisions, was

the appearance on the table of a

pair of clean spurs in a covered

dish. Like many brigand chiefs,

this Scott of Harden had a wife of

surpassing beauty, famed in song as

the "Flower of Yarrow." Some

very beautiful pastoral songs are

attributed to a young captive, said

to have been carried as an infant to

this eagle's nest, built on the brink

of a dark and precipitous dell. He
himself tells the story of how
" beauteous Mary, Yarrow's fairest

flower, rescued him from the rough

troopers who brought him into the

courtyard of the castle."
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1 Her car, all anxious, caufcr.' the waiting sound :

With I; te, the youthful matron flew,

And from tlic hurried heaps an infant dre'.v.

( >t milder mood the gentle captive Rrew,
Nor loved the scenes that scared his infant view,

He lived o'er Yarrow's Flower to shed the tear.

To strew the holly-leaves o'er Hardun's bier.

He, nameless as the race from which he sprung,
Saved otliei names, and left his cnvn nnsung."

Work and pleasure were some-

times mingled in those royal expe-
ditions called a chase, which had
so little to distinguish them from

regular Border forays. Law and
no law were so curiously tangled-

together that each bore nearly the

same outward features as the other

features especially romantic, which

both have now equally lost. Ettrick

Forest, now a mountainous range
ofsheep-walks, was anciently a royal

pleasure-ground. The hunting was

an affair of national importance,
and in 1528 James V. of Scotland
" made proclamation to all lords,

barons, gentlemen, landward-men,
and freeholders to pass with the

king where he pleased, to danton the

////(-wotTeviotdale, Annandale, and

Liddesdale (we have heard this ex-

pression before in another mouth),
and other parts of that country,
and also warned all gentlemen that

had good dogs to bring them, that

he might hunt in the said country
as he pleased."
A very interesting account is

given by one Taylor, a poet, of the

mode in which these huntings were
conducted in the Highlands; This,

however, is a sketch of a later day
than that in which the moss-troop-
ers were at their best, but many
of the characteristics of the scene

suggest the earlier and hardly yet
.ittentime of the true Borderers.

He begins by enumerating the many
"
truly noble and right honorable

lords
" who were present, and gives

a detailed description of the dress

which they wore in common with

the peasantry.
"
as if Lycurgus had

been there and made laws of equali-

ty." The dress is the Highland
costume of to-day a dress that has

never changed since at least the

beginning of this century. The
English poet evidently finds it very

primitive, and takes no notice of the

difference of color or of mixing of

color that distinguishes the various

tartans. He says :

" As for their

attire, any man of what degree so-

ever who comes amongst them must
not disdain to wear it

;
for if they

do, then they will disdain to hunt or

willingly to bring in their dogs ;
but

if men be kind to them and be in

their habit, then they are conquered
with kindness, and the sport will be

plentiful." The gathering is of

some fourteen or fifteen hundred or

more men a little city or camp.
Small cottages built on purpose to

lodge in, and called lonquhards,
are here for the chiefs, the kitchens
whereof are always on the side of
a bank. A formidable list of pro-
visions follows

; there are
"
many

kettles and pots boiling, and many
spits turning and winding, with

great variety of cheer, as venison

baked, sodden, rost, and stewed

beef, mutton, goats, kids, hares,
fresh salmon, pigeons, hens, capons,
chickens, partridges, muir-coots (wa-

ter-fowl), heath-cocks, capercailzies
and ptarmigans, good ale, sacke,
white and claret (red) tent, or alle-

gant, with the most potent aqua-
vita. All these, and more than

these, we had continually in super-
fluous abundance, caught by falcon-

ers, fowlers, fishers, and brought by
my lord's tenants and purveyors to

victual our camp, which consisteth
of fourteen or fifteen hundred men
and horses. The manner of the

hunting is this: Five or six hun-
dred men do rise early in the morn-
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ing, and they do disperse themselves

divers ways, and seven, eight, or ten

miles compass ; they do bring or

chase in the deer, in many herds

(two, three, or four hundred in a

herd), to such or such a place as the

noblemen sjiall appoint them
; then,

when day is come, the lords and

gentlemen of their companies do

ride or go to the said places, some-

times wading up to the middles

through burns (streams) and rivers,

and then they, being come to the

place, do lie down upon the ground
till those foresaid scouts, which are

called the tinkhell, do bring down
the deer. But as the proverb says
of a bad cook, so these tinkhell men
do lick their own fingers; for,

besides their bows and arrows,
which they carry with them, we can

hear now and then a harquebuss or

a musket go off, which they do

seldom discharge in vain. Then
after we had stayed there three hours

or thereabouts, we might perceive
the deer appear on the hills round

about us (their heads making a

show like a wood), which, being
followed close by the tink/iell, are

chased down into the valley where

we lay ;
then all the valley, on

each side, being waylaid with a hun-

died couple of strong Irish grey-

hounds, they are all let loose, as

occasion serves, upon the herd of

deer, that with dogs, guns, arrows,

durks, and daggers, in the space of

two hours, fourscore fat deer were

slain, which after are disposed of,

some one way and some another,

twenty and thirty miles, and more
than enough left for us, to make

merry withal at our rendezvous."

Doubtless the scene must have

been very picturesque before the

battue began ;
but as sport what

could be more unsatisfactory ? For

once modern customs seem to ex-

cel ancient ones, and the Scotch

deer-stalker of to-day, in his ardu-

ous, solitary walk over the moors
and through the forests, is a much
more enviable personage than the

high and mighty huntsman of King
James' train. The best sport re-

corded in this curious narrative

was the result of the unauthorized

shots heard in the distance, when
the tinkhell men could not resist

the temptation of
"
licking their

own fingers."

It was the result of all these cen-

turies of wild life and romantic

lawlessness that made Scotland so

safe a retreat for the unfortunate

Prince Charlie after the last stand

had been so loyally and unsuccess-

fully made at Culloden in 1745.
Personal fidelity to a beloved chief-

tain, and an habitual disregard of

all laws of the
" Southron "

that

clashed with their own immemo-
rial customs, made of the Scottish

people the most perfect partisans
in the world. Even at this day,
when they are famed for their

thriftiness, their amenableness to

law, their eminently peaceful quali-

ties, a strong undercurrent of ro-

mance lies at the bottom of their

surface tranquillity. The organi-
zation of clanship has disappeared,
but the feeling that put life into

that system is itself living yet. The
humblest Scotsman is a born genea-

logist, and privately considers the

blood of the laird under whose

protection or in whose service he

lives as immeasurably bluer than

that of the German royal family
that sits in the high places of Eng-
land; and a characteristic instance

of the clinging affection with which
the national nomenclature of rank
is still looked upon by the Scottish

peasantry was afforded not many
years ago, when the tenants of

Lord Breadalbane were required to

conform to modern usage, and ad-
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dress their master as ''my lord."

"What !" they exclaimed, "call the

Breadalbanc my lord, like any pal-

try Southron chi el (fellow)?" They
thought and rightly, as it seems

to us that the old appellation,
"

///<

Breadalbane," as if he were sover-

eign on his own lands, and the only
one of the name who needed no
title to distinguish him from others

of his kin, was the only fitting one

for their chief. The English title

of marquis was nothing to that.

The superstitions of the Border,
those of early times and those

whose traces remain even to this

day, are another interesting phase
in the annals of the moss-troop-

ers, but they would occupy more

space than we have now at com-
mand. We will close this sketch by

quoting an old saying that shows
that some at least of the Border

chieftains, doubtless through the

influence of their wives, had not

relinquished all reverent belief in

the things of the world to come.

They may not always have acted

up to what they believed
;
and in-

deed so wise a maxim as the fol-

lowing, if carried out in practice to

its furthest limit, would have caus-

ed the pious Borderer to retire

altogether from his adventurous
"
profession," unless, indeed, the

obscure sentence in the second line

of the couplet, ''Keep well tin-

rod,
"
could have been twisted into

an injunction to him to become an

embodiment of poetical justice in

the eyes of less discriminating

moss-troopers. The inscription is

found over an arched door at

Branxholm or Branksome Castle,

and is in old black-letter type :

Kn toavnu's.nocfjt. nature. Jjrs.

ijrottgijt.Bat.sal.lfst.ag.

arfjaccforc . scvfor . (Sott . ttrfp.

im'l.se.vott. tfjw . fame, sal-
no cfjt.tirfcag.*

* "In world is naught, nature has wrought, that

shall stay.
Therefore serve God, keep well the rod, thy fnme

shall not decay."
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ASSUNTA HOWARD.

IV

CONVALESCENCE.

"
I HAVE almost made up my

mind to go back to bed again, and

play possum. Truly, I find but

little encouragement in my tre-

mendous efforts to get well, in the

marked neglect which I am suffer-

ing from the feminine portion of

my family. Clara is making her-

self ridiculous by returning to the

days of her first folly, against
which I protest to unheeding ears,

and of which I wash my hands.

Come here, Assunta ;
leave that

everlasting writing of yours, and en-

liven the
'
winter of my discontent

'

by the 'glorious summer' of your

presence, of mind as well as of

body."
Mr. Carlisle certainly looked very

unlike the neglected personage he

described himself to be. He was

sitting in a luxurious chair near

the open window ;
and he had but

to raise his eyes to feast them

upon the ever-changing, never-tir-

ing beauties of the Alban hills,

while the soft spring air was laden

with the fragrance of many gardens.
Beside him were books, flowers,

and cigars everything, in short,

which could charm away the tedi-

ousness of a prolonged convales-

cence. And it must be said, to

his credit, that he bore the mono-

tony very well for a man which, it

is to be feared, is after all damning
his patience with very faint praise.

Assunta raised her eyes from her

letter, and, smiling, said :

"
Ingratitude, thy name is Severn

Carlisle ! I wish Clara were here

to give you the benefit of one of her

very womanly disquisitions on man.

You would be so effectually silenced

that I should have a hope of finish-

ing my letter in time for the steam-

er."
" Never mind the letter," said

Mr. Carlisle.
" Come here, child ;

I

am pining to have you near me."
Assunta laughed, as she replied :

" Would it not do just as well if

I should give you the opera-glass,
and let you amuse yourself by mak-

ing believe bring me to you ?"

"Pshaw! Assunta, I want you.
Put away your writing. You know

very well that it is two days before

the steamer leaves, and you will

have plenty of time." And Mr. Car-

lisle drew a chair beside his own.

(

. Assunta did know all about it;

but, now that the invalid was so

much better, she was trying to with-

draw a little from any special atten-

tions. She felt that, under the cir-

cumstances, it would not be right

to make herself necessary to his

comfort
;
she did not realize how

necessary he thought her to his

very life. However, though she

would skirmish with and contradict

him, she had never yet been able

sufficiently to forget how near he

had been to death to actually op-

pose him. Besides, she had not

thought him looking quite as strong
this morning ; so she put the un-

finished letter back in the desk, and,

taking her work-basket, sat down
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beside her guardian, and tried to

divert him from herself by pointing
out the wonderful loveliness of the

view. His face did have a weary

expression, which his quondam
nurse did not fail to perceive. She
at once poured out a glass of wine,

and, handing it to him, said :

"
Tell me the truth, my friend

;

you do not feel very well to-day ?"
"

I do not feel quite as strong as

Samson," he replied ;

"
but you for-

get, Daliln, how you and the bar-

ber have shorn off the few locks

the fever left me. Of course my
strength went too."

''

Well, fortunately," said Assun-

ta,
"
there are no gates of Gaza

which require immediate removal,
and no Philistines to be overcome."

"
I am not so sure of that," said

Mr. Carlisle, putting down the

wine-glass.
" There are some things

harder to overcome than Philistines,
and some citadels so strong as to

bid defiance to Samson, even in the

full glory of his wavy curls. What
chance is there, then, for him now,
cruel Dalila ?"

Assunta wilfully misunderstood

him, and, taking her work from her

pretty basket, she answered, laugh-

ing :

"Well, one thing is very certain :

your illness has not left you in the

least subdued. Clara and I must

begin a course of discipline, or by
the time your brown curls have at-

tained their usual length you will

have become a regular tyrant."
"
Give me your work, petite"

said Mr. Carlisle, gently disengag-

ing it from her hand. "I want this

morning all to myself. And please
do not mention Clara again. I can-

not hear her name without thinking
of that miserable Sinclair business.
It is well for him that I am as I

am, until I have had time to cool.

I am not very patient, and I have

an irresistible longing to give him
a bone-whipping. It is a singular

psychological fact that Clara has

been gifted with every womanly at-

traction but common sense. But 1

believe thai even you Catholics

allow to benighted heretics the

plea of invincible ignorance as an

escape from condemnation
;
so we

must not be too severe in our judg-
ment of my foolish sister."

"
Hardly a parallel case," said

Assunta, smiling.
"I grant it," replied her guar-

dian
;

"
for in my illustration the

acceptance of the plea, so you hold,

renders happiness possible to the

heretic, to whom a
'

little knowl-

edge' would have been so
'

danger-
ous a thing' as to lose him even a

chance among the elect ; whereas
Clara's invincible ignorance of the

world, of human nature, and in par-
ticular of the nature of George Sin-

clair, serves only to explain her folly,

but does not prevent the inevitable

evil consequences of such a mar-

riage. But enough of the subject.
Will you not read to me a little

while ? Get Mrs. Browning, and
let us have '

Lady Geraldine,' if

you will so far compassionate a

man as to make him forget that

he is at sword's points with himself

and all the world, the exception

being his fair consoler. Thank you,

petite," he continued, as Assunta

brought the book. " There is plen-

ty of trash and an incomprehensi-
ble expression or two in the poem ;

but, as a whole, I like it, and the

end, the vision, would redeem it,

were it ten times as bad. Well, 1

too have had a vision ! Do you
know, Assunta, that the only thing
I can recall of those weeks of illness

is your dear form flitting in and
out of the/ darkness? But may
I dare say it ? the vision had in it

a certain tenderness I do not rind
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in the reality. I could almost be-

lieve in your doctrine of guardian

angels, having myself experienced
what their ministry might be."

"
I am afraid," interrupted As-

sunta,
"
that your doctrine would

hardly stand, if it has no other basis

than such very human evidence.

Shall I begin ?"
"
No, wait a minute longer," said

Mr. Carlisle.
" '

Lady Geraldine
'

will keep. I wish to put a question
to your sense of justice. When I

was sick, and almost unconscious,
and entirely unappreciative, there

was a person so the doctor tells

me who lavished attentions upon
me, counted nothing too great a

sacrifice to be wasted upon me.
But now that I am myself again,
and longing to prove myself the

most grateful of men, on the prin-

ciple that
'

gratitude is a lively
sense of favors to come,' that per-
son suddenly retires into the soli-

tude of her own original indifference

(to misquote somewhat grandilo-

quently), and leaves me wonder-

ing on what hidden rock my bark

struck when I thought the sea all

smooth and shining, shivering my
reanimated hopes to atoms. But,"
he added, turning- abruptly towards

her, and taking in his the hand
which rested on the table beside

him,
"
you saved my life. Bless you,

child, and remember that the life

you have saved is yours, now and

always."
The color had rushed painfully

into Assunta's face, but her guar-
dian instantly released her hand,
and she answered quietly :

"
It really troubles me, Mr. Car-

lisle, that you should attach so

much importance to a mere service

of duty and common humanity. I

did no more than any friend so

situated would have had a right to

claim at my hand* v
<->ur thanks

have far outweighed your indebted-
ness."

"Duty again!" exclaimed Mr.
Carlisle bitterly.

"
I wish you had

let me die. I want no duty service

from you ;
and you shall be grati-

fied, for I do not thank you for my
life on those conditions. You spare
no opportunity to let me under-
stand that I am no more to you
than all the rest of the wor-ld. Be
it so." And he impatiently snatched
the Gafignaiii from the table, and
settled himself as if to read.

Assunta's temper was always
roused by the unjust remarks her

guardian sometimes made, and she

would probably have answered with

a spirit which would have belied

the angel had she not happened
to glance at the paper, and seen that

it was upside down ; and then at

Mr. Carlisle's pale and troubled

features, to which even the crimson

facings of his rich dressing-gown
hardly lent the faintest glow. The
same sentiment of common humani-

ty which had prompted those days
of care and nights of watching now
checked the reproach she would
have uttered. She turned over the

leaves of Mrs. Browning, until her

eye lighted upon that exquisite

valediction,
" God be with thee, my

beloved." This she read through
to herself; and then, laying the

book upon the table, she said with

the tone and manner of a subdued
child :

"
May I finish my letter, please ?"

Mr. Carlisle scarcely raised his

eyes, as he replied :

"
Certainly, Assunta. I have no

wish to detain you."
It was with a very womanly

dignity that Assunta left her seat
;

but, instead of returning to her

writing-desk, she went to the piano.
For nearly an hour she played,
now passages from different sonatas,
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and then selections from the gran-
der music of the church. Without

seeming to notice, she saw that the

paper at last fell from her guardian's
hand ;

and understanding, as she

did, every change in his expressive
face, she knew from the smoothing
of the brow and the restful look of

the eyes that peace was restored

by the charm she wrought. When
she was sure that the evil spirit had

been quite exorcised by the power
of music, she rose from the piano,
and rang the bell. When Giovanni

appeared, she said :

"
I think that Mrs. Grey will not

return until quite late, as she has

gone to Tivoli
;
so you may serve

dinner here for me as well as for

Mr. Carlisle. If any one calls, I

do not receive this afternoon."
"
Very well, signorina," replied

Giovanni.
"

I will bring in the

small table from the library.
" And

he left the room.
"
It will be much pleasanter than

for each of us to dine separately in

solitary state," said Assunta, going
towards her guardian, and speaking
as if there had been no cloud
between them

;

"
though I know that

dining in the drawing-room must,
of necessity, be exceptional."

"
It was a very bright thought of

yours," answered Mr. Carlisle,
"
and

a very appetizing one to me, I can
ire you. Will you read

'

Lady
Geraldine

' now? There will be

just time before dinner."

Without a word Assunta took the

book, and began to read. She had

nothing of the dramatic in her

style, but her voice was sweet, her
enunciation very clear and distinct,
and she showed a thorough appre-
hension of the author's meaning;
so her reading always gave pleasure,
and Mr. Carlisle had come to de-

pend upon it daily. The vision to

which he had referred was robbed,

perhaps fortunately, of some of its

sentiment, by Giovanni's table pre-

parations ;
and his presence pre-

vented all but very general com-
ment.

When they were once more by
themselves Giovanni having left

them to linger over the fruit and
wine Mr. Carlisle said :

"
By the way, Assunta, you have

not told me yet what your friend

Miss IVrcival had to say for her-

self in her last letter. You know I

am always interested in her
; though

I fear it is an interest which par-
takes largely of the nature of jeal-

ousy."

''Well," replied Assunta, "she
tells me that she is going to be mar-
ried."

"Sensible girl ! What more ?"
" She regrets very much that her

brother, whom she dearly loves, will

not return from his year's exile in

time for the ceremony."
" So much the better," exclaimed

Mr. Carlisle with unusual energy.
"

I hope he may lose himself in the

deserts of Arabia, or wander off

to further India, and there re-

main."

Assunta laughed.
"
Truly, my

guardian is most charitable ! I

should not be surprised if he did,
one of these days, follow in the foot-

steps of S. Francis Xavier. But
what has he done to merit sentence
of banishment from you ?"

"You know I am a student of
human nature," rejoined her guar-
dian, "and I have always ob-
served that where a young girl has
a brother and a friend, she cannot
conceive of any other destiny for

the two objects of her affection

than to make of them one united

object in the holy bonds of matri-

mony ; and, in order to bring
about the desired consummation,
she devotes herself to intrigue in a
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manner and with a zeal truly femi-

nine. Mary Percival has a brother

and a friend; ergo, may her bro-

ther be -induced to become an

Oriental
;
that is all."

" In this case," replied the young
girl with a merry laugh,

"
your ob-

servations are quite at fault. I am

truly grieved to be compelled to

spoil such a pretty romance. But,

seriously, Mary has a far higher
cnoice for her brother than her

most unworthy friend. She has

but one desire and prayer for him,
and that is that he may enter the

holy priesthood. I believe she will

not be disappointed. Did you ever

see Mr. Percival ?"
"
No, I have never had the plea-

sure," replied Mr. Carlisle.

"I wish you might know him,"
said Assunta enthusiastically.

"
I

am sure you would like him. He
is not what would generally be con-

sidered handsome, but I think his

face beautiful, it is so very spirit-

ual. It is the beauty of a remark-

able soul, which literally shines in

his eyes. He has taken the high-
est honors at college, and, if his

health is only re-established, I think

his sister's very laudable ambition

will be more than gratified."
" He certainly has a most ardent

admirer. I did not know you
could be so enthusiastic about any
member of the genus homo," said

Mr. Carlisle. Assunta was not to

be daunted by the perceptible

sneer, and she at once added :

"
I can hardly be said to admire

him, but rather the power of grace
in him. I have so great a rever-

ence for Augustine Percival that I

could not imagine it possible for

any human affection to turn him
from what I firmly believe to be his

great vocation. So my guardian

may see him return to the West
with equanimity, and may perhaps

even be induced to look with favor

upon another part of the letter."

"And what is that ?" asked Mr.
Carlisle.

"
Mary invites me very urgently

to pass next winter with her in

Baltimore. Her husband-elect is

a naval officer, and his leave of

absence expires in October. She
wishes me as a substitute, you un-

derstand."
"
Is it your wish to go, my

child ?" said her guardian, looking
at her earnestly.
"I never like to make any defi-

nite plan so long beforehand
;
but

it seemed to me a very suitable

arrangement. You remember," add-

ed Assunta,
"
that Clara will prob-

ably be married before then."
"

I do not wish Clara to be men-
tioned ; she has nothing to do with

it," said Mr. Carlisle imperiously ;

and then he added more gently,
"
May I ask, petite, what answer

you have given her ?"
"
None, as yet ; you remember

you interrupted my letter. But I

think I will tell her that my guar-
dian is such an ogre that I dare

not reply to her invitation until

after August. Will that do ?"
"
Tell her what you will," said

Mr. Carlisle; "only, for heaven's

sake, say no more to me upon the

subject. I am not Augustine Per-

cival, and consequently not elevat-

ed above the power of human feel-

ing."
Poor Assunta ! she too was not

above human feeling, and some-

times it was very hard for her to

keep her heart from being rebel-

lious; but she had learned to put
God before every earthly consider-

ation, and to find her strength in

his presence. But it required con-

stant watchfulness and untiring pa-
tience to conquer herself. There-

fore she could not but feel great
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compassion for her friend, who
must bear his disappointment with

no help outside of his own strong

nature. She rose from the table,

and moved it ;i little to one side, in

order that she might arrange the

cushions for her guardian, who
looked unusually weary to-night.

''Are you angry with me, Mr.

Carlisle?" said she softly, as he

sank back in his chair.

"Angry, petite ?" he repeated,

looking steadily in her face.
"
Yes,

I am angry, but not with you, or

with anything you have said to-

night, but rather with that ac-

cursed barrier. Go, child, ring for

(' iovanni, or I shall say what you
will not like to hear." As she

turned away, he caught her hand,

saying :

"
( >ne moment. I have been

very rude, and yet I would die for

you ! There, I will not say another

word. Please ring for Giovanni,
since I am compelled to be so un-

gallant as to request the favor of

;
and then let us talk a little

about the Sienna plans. I must

try and put myself into a good-hu-
mor before Clara conies; for she

will have something to say about

her handsome Sinclair, and then I

would not give much for my tern-

per."
The table having been removed,

and the wood which had been laid

ready in the fire-place kindled into

a blaze for the evenings were still

cool enough to admit of its cheery
influence the two, whose lives

seemed so united, and yet were, in

reality, so far apart, drew towards

the fire. The heavy curtains, which
had been put aside to admit the

warm, genial air and sunshine of

mid- day, were now closely drawn,
in order to shut out the chilling

dampness of evening. A hanging
lamp cast a soft, mellow light

through its porn-lain shade upon
an exquisite basket of roses and
carnations adorning the centre of

the table, which was covered else-

where with books, arranged with

studied negligence, and number-
less little suggestions of refinement

and feminine occupation. Every-
thing seemed favorable to a most
harmonious conversation, except
that inevitable something which,
like a malicious sprite, awakens us

from our dreams just when they
are brightest; breaks the spell of

our illusions at the moment when
we are clinging to them most per-

sistently ; ruthlessly crosses, with its

fatal track, our promised pleasures;
and unfeelingly interrupts us in

some hour of complete rest and
satisfaction. Ah ! we may fret in

our impatience, and wonder at the

fatality which seems to pursue us.

It is no mischief-loving Puck, no
evil-minded genie, but a good
angel, who thus thwarts us. This
is no time to dream and cherish il-

lusions which can but deceive. It

is no time for repose. To detach
ourselves from all these things
which would make this world a

satisfaction to us is the labor we
must all perform, more or less gen-

erously and heroically, if we would
one day enjoy the reality of the

one dream that never fades the

vision of the Apocalypse ; the one

repose that never palls the rest

that remaineth for the people of

God. Welcome, then, those mis-

named "juggling fiends" that

"keep the word of promise to our

ear, and break it to our hope."
Welcome the many disappoint-
ments, trifling in themselves, the

daily crossings of our will and plea-

sure, which seem so petty; they

perform a great mission if they
succeed in loosening ever so little

the cords which bind down to
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earth the souls that were meant for

heaven. Thrice welcome what-

ever helps to turn the sweetness of

this world to bitterness!

Poor Mrs. Grey ! it had never

occurred to her that she had a mis-

sion, still less such an one as we
have now assigned to her. For it

was her voice which caused Mr.

Carlisle to sigh so profoundly that

Assunta could not but smile, in

spite of the regretful feeling in her

own heart. It was better and she

knew it that the softening influ-

ence of the hour should be thus

rudely interrupted; but nature will

not be crushed without an occa-

sional protest. The expression of

annoyance still lingered on Mr.

Carlisle's face when Clara entered

the room, exclaiming:
"
Come, caro mii>, they have had

the livelong day to themselves, and

must have talked out by this time,

even if they had the whole ency-

clopaedia in their brains." And as

Mr. Sinclair followed with an apolo-

getic bow, she continued :

" This ridiculous man has con-

scientious objections to interrupting

your tctc-a-tcte. I am sure, Severn,

if Assunta is not tired to death of

you by this time, she ought to be,

particularly if you have been as

solemn all day as you look now. I

would much rather spend the whole

day in church and that is the most

gloomy thing I can think of than

be condemned to the company of a

man in a mood. Make a note of that,

George.
"

I think, Clara," said her brother,

somewhat coldly,
"
that Mr. Sinclair

was judging others by himself, and

in doing so he judged kindly in my
regard and gallantly in yours ;

but

this is not always the true criterion.

Mr. Sinclair, I beg you will be seat-

ed, and excuse me if I do not rise.

I am still obliged to claim the in-

valid's cloak of charity. No doubt

a cup of tea will be acceptable af-

ter your long drive; and it will

soon be served."

The eyes of the two men met.

They had measured each other be-

fore now, and understood each other

well
;
and each knew that he was

most cordially disliked by the other.

Their ceremonious politeness was

all the more marked on that ac-

count. Assunta's tact came to the

rescue, and made a diversion. As
she assisted Mrs. Grey in removing
her shawl and hat, she said :

" And how have you enjoyed
the day, Clara ? You must be very
tired!"

" Oh ! I am nearly dead with fa-

tigue," replied the lady, looking

very bright and very much alive for

a moribund
;

" but we have had a

delicious time. You should have

seen George trying to support his

dignity on a donkey which he could

easily have assisted in walking, as

his feet touched the ground on

both sides
;
and which started with

a spasmodic jerk every two or

three minutes when the donkey boy

brought down a small club on its

back. I laughed so much at Mr.

Sinclair's gravity and the ludicrous

figure he cut that I narrowly escap-
ed falling off my own donkey down
a precipice."

" '

Now, what a thing it is to be an

ass,' "quoted Mr. Carlisle. *'My love-

ly sister visits a spot whose present

beauty is hardly surpassed by the

richness of its classic associations
;

where romance lurks, scarcely hid-

den, in the memory of Zenobia;
where the olives that cover the hill-

sides have a primeval look; and,
like a very Titania under the love-

spell, she wakes from her dream
of the past, and, behold ! her

vision is a donkey ! no, I beg

pardon two donkeys ;
one that
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nearly lost its burden
;

and the

other that its burden nearly lost!"
" How foolish you are, Severn!"

-aiil Clara, pouting very becoming-

ly, while the others laughed hearti-

ly.
"
Besides, you need not expect

me to get up any sentiment about

Xenobia. The mistake of her life

was that she did not die at the pro-

per time, instead of retiring to a

country town of all places in the

world livingacomfortable life, and

dying a commonplace death in her

bed, for all I know. It was just

stupid in her!"

tier brother smiled. "I think you
are right, Clara. Zenobia should

never have survived her chains and
the Roman triumph, if she had
wished to leave a perfect picture of

herself to posterity. However, I

doubt if we have the right to exact

the sacrifice of her merely to grati-

fy our ideas of romantic propriety.

By living she only proved herself less

heroine, more woman. But, Clara,

what did you see ? besides the

donkeys, I mean."

Mr. Carlisle felt so keenly the

antagonism of Mr. Sinclair's pre-

sence, that he must either leave the

room or find some vent
;
and there-

fore his sister was compelled to be

safety-valve, and submit to his teas-

ing mood. Perhaps she was not

altogether an innocent victim, since

she it was who had somewhat wil-

fully introduced the discordant ele-

ment into the family.
" We saw ruins and waterfalls, of

course," she replied to the last

question a little petulance in her

tone, which soon, however, disap-

peared. "But the most enjoyable

thing of the whole day was the din-

ner. I usually cannot see any plea-
sure in eating out of doors, but to-

day we were obliged to do so, for

the hotel was not at all inviting ;

and then it is the proper thing to
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do to have the table spread in the

portico of the Temple of Vesta.

<;:igiati had put up a delicious din-

ner at Mr. Sinclair's order, so we
were not dependent upon country-

fries and macaroni. Just as we were

sitting down Lady Gertrude came

up with her mother and lover, and
we joined forces. I assure you we
were not silent. I never enjoyed a

meal more in my life."
" O Tivoli ! ancient Tibur, how

art thou fallen ! Donkeys and

dinner!" exclaimed Mr. Carlisle.
"
Well, fair Titania, did you supply

your gentle animal with the honey-

bag of the
'

red-hipped humble-

bee,' or was his appetite more ple-

beian, so that
'

a peck of provender'
was more acceptable ?"

"Assunta, do you allow your

patient to talk so much ?" said

Mrs. Grey, her amiability still proof

against attack. "If he excites his

imagination in this way, he can

hardly hope to sleep without a pow-
erful anodyne."

"
My patient, as you call him,"

replied Assunta, smiling,
"

is not

quite so submissive, I find, as when
obedience was a necessity, and not
a virtue. Still, if he would allow
me a very humble suggestion, I

would remind him that he has not
been quite as well to-day, and that

it is some time past his usual hour
for retiring."
There was no irritation in Mr.

Carlisle's face as he looked at As-
sunta with one of his rare smiles.

The very tones of her voice seemed
to give him a feeling of rest.

" A
very broad hint on the part of my
tyrant," he replied, "which I will

be wise enough to take, in its pre-
sent form, lest it should become
more emphatic. Good-night, Mr.

Sinclair. I feel that there is the less

need of an apology for excusing my-
self, as I leave you in good hands
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Clara, when Giovanni has served

the tea, please send him to me."
In leaving the room Mr. Carlisle

dropped his cigar-case, which As-

sunta perceived, and hastened with

it to the library, where she knew
she should find him awaiting Gio-

vanni.

"Petite," he exclaimed, as she en-

tered, "kill that man for me, and
make me everlastingly your debtor."

"I am sure," she answered, laugh-

ing,
"
you have had it all your own

way to-night. I began to think he

must have taken a vow of silence."

"Still waters!" said her guar-
dian.

" He can afford to be silent
;

he is biding his time."

"Are you not the least bit unjust
and uncharitable?" asked Assun-

ta.
" But never mind, you shall

not have a lecture to-night, for you
look very weary. Promise me that

you will take the medicine I send

you."
"
I will take it, if you bring it your-

self."

"But I cannot do that. I have

your enemy to entertain, you know."
"And much joy do I wish you,"

said Mr. Carlisle.
"
I intend to

study up affinities and repulsions

psychologically; and then I shall

perhaps be able to understand why
one person, without any assignable

cause, should act as a perpetual
blister genuine Spanish flies and

another, a certain dear little friend

of mine for instance, should be
ever a soothing balm."

" Cold cream !" suggested As-

sunta,
"
since you will use such

pharmaceutical comparisons. And
now, if I have shocked your sense

of refinement sufficiently, I must

say good-night."
"
Good-night, dear child," return-

ed her guardian cordially, but his

next thought was a bitter one, and
an almost prophetic feeling of

loneliness came over him, as he-

watched the smoke curling up from
his cigar.

As soon as the incubus of Mr.
Carlisle's presence was removed,
Mr. Sinclair threw off the silence

which was so unnatural to him, and
became at once the attentive, gal-
lant man of the world. Even As-

sunta, had she met him then for

the first time, would not have re-

ceived that impression of insincer-

ity which had repelled her former-

ly. She could hardly wonder to-

night that Clara Grey, who never

looked below the surface, or cared,
so long as peace reigned on the

outside, what elements of disturb-

ance might be working in the

depths, should have suffered her

heart to confide itself to the keep-

ing of one apparently so devoted.

She had never before imagined that

they were so well suited to each

other; and as Mr. Sinclair, after

an hour, arose to take his leave,

she was surprised into most unusu-
al cordiality, as she bade him good-

night. But, unfortunately for the

impression he had been at such

pains to produce, the glamour of

fascination disappeared with his re-

treating footsteps ;
so that even

while Mr. Sinclair was congratulat-

ing himself upon his success, As-
sunta found herself wondering at

the almost painful revulsion of feel-

ing which followed his departure.
Mrs. Grey's bright face indicated

no such change. She was perfect-

ly satisfied with her lover, and no
less so with herself. She checked
a movement of Assunta's to retire

by saying :

" Do you mind waiting a little

longer, dear ? I want so much to

have a quiet chat. Come, let us

draw our chairs up to the fire, the

blaze is so cheering."
"You do not look as if you need-
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ed any help from outside influen-

ces," said Assunta, and there was

a shade of sadness in her tone.

I'.ut I am all ready for a talk."

A cloud a light summer one

overspread Mrs. Grey's clear sky
and shadowed her face, as she said,

after a pause :

"
Assunta, why does

Severn dislike George so much ?"

Assunta was too truthful to deny
the fact, so she simply said :

"
\\e cannot always control our

feelings, Clara; but, as a general

thing, I do not find Mr. Carlisle

unreasonable."
" He certainly is very unreason-

able in this case," returned Mrs.

Grey quickly, "and I am sorry
it is so, for I love Severn very
much. Still, I shall not allow an

unfounded prejudice to stand in

the way of my happiness. Assun-

ta, I have promised Mr. Sinclair

that I will marry him in September,
when we shall be in Paris, on our

way to America."
"

I supposed," said Assunta,
"
that

it would come soon, and I hope,
dear Clara, that you will be very,
Tfr\ happy." Doubt was in her

mind, but she had not the heart to

let it appear in her manner.
"
And," Mrs. Grey continued,

"
I

want you to understand, dear, that

with us you will always have a

home at your disposal, where you
will be welcomed as a sister.

r.rnrge wished me to tell you that

this is his desire as well as mine."

"You are both too kind," replied

Assunta, touched by this thought-
fulness of her at a time when sel-

fishness is regarded as a special

privilege.
"
My arrangements can

easily be made afterwards
;
but I

do very much appreciate your kind-

ness."
" Nonsense !" said Mrs. Grey,

"
you belong to us ; and the diffi-

culty will probably be that we

shall not be able to keep such an

attractive bit of property."
" You are setting me the exam-

ple," said Assunta, laughing.

"Ah! yes," returned Mrs. Grey;
"but then, there is only one

Cieorge Sinclair, you know, as a

temptation."
Assunta fancied she could hear

Mr. Carlisle exclaim,
" God be

praised !" to that natural expres-
sion of womanly pride, and she

herself wondered if it would be

possible for her to fall under such

a delusion.

But Mrs. Grey had not yet reach-

ed the point of the conversation ;

what had been said was only pre-

liminary. The truth was, she

dreaded her brother's reception of

the news, and she wished to avoid

being present at the first outbreak.

"You have so much influence

with Severn," she said at last,
"

I

wish you would tell him about it,

and try to make him feel differently

towards George. I am sure you
can. We are going to the Villa

Doria to-morrow, and this will give

you an opportunity. I hope the

storm will be over before we re-

turn," she added, laughing; "at

any rate, the lightning will not

strike you."
It was like Mrs. Grey to make

this request so like her that

Assunta did not think it either

strange or selfish. She promised
to break the news, which she knew
would be unwelcome. But she

could not conscientiously promise
to use an influence in overcoming
a prejudice she entirely shared.

An affectionate good-night was ex-

changed, and then Assunta retired

to her room. It was not often that

she indulged herself in a revery
in those waking dreams which are

so unprofitable, and from which

one is usually aroused with the
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spiritual tone lowered, and the

heart discontented and dissatisfied.

But this had been a trying day ;

and now, as she reviewed it, and

came at last to its close, she found

herself envying her friend the joy
which seemed so complete, and

wondering why her lot should be

so different. Happiness had come
to Mrs. Grey as to a natural rest-

ing-place ;
while she, to whom a

bright vision of it had been pre-

sented, must thrust it from her as

if it were a curse and not a bless-

ing. And here she paused, and

better thoughts came to replace the

unworthy ones. This lot which

she was envying was it not all

of the earth, earthy? Would she

change, if she could ? Had she

not in her blessed faith a treasure

which she would not give for all

the human happiness this world has

power to bestow? And here was

the key to the difference at which
she had for the moment wondered.

Much, very much, had been given
to her

;
was it strange that much

should be required ? Had she, then,

made her sacrifice only to play the

Indian giver towards her God, and

wish back the offering he had ac-

cepted at her hands ? No, she

would not be so ungenerous. In

the light of faith the brightness
which had illuminated the life of

her friend grew dim and faded,

while the shadow of what had

seemed so heavy a cross resting

upon her own no longer darkened

her soul. And soon, kneeling be-

fore her crucifix, she could fervent-

ly thank the dear Lord that he had

granted her the privilege of suffer-

ing something for his love
;
and

she prayed for strength to take up
her cross daily, and bear it with

courage and generosity.

TO BE CONTINUED.

INSCRIPTION FOR THE BELL "GABRIEL,"

AT s. MARY'S OF THE LAKE, LAKE GEORGE.

Gabrielem olim Dominam ad Mariam
Evae mutatum cecinisse nomen,
Gabriel tandem cecini sacratas

Primus ad oras.
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SWITZERLAND IN 1873.

LUCERNE.

AT this point we reached the

first of the existing covered bridges.
What a transition ! Like going
hack suddenly from the levelling

monotony of steam and the feverish

present-day life to the individuali-

ty and repose of the middle ages !

"
It dates," said Herr H ,

" from
the year 1300 just seven years
before William Tell and the Riiti,

eight before the battle of Morgarten,
and eighty-six before our great Sem-

pach victory !"

''William Tell! What nonsense!

Who believes now in William Tell ?"

muttered the young school-boy
C to his sister; but the old

man fortunately did not hear him,

and, his eyes beaming with affec-

tion for the old relic, he went on :

" Some modern improvers
"

laying

contemptuous emphasis on these

words "talk of 'clearing it away."
But you see what a pleasant, cool

walk it still is for foot-passengers,
with the green Reuss swirling be-

neath, and the lovely view from
its open sides. I tell them that it

would not only be an act of

vandalism, but, as there are so few

antiquities to show in Lucerne, it

would be like
'

killing the goose
with the golden eggs.'" And so

it would ! It is in no one's way,
and is, with the other bridge, the

only remnant of antiquity worth

looking at. On opening our Words-
worth we found that this is the one
first mentioned by him after leaving
Sarnen :

u From this appropriate court renowned Lucerne
Calls me to pace her honored bridge, that cheers

The patriot's heart with pictures rude and stern
An uncouth chronicle of glorious years."

And we found it still as he de-

scribes it. The triangle of the

rafters of each arch is painted, and

though as works of art they are of

little value, still they are clever and

quaint representations of the scenes,
certain to make an impression on

young minds in particular, and

easily discernible to an observant

passer-by. Going from the right
bank of the river, reminders of

events in Swiss and local history
meet the eye, and, returning from
the other side, the deeds of the two

patron saints of the town, S. Leo-

degarius and S. Maurice. Both
lives were most striking, and equally

belonged to the earliest ages of the

Chiistianera. S. Maurice especially
is a favorite Swiss patron. He was
the commander of the Theban
Christian Legion in the time of the

Emperor Diocletian, which is said

to have consisted of sixty-six hun-
dred men. This legion had been
raised in the Thebai's or Upper
Egypt amongst the Christians

there, and, officered by Chris-

tians, was marching with the rest

of the Roman army against Gaul,
under the command of Maximian,
when the latter ordered the army to

offer sacrifices for the success of
the expedition. All encamped at the

place called Octodurus, represented

nowadays by the modest Marfig-
ny in the Valais; but the Theban

legion, refusing to join in the

pagan worship, retired to the spot
where now stands S. Maurice, and

day by day they were killed by
orders of Maximian, until none re-

mained. The Monastery of S.
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Maurice, built on the spot of their

martyrdom, is one of the oldest in

the world, said to have been first

erected in A.D. 250, although the

present edifice only dates from

1489. Switzerland and Savoy for-

merly disputed the honor of keeping
the relics, but at last settled the

matter by a small portion being
handed over to Piedmont, the abbey

retaining the principal treasures.

It is therefore to this day one of

the favorite places of pilgrim-

age in Switzerland. A special con-

nection seems to have occurred with

Lucerne, for two hundred bodies of

S. Maurice's companions are said to

have been found at the village of

Schoz, about two leagues distant,

where there was an old chapel re-

nowned for its privileges and indul-

gences. And this seems in no way
unlikely, for we read in Butler's

Lives of the Saints and elsewhere

that several smaller corps of soldiers

belonging to.the legion were scat-

tered here and there in Switzerland,
and were put to death for the same
reason. Most interesting it is, in

any case, to trace on this bridge the

union of two such heroic, manly
saints in the affections and sympa-
thies of the Lucerne citizens from

olden times.

The bridge is five hundred feet

long, and makes two sharp bends to

suit the current of the river, flowing

swiftly and vigorously from the lake

close by through the old-fashioned

posts on towards old Father Rhine,
which it joins between Schaffhausen

and Basel. This irregularity adds to

the picturesque effect, and at one

of these corners stands a tower,

mentioned in some old documents
of the year 1367. Possibly it may
have existed as part of the fortifica-

tions even before the bridge itself.

It is called the Water Tower, and

has four stories of one room each,

which formerly served as treasury,

prison, and record-office; but at

present it is used only for the latter

purpose, and contains the archives

of the city. What tales it might
tell had we moderns the time to

spare for listening !

But we moved on along the left

bank of the river, and turned into

the church, still called the
"
Jesuits'

Church." It is large and unmis-

takably in their well-known style.

Here Herr II explained how
the order had been introduced in-

to Lucerne in 1574 by S. Charles

Borromeo, who was such an ally of

these cantons. In less than four

years they had founded a college
and increased rapidly. Within one
hundred more they erected this

church, and the large buildings

adjoining for their college, now used
as government offices the post
and telegraph departments. Every-
thing went on satisfactorily for a

second hundred years, until the

suppression of the order by Clement

XIV., in 1773, when it was also

abolished in Lucerne. But the

towns-people held their memory in

grateful remembrance, and one of

the first acts of the Sonderlnind'm

1845 was to call back seven Jesuit
fathers. When the Protestant can-

tons, however, finally succeeded in

crushing this League, they at once

passed a law forbidding any Jesuit
to remain on Swiss territory ;

so

again the order had to leave Lu-

cerne, and also Schwytz, where

they also had a large house.
" And now," continued Herr

H
,

"
the liberals are clamoring

for another revision of our consti-

tution a constitution which needs

no revising, except in their sense

of doing away with all faith, and

meddling in our religious affairs.

But the people now will not bear

that," he added grimly.
"
They
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will resist calmly at first, but I

know many who will rather fight

than submit tamely to have their

religion or their pastors interfered

with."

It was sad to hear these forebod-

ings in such an apparently peaceful

atmosphere, and gladly we turned
to watch the water-hens, which
abound in this corner of the river.

Herr H - knew them all, for

they are public property, like the

bears at Berne, and protected by
statutes as far back as 1678. No-

thing could be more graceful, glid-

ing up and down the stream in num-
bers, nor prettier than the friendly
terms they are on with all the in-

habitants. The origin of the cus-

tom and cause of the protection,

however, seems lost in obscurity; at

least he could tell us nothing but
the mere fact itself. A narrow

footway runs along this side be-

tween the houses and the river, up
and down steps, and following the

windings of the rapid stream, while

the massive, unadorned senate-

house is seen opposite, and all the

dwellings on that bank rise straight
above the water. A true mediaeval

picture it is high and low gables in-

termixed; quaint old balconies filled

with flowers above; comely house-

wives busy washing the household

linen in the fresh waters below
;

merry young faces peeping through

upper windows or leaning out over

the red-cushioned sills to gossip
with a laughing neighbor a lo-

cality made for a Walter Scott, and
another world of thought and asso-

ciation from the butterfly existence

that now borders the lake at only
a few yards' distance.

And by this ancient pathway we
soon came to the second bridge, at

the furthest end of the town the
"
Spreuner

"
or Mill Bridge, or,

more truly, the
" Dance of Death

"

Bridge, celebrated by Longfellow
in his Golden I.fgcihi.

\Ve took out the poem, and read

that passage on the spot, anil most

perfectly it answers his beautiful

description. Prince Henry's words
were uttered by us where lie be-

gins:
"
God's blessings on the architects who build
The bridges o'er swift rivers and abysses
before impassable to human feet,
No less than on the builders of cathedrals,
Whose massive walls arc bridges thrown across
The dark and terrible abyss of death.
Well has the name of pontifex been given
Unto the church's head, as the chief builder
And architect of the invisible bridge
That leads from earth to heaven."

This one is shorter than the Ha-

fellbriicke, being only three hun-
dred feet in length, and making a

sharp bend in the centre, and was
built a century later in 1408 but

somehow it is not venerable-look-

ing, and its grim paintings give it a

more sombre character. Elsie was

quite right in exclaiming :

" How
dark it grows !" It required many
minutes to get accustomed to the

darkness after the brilliant light we
had left, and she must have been
thankful when Prince Henry pro-
ceeded with his explanation, saying
that it was

" ' The Dance of Death ;

'

All that go to and fro must look upon it.

Mindful of what they shall be, while beneatX
Among the wooden piles, the turbulent river

Rushes, impetuous as the river of life,
With dimpling eddies, ever green and bright,
Save where the shadow of this bridge falls on it."

By his aid we too followed the
renowned pictures copied from those
at Basel. There we saw :

" The grim musician, who
Leads all men through the mazes of that dance,
To different sounds in different measures movini

The
"
Young man singing to a nun,

Who kneels at her devotions, but in kneeling
Turns round to look at him

;
and Death, meanwhile

Is putting out the candles on the altar."

Here he
" Has stolen the jester's cap and bells.
And dances with the queen."

Dg,
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There,
" The heart of the new-wedded wife,

Coming from church with her beloved lord,

He startles with the rattle of his drum."

And under it is written.
"
Nothing but death shall separate thee and me !

"

In another division is seen
" Death playing on a dulcimer. Behind him
A poor old woman with a rosary
Follows the sound, and seems to wish her feet

Were swifter to o'ertake him."

Underneath the inscription reads,
" Better is death than life."

And in this strain the paintings

continue, until, what between the

objects and the general gloom, the

effect becomes most melancholy, and

we heartily sympathized in Prince

Henry's cry his cri dii cxur :

11 Let us go forward, and no longer stay
In this great picture-gallery of Death !"

It led us straight into the heart

of the old town, and with the poet
we exclaimed :

"
I breathe again more

Freely ! Ah ! how pleasant
To come once more into the light of day
Out of that shadow of death !"

The streets were narrow, clean,

and well paved, however, and every-

thing looked so bright and cheerful

perhaps doubly so after that

gloomy bridge that our spirits at

once revived. The shops were

small, and all on a homely, simple
scale. But there were no signs of

poverty or neglect in any direction,

and a general air of contentment

was perceptible on all sides.

The schools were just breaking

up for their mid-day hour's rest as

we passed on, and the crowds of

boys and girls flocking homewards

made a bright contrast to the

gloomy bridge. Troops of neatly-

dressed little maidens were espe-

cially pleasant to look at, with their

books slung in diminutive knapsacks
across their shoulders. A happy-

faced, merry-looking juvenile popu-
lation they all were.

Some fine religious prints in a

small shop-window next attracted

our attention, and, going in, we
found it to be the principal book-

seller's of Lucerne. Numberless

pamphlets on all the leading topics
of the day lay on the counter, of

which one caught my eye from its

peculiarly local title : Festrcden an

tier Schlachtfeier, or Speeches at the

Festwal, held on the anniversary of

the battle of Sempach, on the 8th

of July, 1873.
" What is this?" I asked.
" The celebration of our glorious

victory over the Austrians ! the

Marathon of Swiss history, as its

hero, Arnold von Winkelried, may
be called our Leonidas," replied
Herr H .

"
It took place in

1386. You passed near the site

yesterday, for the railway runs be-

side the Lake of Sempach, if you
remember."

" Oh ! this, then, is a celebration,

I suppose, in the style of the twelve

hundredth commemoration of Ely
Cathedral which the)' are going to

hold in England next month. We
might as well celebrate Agincourt or

Crecy. But this cannot be called

a
'

centenary
'

or any name of that

kind, as it will not be five hundred

years since the battle until 1886 !"
"
No, it is nothing of the kind,"

he replied,
"
but is an anniversary

religiously kept every year. The
town council of Lucerne, and the

mayor at their head, with all the

authorities and a vast multitude

of people, go to the battle-field every
8th of July. We go there for two

purposes : first, to pray for the dead

who lie buried there, and then in

order to keep the memory of the

heroism of that day and of those

who gained us our freedom fresh in

our own minds, and to transmit it

to our children, as it has been trans

mitted to us by our fathers. Allow

me to present you with this pam-
phlet. It contains the sermon



Sv.'itzcrland in 1873. 249

preached on the last occasion by
Heir Pfurrer Haas of Hit/.kirch, and

the speech made at the \Vinkelried

monument by Herr Regierungrath

(I'.-hrig, and they have been printed

by order of our government here.

You will find them interesting, and

also these," giving me another

bundle,
"
and they will show you

that, next to love of our holy faith,
'

love of fatherland
'

and of
'

lib-

erty
'

are deep-seated in the heart

of every man belonging to these

Catholic cantons."
" Do tell us about the festival!"

we cried.
"

Is it a pretty sight ?"
" You have no idea how pretty,"

he answered "
pretty even if only

as a sight ;
for so many priests

come that they have to erect altars

in the open air, and Masses are

going on and congregations praying
round them in all directions over

the ground the whole morning.
This sermon," he continued, open-

ing the pamphlet, and reading from

it as he spoke,
"
opens poetically by

allusions to 'the green fields, the

singing of the birds, and the peace-
ful landscape, which alone form

the decorations to the quiet prayer
of the priests the

'

Stilles Priester-

gebet which had been going on

uninterruptedly from the first rosy
dawn of morning up to that hour'

;

while the speech equally begins by
a reference to the 'lovely lake of

the forest cantons, whence came
the men who achieved the victory,

and whose descendants are as pa-
triotic now as in those far-off days.'
You will seldom hear a sermon, by
the way, in these parts, without al-

lusion to the magnificence of our

nation, and to the great deeds of

our forefathers. Old and young,
clergy and laity, we are always ex-

horting each other to imitate them.

Anil is it not right ? We feel the

deep truth of the principle I have

lately seen so beautifully express-
ed by a Catholic writer that I

learned it by heart at the time.
' Na-

tions,' he says,
'

live by traditions,

more even than individuals. By
them the past extends its influence

over the present, illumines it with

the reflection of its glory, and ani-

mates it with its spirit. Traditions

bind together the successive pe-
riods in a nation's existence, and

preserve amongst its children the

unity produced by a long commu-

nity of dangers and struggles, of

triumphs and reverses.' .Revolu-

tionists alone wish to break with
the past, which, in this country at

least, is in direct opposition to their

godless theories, and at variance
with all their passions. And long

may it continue so ! The last pas-

sage of Herr Gehrig's speech, by
which he winds up, is very fine on
that point," he said, again reading :

' The Swiss, says an old proverb
of the XVIth century, have a noble

land, good laws, and a wise Confed-

eracy a Confederacy that is firm

and strong, because it is not dic-

tated by passion. Comrades ! let

us keep this legacy of our fathers

sacred. The fatherland before all !

God protect the fatherland !'
"

As he spoke these words we
came to the senate-house square,
in sight of the glaring frescos of
this same battle of Sempach, and
the list of all other Swiss victories,
with which its tower has been re-

cently covered.

"It is not by badly-painted re-

presentations such as these," he

tinned, smiling,
"
that we try to

keep up the old spirit, but by that

true eloquence which touches the

heart and convinces the reason.

These two addresses were most soul-

stirring the sermon and speech
equally fine and made the greatest

impression. The speech is a short



250 Switzerland in 1873.

summary of our history and of Ar-

nold von Winkelrieds, opening, as I

said, by allusion to that
'

pearl of

creation,' that lake of the forest

cantons, which is bordered by the

Urschweiz.
" What does that mean ?" asked

Caroline C .

"
I so often have

noticed the word without under-

standing it."
"

It simply means,
' The origin-

al Switzerland.' The particle ur

means in German something very

ancient, or the origin or root of

anything. It is the proudest title

of these forest cantons, and there-

fore you will constantly find it

used, varied now and then as the

Urcantonc. They are truly the

cradle, not only of Switzerland, but

of our freedom, and so far preserve
the same spirit of independence
and of courage up to this hour."

" And the sermon what was
that like ?" asked young C

,

whose interest, notwithstanding his

scepticism about William Tell, was

now thoroughly roused.
" The sermon was most suitable

to the times," replied Herr H .

" The subject was concord or

harmony ;
and its aim, to show

how we ought to copy those virtues

of our ancestors which caused true

harmony. It was divided, as you
may see here, into four points ;

First, Fidelity, when the preacher
drew a beautiful picture of Swiss

fidelity from the earliest ages a

fertile theme. Next, Justice
Christian justice, for he averred

that real justice never existed in the

pagan world, and he again goes back
to the XlVth century to show how
the men of that age acted, so that

the historian Zschokke calls it
'

the

golden age
'

of Switzerland ! And
he fortifies his assertions by quota-
tions from old annals. Here is one

from the celebrated oath of the

Riiti, in 1307 :

'

Every man must

protect the innocent and oppressed

people in his valley, and preserve
to them their old rights and free-

dom. On the other hand, we do
not wish to deprive the Counts of

Habsburg of the smallest portion
of their property, of their rights, or

of their vassals. Their governors,

followers, servants, and hirelings
shall not lose a drop of blood.' Then,
again, how the same men in 1332

gave an order to the judges 'not to

favor any one in a partisan spirit,

but to deal justice according to

their oaths.' Again, in 1334, they
answer a proposition made to them

by the emperor by proudly telling
him that

'

there are laws which even

princes should not transgress.' Of
their own government they require
'

that the citizens shall receive se-

curity for honor, life, and property;
that the magistrates shall listen to

the complaints of the poor, and not

answer them sharply; that they
shall not pronounce judgment im-

periously, nor, above all, condemn
capriciously.' This was in 1335.
He continues then to prove how
scrupulously they forbid feuds and
lawless plundering; and the high

respect our ancestors showed for

churches and ecclesiastical institu-

tions is supported by a quotation
from a league that was sworn to at

Zurich immediately after this very
battle of Sempach, called, in con-

sequence, the Sempacher Brief,
where this remarkable passage oc-
curs :

' As the Almighty has chosen
the churches for his dwelling, so it

is our wish that none of us shall

dare to break into, plunder, or de-

stroy any convent or chapel what-
soever.' This took place in 1393,
and Herr Pfarrer Haas ends this

part by an appeal to the present gen-
eration : 'Do you wish to imitate

your ancestors ? Then give weight
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in the council-chamber, in the tri-

bunals, in the framing of laws, in

their execution ami administration,
to that Christian justice which

gives and leaves to each man that

which by right belongs to him.

By that inc.ins you will preserve

harmony in the land the founda-

tion-stone of national prosperity,
and the strength of the Confeder-

acy. States grow old and pass

away, but Christianity has eternal

youth and freshness. When a na-

tion reposes on the rock of Chris-

tian justice, she never suffers from

the changes of childhood, youth,

manhood, or old age, but flourishes

for ever in perpetual freshness and

vigor.'
"

"That is very fine !" all exclaim-

ed.
" But it is the more strik-

ing when one finds it was only
ken the other day. It sounds

so like an old middle-age sermon

addressed to men of the 'ages of

faith.'
"

" You are right," returned Herr
H ;

"but I assure you the tone

is the ordinary one of sermons

in these districts, and elicited no

onishment, though a great deal

of sympathy. It will tire you, how-

ever, to hear more, so we had bet-

ter go on !'" We had been linger-

ing on the promenade while listen-

ing to him, under the shady chest-

nuts facing the lake; but now
all unanimously begged he would

continue, merely moving to a bench
nearer our hotel.

"
Well, as you wish it, I shall

obey !" he said, making us a bow,
with a smile of pleasure at our in-

creasing interest in his country.
"The next division of the sermon,
on virtue and morality, was ably

argued, as you will perceive when-
ever you read this pamphlet ; espe-

cially in reference to the modern
doctrines on these subjects now

propounded in other parts of Swit-

y.crland." (U'e thought here of our

nt experience at the book-stall

at lierne !)
" And the preacher com-

plimented the inhabitants of the

rural cantons on the Christian faith

and simple, virtuous manners they
still retain, ending by quotations
from our Lord's words in the New
Testament, and saying that

'

en-

lightenment is not unbelief, but the

true and proper use of belief.' The
fourth and last essential to har-

mony he shows to be that interior

peace which can be produced by
the Christian faith alone. No one
can be a good citizen who does not

conquer the passions of his own
nature, and obtain that inner tran-

quillity of mind which is the growth
of true religion. Amongst other

proofs of hrs argument he quotes
from Blessed Nicholas von der Fliie.

I presume you know who he

was ?"

Each of us in turn was obliged
to answer "

No," although the name
was not unfamiliar to some. But
the more we heard, the greater did

our humiliation gradually become
at finding how slightly we were ac-

quainted with this Swiss life; and

every one rejoiced when HerrK
replied :

"
Blessed Nicholas was a hermit,

but as great a patriot as ho was a

saint. However, you will hear enough
about him when you visit Stanz

and Sarnen. His words carried

immense weight in his day, and he
is still very much revered, and is

perpetually quoted. He lived in the

XVth century, and our Herr Pfarrer

Haas here gives a long extract

from one of his letters to the Mayor
of Berne in those years. After this

he goes on to say :

' Such was the

faith of your forefathers ! The pray-
ers which the combatants said on
this very spot amidst the scoffs
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of their enemies
;
the Sacred Host

-vhich the priest carried at Lauffen:
;he anniversaries they founded

; the

Holy Sacrifice they ordered should
be offered on those days of comme-
moration

;
the crosses they erected

over the graves of all who fell in

the combat, prove where their souls

sought and obtained rest and peace.'
'

Fidelity, justice, virtue, and faith

form the groundwork of the union
and harmony of a people. Let each
one of us, in his circle, and amongst
those whom he can influence,

strengthen these pillars of the edi-

fice, and in this manner we can
best help to secure the happiness
and solidity of our dearly-loved
Swiss fatherland.' Then he winds

up by a beautiful peroration, thus :

' We stand here on graves. Simple
stone crosses rise above these tombs,
where for the last four hundred and

eighty-seven years the heroes of

Sempach, friends and enemies, re-

pose after their hard day's work.

Sleep in peace, ye dead ! I envy ye
your rest ! There may be fighting
and storm o'erhead, but what mat-
ters that to the sleepers ? Your

eyes are closed ! Ye do not watch
the troubles and sorrows of man-
kind, the cares and burdens of life,

the battle of the spirits, the play
of passions. Once, too, your hearts

beat high in the decisive hour. Each
Swiss and Austrian believed that he

defended the right. On both sides

stood great men and great heroes.

Death, brave hearts, has united you
in peace ;

and over your graves, for

nearly five hundred years, has stood

the cross in token of conciliation

the symbol of peace, the badge of

the confederates
; indicating that

Switzerland will still stand firm in

harmony when the hotly-contested

opinions surging in her midst at

this day shall long since have sunk
into dust and ashes.

" ' Our faith is firm in fatherland :

Although brave sons may die,
Swiss soil will still yield faithful band
To wield the cross on high :

The white, unsullied cross for aye
O'er Switzerland shall fly.'

"

"
Magnificent !" all again exclaim-

ed,
"
in language and sentiment !

How we should like to have heard
it!"

" There was a great crowd this

year," continued Herr H
,

"
though numbers never fail on any

occasion. But a musical festival had
taken place in Lucerne the day be-

fore, so for that reason there were
more than usual. The majority
now go by rail, but in my youth
the procession ofcarriages was much
more imposing. And Lucerne then
was a Vorort, or capital of the Con-

federacy alternately with Zurich
and Berne a system long since

done away with
;
so that when the

year came for its turn, all the depu-
ties and the diplomatic representa-
tives were invited, and came too

all except an old Austrian, whom no-

thing could move. I well remember

hearing that his colleagues used to

laugh at him for keeping up the feel-

ing after so many hundred years; but
it was so strong that he never could
hear William Tell's name men-
tioned without calling him an 'as-

sassin
'

;
and you may imagine how

the others amused themselves by
always bringing up the subject. The
feeling against the Austrians is very

strong, too, amongst the Swiss."

"I never understand it," remark-
ed Caroline C .

"
I have al-

ways been taught to look on Ru-

dolph von Habsburg as a perfect
character

;
and yet the moment

one comes to this country, one
hears nothing but abuse of the

Habsburgs. Do explain it."
"

I should have to give you a lec-

ture on Swiss history, dear young
lady, I fear, before you could un-
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derstand it
;
and there is no time for

that now."

"Oh! do tell us something.

There is still half an hour before

the tablc-(Th6te, and it is so pleasant

sitting here. We should all like to

have a clearer view of the reason

of this dislike. I am always much

puzzled, too, in Schiller's William

Tell, at the conspirators always

wanting to be tinder the empire
alone, and not through the Habs-

burgs; and it is so troublesome to

wade through a history when travel-

ling," she replied.
"

JUit I should go back to the

very beginning for that purpose,"
he answered.

"
However, if you

insist, I shall give you a few lead-

ing facts that you can find amplified
whenever you feel inclined to read

a Swiss history right through. May
I presume, then, that you know,"
he continued, laughing,

"
that the

first inhabitants of Switzerland are

supposed to have been offshoots

of Northern tribes men driven

from their homes by famine ? There
were a few settlers before these,

said to be refugees from Italy, but

only in a wild corner of the moun-

tains, hence called Rhcetia; and they
were so few and so isolated that

they are not Worth mentioning.
The stream of inhabitants poured
down by the Lake of Constance.

Some say that the same names are

found to this day in Sweden as in

the valleys of these cantons. In

any case, the tradition is that two

brothers, Switer and Swin, arrived

with their families and followers,
and settled at the upper end of this

lake, and from them the territory

they occupied was called Schwytz.
It is quite certain that this was the

first part occupied ; therefore the

title it claims of
'

Urschweiz,' or

'original Switzerland,' is most ap-

propriate. They spread all round

this Like and through these forest

cantons, on from one valley to an-

other, to the foot of the great snowy

Alp region, but not further. Other

races came later, and settled at

Geneva and elsewhere, and, com-

ing into collision with Rome, then

mistress of the world, were finally

made part of the Roman Empire.
Then came the inroad of other

barbarians on the downfall of

Rome, and everything was in utter

confusion until the light of Chris-

tianity shone over the land. It

was introduced here, as in Germany,
by missionaries who came from all

parts, and a bishopric even was
founded at Chur in the earliest

Prankish times. Convents, too,

rose on all sides. You will find

remains of them in the most remote

valleys and out-of-the-way corners

of the country. S. Sigebert, for

instance, came from France, and
built Disentis in the wilds of Rhce-

tia, now the Orisons. S. Columba
and S. Maugold preached-along the

Reuss and the Aar, and the great
S. Gall evangelized the wild dis-

trict round the Lake of Constance,

girt by forests filled with all

manner of wild beasts. The cele-

brated convent of his name was
built on the site of his hermitage,
and gave rise to the town of St.

Gall. Einsiedeln, too, the famous

monastery which you are going to

visit, dates also from that period,
over the cell of the hermit Meinrad,
and so on in every direction. Even
Zurich and our own Lucerne owe
their origin to convents. As in so

many other countries, so here like-

wise the monks spread civilization

opened schools, and taught the peo-

ple agriculture. Then came an-

other period of confusion after

Charlemagne's reign, which ended

by the greater portion of Swit-

zerland falling to the share of his
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successors in the German Empire.
There were numberless dukes and
counts all over the land who al-

ready held large possessions, but

had been vassals of the Dukes of

Swabia. Now, however, they set

him at defiance, and would obey
no one but the emperor. Many
of the monasteries, too, had acquir-
ed considerable property by this

time, and their abbots were often

powerful lords. They followed

the example of the counts and

dukes, and also assumed indepen-
dence. But, on the other hand, the

towns equally rose in importance,
and often set the nobles and abbots

at naught. These then, in order

not to lose their influence, strove

to increase the number of their vas-

sals by making clearances in their

forests, promoting the establishment

of villages, and granting privileges
to their inhabitants, in all which

you will find the origin of the ex-

traordinary number of rural com-
munes for- which Switzerland has

always been so noted. The nobles,
who had no occupation but war,
were engaged in constant feuds

amongst themselves or with the

towns of which they were most

jealous, and, leading lawless lives,

wasted their inheritance little by
little. The Crusades also contri-

buted to diminish them, for all

the knights in the country flocked

thither. In the course of time

their numbers dwindled considera-

bly by these means, or by the sale

of their property and feudal rights

to the towns and even to the villa-

ges. At the period we are talking

of, however, they were amongst the

heroes of the land, and often fought

bravely and made themselves re-

spected.
"
In one district, however, there

were neither^ nobles, nor castles,

nor towns, nor monasteries, nor

any inhabitants, except the descen-

dants of the first settlers. That
was in the wild region of Rhoetia,
and in what now constitutes these

forest cantons, or Vierwaldstatter,
as they are called in German. The
latter all sprang from one common
stock, and for a long time had only
one head and one church. This

was in the Muotta Valley, and
thither came the entire population
of Schwytz, Unterwalden, and Uri.

At last, when they increased and

multiplied, they divided into these

three districts, built their own

churches, and elected their own
La n'danuna ;/, or chief magistrate,
and their own council. No one

claimed sovereignty over this

mountain district but the empe-
ror. To him the people never

objected ;
on the contrary, they

were rather glad to enjoy his pow-
erful protection, and willingly ac-

cepted, nay, often chose, the impe-
rial judges to act as arbitrators in

cases of their own internal disputes.

Now, these judges were called' gov-

ernors, or Vogts, and, in order to

distinguish them from inferior gov-

ernors, were entitled Rcichsi'dgte, or

governors of the empire. It is well

to bear this in mind, for on this

point turned the whole dispute
with the Habsburgs, and it was the

cause of the conspiracy of the Rtiti

and of our subsequent freedom. It

must also be remembered that the

object of every community in the

country at that period was to free

itself from the yoke of the local

laws, whether nobles or abbots,

and to place themselves directly

under the empire. And in this al-

most every town succeeded by
slow degrees. The advantages
were very great. First of all, they
were not liable to the constant

petty exactions of near neighbors,
and the imperial government was
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so far away that they were allowed

to administer their own property
and to choose their own authori-

ties, being only asked in exchange
to pay sonic light taxes to the im-

perial treasury, and to accept a

A'(vV//.sTV'>/, or governor. His of-

fice was merely to uphold the em-

peror's rights, and to act as judge
in matters of life and death a

condition never refused; for it was

held that, being a stranger, he would

be more impartial than one of their

community.
"
Amongst the nobles who had

gradually grown powerful at this

time were the Counts of Habsburg,
who lived in the Aargati, and, in-

stead of diminishing, had been

daily extending, their possessions
and influence. Suddenly and un-

expectedly Count Rudolph was
chosen Emperor of Germany. There
were great disputes between the

German princes on the death of the

late emperor, and the story runs

that they elected him simply on the

assurance of the Elector of Co-

logne, who declared that Rudolph
von Habsburg was upright and

wise, beloved by God and man.
"
This, as you know, proved true,

and you were perfectly right in be-

lieving him to have been a 'perfect
character.' Moreover, he never

forgot his old fellow-countrymen,
and showered favors on them as

long as he lived. Many places
were made direct fiefs of the

empire by him, amongst others

our town of Lucerne, but more

especially these forest cantons ;

and he raised the Bishop of

Lausanne and the Abbot of Ein-

siedeln to the rank of princes of

the empire. As a natural result,

the whole country grew devoted to

him. and came forward with gifts

of money and assistance of every
kind whenever he required it.

"
15ut with his successor, his son

Altirecht, comes the reverse of the

medal. It was soon seen that he

thought of nothing but increasing
his own family possessions, and had
no respect for the privileges of the

towns or rural populations. Fore-

seeing evil times, therefore, Uri,

Schwytz, and Unterwalden met to-

gether, and made a defensive league,

binding themselves by oath to stand

by each other and to defend them-

selves against all enemies. Hence
the origin of their name,

'

Eidge-
nossen,' which in German means

'oath-participators.' The Bishop
of Constance and Duke of Savoy
made a separate agreement, and
so did various others. At last the

princes of Germany also became
so discontented with Albrecht that

they elected a Prince Adolf of Nas-
sau in his stead. The whole country
was soon divided into two parties,

one for and the other against Al-

brecht of Austria, as he had then be-

come. Down he marched with a

large army, devastated the territory
of the Bishop of Constance, and
Adolf of Nassau lost life and crown
in a desperate battle. The confeder-

ates had taken no part against Al-

brecht openly as yet, and sent

ambassadors to beg he would re-

spect their ancient rights, as his

father of glorious memory had al-

ways done. But he only answered
'

that he would soon change their

condition.' Meantime, the majori-

ty of the nobles joined his side; but

the towns resisted him, and Berne

gained such a great victory that

he got alarmed and made peace
with Zurich, confirming all its

privileges. He then sent word to

the Waldstatter cantons that he

wished to treat them as the beloved

children of his own family, and
that they had better at once place
themselves under Austrian protec-
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tion. But the sturdy, free-hearted

mountaineers replied that they pre-
ferred the old rights they had in-

herited from their fathers, and de-

sired to continue direct vassals of

the empire. Albrecht was not pre-

pared to enforce their submission,
so he resorted to the expedient of

sending them Reichsvogte who were

wicked and cruel men, that were

ordered, besides, to oppress and

torment them in such a manner

that they should at last desire in

preference to place themselves

under Austro-Habsburg protec-

tion. Chief of these was the now
far-famed Gessler, and also Lan-

derberg, whose castle at Sarnen was

the first destroyed later. Not only
were they cruel, but they insisted

on living in the country, although
all previous Reichsvogte, or gover-

nors, had only come there occa-

sionally, and had allowed the people
to govern themselves. Unable to

bear it, the celebrated
'

three,'

Stauffacher, Ftirst, and Melchthal,
whom you now know through Schil-

ler, if from no other source, met

together. Stauffacher came from

Schwytz, Walther Filrst from Uri,

and Arnold von Melchthal repre-

sented Unterwalden, and they chose

for their meeting the central spot

of the meadow, called the Riiti,

which you will pass when sailing

up the lake. Each brought ten

others with them, and in their name
and that of all their fellow-coun-

trymen they took that oath which

was quoted in the sermon as I read

it just now. This union of the

three cantons was the foundation

of the Swiss Confederation. Lu-

cerne joined it in 1332, and then it

became the League of the Four For-

est Cantons, all surrounding this

lake. Some say that Tell was one

of the ten from his canton, but

others deny this. It does not

much matter, for 'one fact is cer-

tain : that the whole country was

discontented, and Gessler grew
alarmed without knowing of the

conspiracy, which alarm was the

cause of his conduct towards Tell."
" Oh ! William Tell is all a myth,"

exclaimed young C
,
who never

could conceal his sentiments on this

point.
" No one believes in him

nowadays."
"
My dear young gentleman," an-

swered Herr H quietly,
"

it is

easy for modern critics to say this.

They may laugh and sneer as they
like. Nothing is more easy than

to argue against anything. I re-

member often hearing that Arch-

bishop Whately your own arch-

bishop was so convinced of this

that he once undertook to write a

pamphlet in this style, disproving
the existence of the First Napoleon,
and succeeded triumphantly. But
/ hold with Buckle your own
Buckle too !" he said, laughing
" who declares that he relies more
on the strength of local traditions

and on native bards than on any-

thing else. The great argument
against William Tell, I know per-

fectly well, is that the same story
is to be found in Saxo-Grammati-

cus, and also in Sanscrit
;
but that

does not disturb me, for there is no

reason why the same sort of thing

may not have happened in many a

place. These mountaineers cer-

tainly had no means of studying
either the one or the other in what

you, no doubt, will call the
'

dark

ages
'

! Just have patience until

you see the Tell chapels and hear

a little more on the subject, and I

hope you will change your mind.

One thing is certain, namely, that

Tell was not the cause of the con-

spiracy, and that his treatment did

not make the confederates depart
from their original plan, which was
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to rise on the New Year's night of

1308. In m\ humble opinion, Schil-

ler has done poor William Tell no

good, for between him and the

r.i the story has been so much
ulari/cd that this alone has

raised all the doubts about it. Peo-

ple fancy it was Schiller's creation

more or less, altogether forgetting
that the chapels and the veneration

for Tell have existed on the spot
these hundreds of years. It is for-

tunate Arnold von Winkelried has

not been treated in the same way,
or we should doubt his existence

too."
" You have not told us anything

about Sempach yet," broke in Caro-

line C , anxious to stop the dis-

cussion, which seemed likely to vex

the old gentleman, especially as she

well knew her brother's school-boy

disposition for argument.
"
Morgarten and much more oc-

curred before that, mademoiselle,"
answered Herr H

,

"
all tend-

ing to increase the national hatred

of Austria. As a natural conse-

quence of the Riiti and its uprising,
Albrecht became enraged against
the forest cantons, and marched
at once to Switzerland with a large
force. ]>ut a most unexpected,

startling event happened. He had
a nephew, Duke John of Swabia,
who was his ward, but from whom
he continued to withhold his patri-

mony on one pretext or another.

The young man at length grew fu-

rious, and, as they were crossing
this very same river Reuss at Win-

h, Duke John stabbed his uncle,
whilst a noble, a conspirator of

John's, struck him on the head.

There were a few others present,
but in a panic they all tied, and left

the Emperor of Germany to die in

the arms of a poor woman who

happened to be passing.
" The deed was so fearful that

VOL. XX. 17

even Albreeht's worst enemies were

horrified, and it is said that the

murderers wandered over the world,

and ultimately died as <

Zurich shut its gates against them,

and the forest cantons refused

them all shelter. J3ut Albre'

family not only pursued them, but

behaved inhumanly. His widow
and two children, Duke Leopold
and Agnes, Queenof Hungary, i-ami-

at once to Switzerland, and seized

innocent and guilty right and left,

destroying without scruple the <

tie of any noble whom they sus-

pected in the slightest degree, and

executing all without mercy. Agnes
in particular was cruel beyond mea-

sure. One story related of her by
Swiss historians is that, after hav-

ing witnessed the execution of sixty-

three innocent knights, and whilst

their blood was flowing at her i

she exclaimed: 'Now I am bath-

ing in May-dew!' Whether lite-

rally true or not, it shows what she

must have been to have given cause

for such a talc. In fact, the stories

of her merciless character are too

numerous and terrible to repeat
now. At last she and her mother,
the widow, built a magnificent con-
vent on the site of the murder,
which you may have heard of as

A'i/tti^s/i'/i/fi; or the King's Field.

There she subsequently retired to
' end her days in piety

'

;
but the

people detested her, and Zschokke

says that once when she was pass-

ing through the convent, and bowed
to one of the monks, he turned

round and boldly addressed her

thus :

' Woman ! it is a bad way to

serve God, first to shed innocent

blood, and then to found com
from the spoils of the victims.'

died there, and we have a pieo
siikin the arsenal in Lucerne which

formed part of her funeral apparel."
" Oh ! how horrible," exclaimed
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Caroline C- " But I would

give anything to see it ! How
could we manage it ?"

"
Very easily," replied Herr

H .

"
If you only have time, we

might go there after dinner. It is

close to the Spreuner Briicke, and I

can get you in. There are many
trophies also from Sempach, and
other victories besides."

" Do tell us about Sempach," I

interposed.
"

It is getting late, and
I fear the dinner-bell will soon

ring."
"
First came the battle of Mor-

garten, of which you will see the site

from the top of the Rigi. Albrecht's

son Leopold followed up his father's

grudge against the forest cantons,

and gave them battle there in 1308,
when he was signally defeated. It

was a glorious victory by a hand-

ful of peasants. But you will read

about it onyour journey. Sempach
is our Lucerne property. It did

not take place for sixty-nine years
after Morgarten, but in the interval

there had been constant fighting with

the house of Austria, which still kept
its possessions in Switzerland, and
also with the nobles, who hated

the towns-people, and clung to the

Habsburgs more or less. It was

about this time that a castle belong-

ing to the latter, on this lake, just

round the projecting corner to our

left, was destroyed by the people.
It was called here Habsburg, and
has lately been restored by a for-

eigner. On all sides the worst feel-

ings were kept alive, and it only

required a spark to set all in a

blaze. This eventually happened

by some angry Lucerners levelling

to the ground the castle of a knight

who had imposed undue taxes upon
them. He, on his side, appealed to

the Habsburg of the day, who, by
a curious coincidence, was also a

Duke Leopold, son of the Leopold

who was defeated at Morgarten.
Full of anger, he gathered all his

forces, and marched in hot haste

against Lucerne. But on the heights
near the Lake of Sempach he en-

countered the confederates. They
had come from Lucerne, with con-

tingents, though in small force,
from all the forest cantons. It

was hilly ground, most unfitted for

cavalry; but Leopold would not

wait for his infantry, and, making
his heavily-armed knights dismount,
he ordered them to rush with their

pointed lances in close ranks on
the enemy. It was like a wall of

iron, and at first the confederates

could make no impression upon it.

They fell in numbers, and were just

beginning to despair when a voice

cried out,
'

I will open a path to

freedom ! Faithful, dearly-loved

confederates, take care of my wife

and child !' and a man, rushing

forward, seized as many lances as he

could clasp, buried them in his own

body, and fell dead. This was

Arnold von Winkelried, an in-

habitant of Stanz, about whom
little else is known. Over his

corpse his comrades pressed for-

ward through the opening he had

thus made, and they never again

yielded the dear-bought advantage.
The struggle became fearful on

both sides
; prodigies of valor were

performed, and it is said that three

standard-bearers were killed before

the flag of Austria could be captur-

ed. Eventually the knights turned

in order to retreat ;
but their heavy

armor impeded them, and their men,
sure of victory, had led their horses

far away. So they were cut down by
hundreds. Duke Leopold was killed

by a man from Schwytz ;
but they

all fought bravely, and defended

their banners with such tenacity

that one was found torn into small

shreds, in order that the enemy
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might not get it, while its pole

firmly clenched between the teeth

of the dead man who had been car-

rying it. That was the glorious
battle of Sempach, which finally

< -rushed the power of the llabsburgs
in S\vit/erland, and after which our

liberty was firmly established. Is

it any wonder, then, that we cele-

brate it so religiously, or that the

antipathy to Austria was so deeply
rooted in the nation ? The whole
aim of the Habsburgs after Ru-

dolph's reign, and of the nobles who
were their vassals, was to crush our

privileges and freedom. In con-

sequence, they were so hated that

no one could even venture to wear
a peacock's feather, merely because

it was the favorite ornament of the

Austrian dukes. In fact, peacocks
were forbidden in Switzerland; and
a story is told, to show how far the

feeling went, of a man having broken
his wine-glass at a public tavern,

merely because he fancied that he

saw the colors of a peacock's tail in

the play of the sun's rays on the

glass."

As Herr H pronounced these

words the first dinner-bell rang, and
we all rose, thanking him cordially
for his most interesting lecture.

Caroline C in particular was

most grateful, declaring that she

never could understand anything
of Swiss history before, but now
had the clearest view of its general

bearings.
After dinner all except myself

and Mrs. C started off at once
for the arsenal to see the

"
relics,"

as they now called them ;
but we two

adjourned to the Hofkirche at four

o'clock to listen to the organ, play-
ed there daily for strangers, as at

Uerne and Freyburg. The Lucerne
instrument is not so well known as

those two, but it is equally fine, if

not finer. It was admirably played,

too, and we sat entranced by its tones,

especially by its heavenly Vox
Angelica, fully sympathizing with

Wordsworth when standing on the

old Hofbridge that came up to the

church hill in his day, and writing :

" Volumes of sound, from the cathedral rolled.

This long-roofed vista penetrate."

We had arranged to sleep that

night at Vitznau, at the foot of the

Rigi, in order to ascend by the first

train next morning, and for this pur-

pose were to leave in a six o'clock

steamer. It seemed difficult to

tear ourselves so quickly away from

Lucerne, and the hurry was consid-

erable. The remainder of our par-

ty, however, returned just in time,

full of all they had seen "Agnes'
shroud," a dreadful title for a piece
of heavy silk used at her fune-

ral, striped yellow and black, the

Habsburg colors; Duke Leopold's
coat-of-mail, in which he was killed

at Sempach, and a dozen others; a

heap of lances taken there; num-
bers of trophies from Grandson and

Moral, the battles with Charles the

Bold
; but, what interested them

most, the great standard of Habs-

burg, of yellow silk with a red lion

on it, taken at Sempach, and an-

other, a white flag, covered, they
said, witli blood, also captured
there. Young C was most
struck besides with a very old vase

decorated with the meeting at the

Riiti.

It was a lovely evening, but,

though the sail promised to be de-

lightful, we left Lucerne and its

worthy citizen with regret, thanking
him cordially, over and over again,
for the interest he had given us in

his country, and at last persuaded
him to come and meet us in a day
or two, and act as our cicerone in

part of the forest cantons, which

by his means already assumed a

place in our affections.
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A LEGEND OF ALSACE.

FROM THE FKENCI! OF M. LE VICOMTE DE DUSSIERRE.

CONCLUDED.

VIII.

ODILE, who had returned to Ho-

henbourg without her father's con-

sent, was now forced to remain

against her own will. Her reputa-

tion so spread throughout the pro-

vince that people of the highest

rank went to see her, and several

aspired to her hand. Among these

suitors was a young German duke

whose station, wealth, and personal

qualities gave him an advantage
over his rivals. Adalric and Ber-

swinde joyfully gave their consent,

and the marriage settlements were

agreed upon. The arrangement
was then made known to Odile,

who declared firmly but respect-

fully that she had chosen Christ

for her spouse, and could not re-

nounce her choice. But this pro-

jected marriage flattered the pride

and ambition of her father, and,

after vainly endeavoring to per-

suade her to consent to it, he

sought to obtain by force what

mildness had not been able to ef-

fect. Odile, seeing that her liberty

of action was to be infringed upon,

felt that flight was her only re-

source. Commending herself to

.God and Our Blessed Lady, she

clothed herself early one morning
in the rags of a beggar, and left the

castle unobserved, descending the

mountain by an obscure and al-

inost impassable ravine. It was in

the year 679. Her first intention

was to take refuge in the Abbey of

Baume, but, considering that would

- be the first place to seek for her,

she resolved to conceal herself

from all mankind, and lead hence-

forth a difficult and solitary life for

the love of her Redeemer. She

therefore directed her steps to-

ward the Rhine, and, meeting a

fisherman, she gave him a small

piece of money to take her across

the river.

Odile had been accustomed to

'seclude herself several hours a day
for prayer and meditation, so hci

non-appearance excited no sur-

prise. She was supposed to be at

her devotions, and was already sev-

eral miles from home, when the re-

port of her disappearance spread
consternation throughout the man-
or. The duke, distressed by her

flight, assembled all his followers,

ordered his four sons to pursue her

in four different directions, and di-

rected his servants to scour the

surrounding country. Berswinde

alone did not share the general

grief. She would indeed have been

pleased by the marriage of her

daughter and the German duke,
but Odile's motives for declining
the alliance, the remembrance of

the miracle wrought at her baptism,
and the manifest protection of

heaven she was so evidently under,

made her mother sure that the

support of the Most High would
not in this case be wanting.

Adalric himself set off with sev-

eral esquires, and unwittingly took

the same route as his daughter.
He soon came to the Rhine, where

he heard that a young beggar-girl,
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whose rags could not conceal her

noble air and extreme beauty, had

crossed the river and gone ton.

I'ribourg. The duke, sure it

his daughter, likewise crossed over,

and came so close upon her : :

that it seemed impossible for her

to escape. Hut the princess, says
the old chronicle of Fribourg con-

taining these details, coming in

sight of the city near a place called

Mus/bach, was so overcome with

f;itigue that she was obliged to sit

down and take breath. She had

hardly thanked God for his protec-
tion thus far when she perceived, at

some distance, a company of horse-

men swiftly approaching. Then

recogni/iiig her father and his fol-

lowers, she raised her eyes to hea-

ven, whence alone she could expect

succor, and prayed fervently :

'' O
my Saviour!" cried she, "spotless

protector of virgins ! I am lost un-

less thou shieldest me from their

, and coverest me with the

shadow of thy wings!" And our

Lord, says the legend, heard this

earnest prayer : the rock on which
she was sealed opened to shelter her

from her eager pursuers, and had

'!y closed upon her when Adal-
ric came up. As soon as he had

passed by Odile came out, and, that

posterity might not lose the re-

membrance of this miracle, a lim-

pid stream of healing waters flowed

henceforth from the rock. This
fountain became eventually the re-

sort of pilgrims, and the saint her-

self had a chapel built over it in

commemoration of her deliverance.

The duke, unsuccessful in his

'ch, returned to Hohenbourg.
Unable to resign himself to the loss

of his daughter, he fell into a state

of sadness and discouragement.
Weeks, nay, months, passed, but
no news of the fugitive. Adalrk

finally proclaimed throughout his

d:iehy, at the sound of the trumpet
that he would henceforth leave his

daughter free to pursue her own
course of life, if she would only re-

turn to her family.

Having no longer any excuse for

remaining away from her family,
where she might be called to labor

for God, Odile left her retreat at

Brisgau, and returned home.*

IX.

Adalric's promises were sincere.

Me was eager to aid Odile as much
as he could in the realization of

her most cherished hopes.
" For it

was in the decrees of divine Pro-

vidence," says an old Latin chroni-

cle,
"
that this light should be plac-

ed in a candlestick, that it might
give light to all who were in the

house
;
and God had inspired Odile

with the resolution to found a com-

munity of noble virgins who would
live in retirement and observe the

evangelical counsels."

The saint opened her heart to

her father, representing to him that

Alsace had already convents for

men, but no retreat for women
who wished to renounce the world,
and that such a refuge would be
useful and at the same time

pleasing to God. Adalric lis-

tened favorably to his daughter,
and, whether the proposition pleas-
ed him or he did not wish to

oppose her inclinations, he gave
her in due form, in the year 680,
the Castle of Hohenbourg with its

vast dependencies and immense
revenues, that she might convert
what had till then been the princi-

pal bulwark of Alsace into an in-

violable asylum for noble ladies

of piety who wished to consecrate
elves to God.

Odile then assembled a number
* The chronicles do not say how she passed her

time at Brisgau. They merdy *1.Ui- that she livd
there about a year as a hermitcss and mendicant.
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of workmen, and had all the build-

ings removed that would be of no
use to a religious community. This

done, they proceeded to construct

the convent. It took them ten

years. Adalric generously defrayed
all the expenses, and even directed

the architects, enjoining on them to

neglect nothing that could contri-

bute to the solidity and beauty of

the edifice.

As soon as it was known that

Odile intended forming a commu-

nity of women, a crowd of young
ladies of rank came to Hohenbourg,
renouncing their families and earth-

ly possessions for the love of Christ.

They besought her to receive them
as her companions, and to direct

them in the way of salvation.

There were one hundred and thirty
of them before the convent was
finished. Among them were At-

tale,* Eugenie, and Gundeline, the

daughters of Odile's brother Adal-

bert, f and her own sister Ros-
winde. J All these renounced the

joys of the world without regret,

hoping to obtain eternal life. They
united themselves to God by silence,

recollection, and prayer. Manual

* S. Attale became the superior of the chapter
of S. Etienne at Strasbourg, founded by her father

and composed of thirty canonesses. She lived to a

good old age, and died in the odor of sanctity,
her soul wafted to heaven by a troop of angels and
their Queen. Her feast is celebrated at Strasbourg
on the 3d of December.
t S. Eugenie succeeded S. Odile as abbess of

Hohenbourg, and died in 735. She was buried in

the Chapel of S. John, and her tomb remained entire

till the Lutheran soldiers of Mansfeldt broke it open
in 1622. Her relics were collected by the clergy,
and afterwards restored to the convent. Later, the

Swedes cast them to the winds. Only a portion is

preserved at Oberehnheim, and still exposed on her

festival, Sept. 16.

S. Gundeline became the second abbess of Nieder-

munster. Her remains were once in a shrine of

silver beside the grand altar, but were mostly It^t

in the Thirty Years' War. What remain are at

Einsiedeln.

% Roswinde, who had renounced the world before

the Monastery of Hohenbourg was erected, lived

holily under the direction of her sister. She was
buried in the chapel of SS. Peter and Paul. The
name of S. Roswinde is found in an ancient litany

formerly chanted in the Diocese of Strasbourg.

labor and the chanting of the

Psalms varied their occupations.
Like the first Christians, they seem-

ed to have only one heart and one
soul. Their only study seemed to

be to equal their superior in hu-

mility, sweetness, piety, and self-

renunciation. They lived on bar-

ley bread and vegetables cooked in

water. They took wine only on

festivals, and passed their nights in

vigils and prayer, permitting them-
selves only some hours of sleep
when exhausted nature absolutely

required it. Then they slept only
on a bear's skin with a stone for a

pillow. In a word, they only al-

lowed the body what was necessary
for the preservation of life.

Adalric had a profound respect
for Odile, as one under the special

protection of the Divinity. The

system of her community, the de-

votion and the rigid and holy lives

of those who composed it, and
above all their inexhaustible chari-

ty, led him to lavish his wealth on

their monastery. Not satisfied

with giving them his palace and its

domains, an'd establishing a foun-

dation in perpetuity for one hun-

dred and thirty young ladies of

noble bir,th, he likewise gave four-

teen benefices for the priests who
served the convent chapels.

Odile, in her ardent charity, wish-

ed there should be free access to

her abbey, not only for all the mem-
bers of her family and persons of

high rank who came often to dis-

course with her on the things of

God, but also for the poor, the un-

happy, and the sick. The steepness
of the mountain in some places

made, its ascent impossible for the

aged. Our saint had an easy path-

way constructed, paved with broad

flag-stones. Thenceforth the unfor-

tunate of all grades of society flock-

ed to the abbey the poor to ob-
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tain assistance, the infirm for reme-

dies, and sinners for salutary ad-

vi< (.'. All who were unhappy or

unfortunate, whoever they might

be, were the objects of Odile's ten-

der affection.
" The Gospel," she

constantly repeated to her compan-
ions,

"
is a law of love," and she

exhorted them, in imitation of Him
who gave his life for us, to be

charitable to their fellow-creatures.

Odile's charity was boundless. Not

satisfied with distributing alms, she1

cheered all with sweet words, car-

ried them nourishment and reme-

dies with her own hands, and dress-

ed the most frightful wounds.

"There came one day," says a wri-

ter of that time,
"
a man covered

with a horrid leprosy to the gates

of Hohenbourg for alms, uttering

most lamentable cries. He was so

revolting, and he diffused so infec-

tious an odor, that none of the ser-

vants would approach him. One
of them, however, informed the

saint of his condition. She at once

prepared some suitable food, and

hastened to serve the leper. In

>pite of her tenderness towards the

unfortunate and her habitual con-

trol over her senses, her first move-

ment was one of horror at the sight

of so disgusting a being. Ashamed
of her weakness, and resolved to

conquer it, she folded the leper

affectionately in her arms, and burst

into tears. Then she broke the

food she brought into small pieces,

and fed him. At the same time she

laised her eyes to heaven, and, with

a voice trembling with emotion, cx-

med : 'O Lord! deign to re-

store him to health or give him
the courage necessary to support
such an affliction!' Her humble

prayer was immediately heard.

The leprosy disappeared, and the

repulsive odor gave place to one of

sweetness, so that those who avoid-

ed him a short time before were
now eager to approach, to touch

him, and to wonder."
( >dile gave bread, wine, and

to all the poor who came to tin

bey; she was unwilling any should

go away hungry. On feast d;: .

it crowd TS would be-

, and on one occasion,

all the food of the community, and
even the wine, being given them,
the Sister who had charge of the

wine-cellar sought Odile in church
to tell her there was none left for

dinner. The abbess replied with a

gentle smile :

" He who fed five thou-

sand persons with five loaves and two

fishes will provide for us, if it be

his will. Forget not, my daughter,
that he lias promised to those that

seek first the kingdom of heaven

all other things shall be given. Go
where duty calls you." The S:

went away, ar.d at the hour of re-

past, going to the wine-cellar, found
a supply of excellent wine

x.

The two chapels already built by
the duke were too small for cele-

brating the divine service with

suitable pomp. There was hardly
room enough in them for the sister-

hood. The crowds from the neigh-

boring villages were often obli

to kneel outside. A larger church
was indispensable. Adalric provid-
ed the materials, and it was com-

pleted by the year 690. Two square
towers of pyramidal form rose

beside the grand entrance. The
abbess had it consec/ated to the

lllessed Virgin, her chosen pa-
troness and her model. One of the

side chapels she styled the Oratory
of the Mother of God. There she

loved to take refuge in her mental

troubles, in tribulation, and in sea-

sons of spiritual dryness. A second

chapel she called Holy Rood Cha-
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pel. In commemoration of her

baptism she wished also to erect a

small church in honor of S. John
the Baptist. Undecided about the

location, she went out of the mon-

astery one night about midnight,

and, kneeling on a great rock, she

remained a long time buried in

profound meditation. Suddenly,

says the old legend, she was sur-

rounded by a dazzling light, and

before her stood the radiant form of

the precursor of our Lord in a gar-

ment of camel's hair, such as he wore

in the desert. He seemed to indi-

cate the spot where the chapel
should be erected. The next day it

was commenced, and was finished in

the autumn of 696. The night be-

fore it wan to be consecrated S.

Odile spent in prayer therein. The

prince of the apostles himself, with

a choir of angels, descended and

performed the ceremony.
u The air of paradise did fan the house,
And angels offic^d all."

This miraculous chapel was some-

times called the Siicrariiini, be-

cause the abbess deposited in it the

cassette of relics Bishop Erhard

gave her on her baptismal day. It

was afterwards more commonly
called the Chapel of S. Odile, be-

cause she was buried there herself.

Besides these, she built the Chapel
of Tears and the Hanging Chapel,
so called because it stood on a steep

precipice looking down into a deep
chasm. All these chapels were so

many stations where the abbess and

tier companions betook themselves

to meditate in silence and solitude.

Adalric and Berswinde, weary of

power and grandeur, retired to the

Convent of Hohenbourg with their

daughter. Advanced in age, they
now thought only of preparing
themselves for death by prayer and

good works. The duke, naturally

violent and hard, had sometimes in

his moments of passion forgotten
his duty. There were many faults

for him to expiate before God, and

many scandals to repair before men.
While he was practising all the vir-

tues of a holy penitent, he was at-

tacked with a serious malady. Odile

felt that his last hour was at hand,
and hardly left his bedside, wish-

ing, not only to give him the care

his illness required, but to console,

encourage, and prepare him for a

holy death. Contemporary testi-

mony expressly declares :

"
Conso-

lantc cum ct roborante beata Odilia."

She received his last breath and
closed his eyes on the 2oth of Feb-

ruary. The year is variously stated.

It was between 690 and 700.
A witness of her father's sorrow

for his sins, and of his resignation
in his last moments, Odile hoped
the mercy of God would be extend-

ed to him. She imposed on her-

self the severest mortifications, and
shed floods of tears for the solace

of his soul in the chapel, called

from this circumstance the Chapel
of Tears. On the fifth day she

had an inward assurance of his sal-

vation.

There are numberless traditions

in Alsace respecting S. Odile. They
have been handed down from one

generation to another in the vil-

lages grouped around the foot of

Mount Hohenbourg. One of these

legends changes the tears of the

saint into a limpid stream, where
the blind, or those who have any
disease of the eyes, go for a remedy.
Another says her tears perforated
a rock. A third makes her and all

her community behold her father

convoyed heavenward by a choir

of angels led by S. Peter in sacer-

dotal robes. The more we exam-
ine S. Odile's life, the more nume-
rous become these brilliant legends,
and the more fully do we find her
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life marked by acts of beneficence

:mtl by miracles.

l!ers\vinde survived her husband

only niii' She died suddenly
while praying in the Chapel of S.

John.
The descendants of the duke and

duchess assembled at Hohenbourg
to deplore their double loss. A mag-
nificent funeral service was per-
formed. All the people of Alsace

flocked to the convent to weep
over their death. One would have

thought they had lost dear parents,

say the chronicles. The duke's

sons gave abundant alms on this

.occasion. The remains of the de-

ceased were placed in the Chapel
of the Virgin, according to their

Mid thither came pilgrims
to pray by their tomb till they were
remo

Iric, notwithstanding his gen-

erosity to the church, left immense
domains to his children. His old-

est son, Etton, or Etichon, became
Duke of Brisgau and Count of Ar-

,ie. He was the progenitor of

the houses of Egisheim and Lor-

raine. The second son, Adelbert,
had the duchies of Alsace, Swabia,
and Sund;.';au. From him sprang
the houses of Habsburg and /;ih-

ringen. Hugo, the third son, died

before his father, but left three sons.

The oldest, Remigius, was Abbot of

S. Gregory in the Val de Miinster,
and finally llishop of Strasbourg.
He was a great friend of Charle-

magne's, and built the celebrated

nunnery of Eschau,* where two of
his nieces were successively ab-

besses.

v the death of her parents.
Odile kept up most intimate rela-

* To endow this monastery with relics, he made a
: 1.111 I., gave him the

and three other s.iints. which he
solemnly enshrine: lie died March 20,

783, and was buried at Eschau. lie is revered as a
Hint.

tions with the rest of her family.

She saw them frequently, and la-

bored for their sanctification. Fol-

lowing her counsels, they foun

a great number of convents and

churches, which, in that barbai

age, became the refuge of science,

literature, and the arts, and for cen-

turies contributed powerfully to the

prosperity of Alsace.

XI.

Hitherto the inmates of Hohen-

bourg had been subjected to no
written rule. Our dear saint was

their living guide. But notwith-

standing the ardor of their piety,

she thought it proper to adopt some
definite rule to obviate the incon-

stancy of the human heart, and to

restrain an excess of fervor. As-

sembling all her spiritual children,

she gave them, after invoking the

Holy Spirit, a fixed rule, probably
drawn from that of S. Augustine.
The steepness of Hohenbourg

made it so difficult of ascent for

the aged and infirm, the very ones
whom Odile desired the most to

aid, that she resolved to build at

its foot, on the south side, a spa-
cious hospice with a chapel, under
the invocation of S. Nicholas.

Berswinde, who was still living,

gave up a part of her revenues for

the benefit of the poor who were
received there. S. Odile daily de-

scended this mountain, too steep
and rough for others, to visit the

hospice. She used to visit each in-

mate, and give him alms and ad-

vice with all the tenderness Christi-

anity alone can inspire. Her chil-

dren shared in her labors. They
loved the freshness and solitude of

the spot where the hospice stood,

and there was an abundance of wa-

ter there, which was lacking on tht

summit. The number of the in-

firm that resorted hither became
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so large as to require, night and

day, the constant attendance of the

Sisters, and they begged the abbess

to build another monastery near S.

Nicholas, and dependent on that

of Hohenbourg. Odile consented.

One day, while she was occupied
in overseeing the workmen, an aged
man brought three branches of a

linden-tree, begging her to plant
them. He predicted that the faith-

ful would come to sit beneath their

shade. Odile did as he requested,

planting the first in the name of

the Father, the second in the name
of the Son, and the third in the

name of the Holy Ghost. In fact,

successive generations have sought

repose beneath them, according to

the old man's prediction. Odile

gave this new monastery the name
of Niedermiinster (Lower Minster).
She established there one-half of

the community of Hohenbourg,
retaining herself the direction of

both houses. She placed in the

new house those who were most
zealous in nursing the sick, and had
the greatest aptitude for it.

Many- foreign ladies, drawn to

Alsace by Odile's reputation for

sanctity, were among their num-
ber. They lived at Niedermiinster
in obedience to the rule of Hohen

bourg, and led lives of austerity
These two cloisters, says Father

Hugo Peltre, might be compared to

two trees, apparently separated, but

really drawing nourishment from
the same root.

Odile, though advancing in years
and broken down by her excessive

austerities, daily descended the

mountain. Neither frost nor rai'a

nor fierce winds prevented her

from visiting the hospice, which was 1

her place of delight, for there she

found a vast field for her charity
'

She was in the habit of saying :

"
Jesus Christ has given us the

poor to supply his place. In car-

ing for them we serve the Saviour
in their person." The whole of

Alsace blessed her name, seeing
her constantly occupied in solacing

suffering humanity, in guiding her

spiritual children in the paths of

holiness, and in instructing the

people in the sublime truths of the

Gospel.
There is a legend that Odile,

bent down by the weight of years,
was one day ascending the moun-
tain alone when she saw lying in

the path an old man dying of thirst

and apparently breathing his last.

Our saint tried to raise him, but,
too feeble to do so, she had re-

course to the divine assistance.

After a fervent prayer, remember-

ing what Moses did, she smote a

rock close by with her staff. A
stream burst forth immediately,
which restored the old pilgrim to

life. This fount is still venerated
and frequented. The water is con-

sidered miraculous.

XII.

Odile was ripe for heaven.
Whether the state of her health

announced it, or God gave her a se-

cret presentiment of her approach-
ing end, on the I3th of December
(S. Lucius' Day) she called together
her companions in the Chapel of S.

John the Baptist, which had be-

come her oratory, and, after beg-

ging them not to be afflicted at

what she had to say, she sweetly
announced to them that she was
near the end of her earthly pilgrim-

age, and her soul, ready to quit its

prison of clay, would soon enjoy
the liberty God has promised his

children. Then the holy abbess

exhorted them to remain faithful

to the Lord, not to allow their fer-

vor to relax, to resist with all their

strength the temptations of the ad-



A Legend of Alsace. 26;

versary, and to submit their wills to

that of the Almighty.
While she was sneaking to them

her three nieces, Attale, Eugenie,
and (hunk-line, shed floods of tears.

Our dear saint, seeing their pro-
found grief, turned towards them

and said :

"
Weep not, beloved

children. Your tears cannot pro-

long my existence here below. Go
rather, all of you, to the Chapel of

Our Blessed Lady, pray together,

recite the Psalms, and beg for me
the grace of a happy death." As

soon as all the community had gone
out to obey her wishes, the saint

fell into an ecstasy, in which she

had a foretaste of heavenly joys.

Her companions, returning from

the chapel and finding her insensi-

ble, began to express their sorrow

that she had departed without re-

ceiving Holy Communion. The

saint, aroused by their sobs and

groans, opened her eyes and said :

"
Why have you returned so soon,

my dear, children, to disturb my
repose ? I was in the presence of

the Blessed S. Lucius, and inex-

pressibly happy ; for, as the apostle
hath not seen, nor the

heard, nor hath it entered into

the heart of man to conceive it."

She then expressed an ardent desire

to receive the most Sacred Body
and Precious Blood of our Lord.

All at once, says the old legend, a

flood of dazzling light pervaded the

chapel. The saint fell on her knees,
all the Sisters imitating her example.
A celestial ministrant, radiant with

glory, appeared at the altar. He
approached the dying abbess, plac-
ed in her hands a wonderful chal-

ind then reascended to heaven.

She communicated therefrom, mur-
mured a last farewell to her chil-

* This chalice was still at Hohenbourg in 1546.
All the chronicles declare that no one could ever
tell of vvh.it i : i',' Abbey of Ifohen-

bourg had a chalice on its coat-of arms.

dren, joined her hands, and then

the eyes, once opened by a miracle,

closed for ever to the light.

According to her wishes, hei

body, extenuated with fasts and

other austerities, was laid on a

bear's skin, and exposed for eight

days in the Chapel of S. John tin-

Baptist, on the Gospel side, and
with the feet turned towards the

altar. During this time a sweet

odor spread throughout the abbey.
Her children felt that, instead of

weeping for her who had fought
the good fight, and never been want-

ing in her fidelity to God, they
should rather rejoice that she was
called to receive the crown of

righteousness, and they to imitate

her example and seek through her

intercession for as happy an end.

Thus died, on the ijth of Decem-
ber, 7 ,* Odile, eldest daughter of

Adalric, Duke of Alsace, abbess of

the convents of Hohenbourg and
Niedermiinster. Her mortal re-

mains were covered with mastic,

which, at first soft, became hard ;

then placed in a tomb of stone,
which is still to be seen.

The inmates of the two monas-
teries celebrated her obsequies with

all the solemnity due to their abbess

and foundress, and with the re-

collection due to her sanctity. All

the people of Alsace flocked to

Hohenbourg to look once more on
the face of her to whom the un-

fortunate and the afflicted never

appealed in vain. Her inexhausti-

ble charity, her zeal for Christian

perfection, her austere and peni-
tential life, and her good works
without number, had during her life-

rendered her the object of public
veneration. As soon as she was

dead a particular honor was paid
*
Probably about the year 720. The year i

puted. -he lived to be one
hundred and three years old, which would make the

year of her death 760.



268 A Legend of Alsace.

her, first at Hohcnbourg, then

throughout the whole province,
which to this day invokes her as its

patroness. This honor has been

sanctioned by the church. Her
venerated sepulchre is in our day
the most frequented place of pil-

grimage in Alsace.

XIII.

Odile had acquired a taste for

letters at the Abbey of Baume. She

had a thorough knowledge of the

Latin language, the Holy Scriptures,

and ecclesiastical history. Her
last will and testament, which has

been preserved, proves that she was

as enlightened as holy.* The mo-
nasteries she founded did not de-

generate in this respect. They
were the asylums of learning. In

the Xllth century, says Grandidier,
while a large part of Europe was

plunged in ignorance and barbar-

ism, the love of literature and the

sciences was to be found among
some women of Alsace. Hohen-

bourg was inhabited by canonesses

equally learned and regular. Three

abbesses were especially distinguish-

ed for their taste for poetry and

literature in general. The first,

Ricklende or Kilinde, reformed the

monastery in 1141. Some of her

Latin verses, and the fragments of

other works in that language, have

been preserved. Herrade de Lands-

berg, who succeeded her in 1167,

became still more celebrated. Gran-

didier, speaking of her, says :

" The

polite arts, painting, music, and po-

etry, charmed the leisure of this

illustrious abbess." A collection

of poetry in Latin, composed for

the instruction of her community,
under the title of Hortus Ddicia-

rum,\ is still preserved.

* This wiil k to be found in the Histoire de FE-
lise dc Strasbourg, by Grandidier.

t This precious work was carefully preserved in

the Library of Strasbourg until the late siege. It is

Gerlinde, her sister or cousin, suc-

ceeded her, and equalled her in

taste and knowledge.
The first abbesses after S. Odile

were her two nieces, S. Eugenie
and S. Gundeline. They divided

the authority. The first was Ab-
bess of Hohenbourg, the second of

Niedermiinster. The revenues,
which had hitherto been in corn-

greatly to be hoped that it was transferred to a

place of safety, and did not share the fate of that

noble library. The manuscript throughout is by
the hand of Hcrrade. It is composed of three hun-
dred and twenty-four leaves of parchment. It is

especially interesting because it shows the state of

the sciences and literature, .the manners, find the

public and private usages of the Xllth century.
This work is a systematic collection of extracts

taken from ecclesiastical history and from the fa-

thers, mingled with reflections and observations on

astronomy, geography, philosophy, history, and my-
thology, naturally introduced by the subject the

author is treating of. To these are joined the poems
of Hcrrade. It is illuminated with naive and charm-

ing miniatures.

This work is dedicated by the illustrious abbess to

her spiritual children. She explains in the preface,

written in prose, the object she had in view in un-

dertaking it.
" Like a bee," she says,

"
I have

amassed in this book the honey drawn from the

sacred and philosophical writings, that I may form a

honey-comb to delight you and lead you to honor

our Lord 'and the church. Seek herein an agree-
able food for the soul, refresh hereby your fatigued

minds, that you may always be occupied with 'your

heavenly Spouse," etc., etc.

She thi!n enters upon the \yv.-k. After speaking
of God and his attributes, iV: angels and their fall,

she comes to the creation, discusses man before and

after his fall, passes in review the Old Testament in

its relations with the New, with the history of the

human race, the development of the arts, sciences,

and philosophy.
She comes finally to the mystery of the Redemp-

tion, to which she joins the genealogy of our Saviour.

trace-l upon a mysterious tree planted by the Divi-

nity. She gives an account of the life, miracles,

teachings, and parables of Christ. Then follow nu-

merous extracts from the Acts of the Apostles, to

which are annexed very curious paintings.

The history of the Roman emperors is naturally

connected with the development of the Christian

and temptations of the world, the assaults of hell,

and the means we should use to oppose them.

Finally, Ilerrade represents, in a series of consi-

derations and paintings, the dignities, rights, and

obligations of the ecclesiastical state.

This work, by the Abbess of Hohenbourg, is the

production of a thoughtful mind, and
is_one

that re-

quired much time. She very carefully indicates the

numerous and authentic sources whence she draws

her materials.

Herrade has also left a list of all the popes from S.

Peter to Clement III., and several astronomical

works, which also are, or were, in the Library of

Strasbourg.
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mon, were divided liy Odile before

her death. Only Oberehnheim re-

mained undivided, that there might
be a common tie between them.

ilarity of monastic life and

observances was maintained till the

Xlth century. The church was ac-

cidentally destroyed in 1045, but

w.is rebuilt and consecrated to the

Blessed Virgin by Bruno, Count of

Dagsbourg, Bishop of Toul, and

Landgrave of Alsace, a descendant

of Odile's brother Etton. A few

years after it was again destroyed

by the Hungarian invaders, and

again Bruno, who had become the

Sovereign Pontiff in 10.49 under the

name of Leo IX., had it rebuilt.

This pope, called to Germany by
the interests of the church, went

himself to Hohenbourg to conse-

crate the edifice and reassemble

the dispersed :-;i-;tei hood. He did

not leave this place, so dear to his

heart, till he had re-established the

monastic discipline.

About a hundred years after

this the community of Hohenbourg
greatly relaxed its fervor, the num-
ber of its subjects diminished, their

revenues decreased, and the build-

ings were decaying. The monas-

tery would perhaps have been aban-

doned had not Frederick Barbaros-

sa, in his quality of Duke of Al-

interfered to save so celebrated a

house from falling. He sent to

reform it Ricklcnde or Kilinde,
-in he took from the Convent of

Bcrgeii in the Uiocesc of Eichstadt,
and to whom he gave the title and

;ls of Princess of the Holy Em-
pire, and also bestowed on her large
sums of money for the reparation
of the monastery. Ricklcnde, whom
we ha\r mentioned, joined

at zeal and piety to an enlarged
mind and much information. Sus-

tained by the authority of the em-
peror, she re-established discipline

in less than two years, as her suc-

cessor, Herrade de Landsberg, for-

mally testifies. The religious habit

worn in this house was white, al-

bcns quasi lilitnn, says the Hortiis

Deliciarum. The bull of Pope Lu-

cius III. says they followed the rule

of S. Augustine. Ricklende had

under her thirty-three choir Sisters.

In llerrade's time there were forty-

seven and thirteen lay Sisters. It

was in the time of Herrade that the

Emperor Henry VI., disregarding
his oath, had Sibylla, the widow of

Tancred, and Constance, her daugh-

ter, arrested and conducted to Ho
henbourg to take the veil.

In 1354 the Emperor Charles IV.

visited S. Odile's tomb, Agnes de

Slatiffenberg being the abbess. He
had the saint's body exhumed, and

Jean de Lichtenberg, Bishop of

Strasbourg, detached a part of the

arm to be deposited in the Cathe-

dral of Prague. But, at the re-

quest of the sisterhood, Charles IV.

drew up an act which forbade any
one, under the severest penalties,
from ever opening the tomb again.
The bishop pronounced the sen-

tence of excommunication on

whomsoever should violate this

decree of the sovereign.*
The Abbey of Hohenbourg, or

of S. Odile, as it was also called,

was destined to terrible disasters. It

was sacked in the XlVth and XV th

centuries by the grandcs Compagnics
by the Armagnacs and the Burgun-
dians. It was still more unfortu-

nate in the XVIth century. Nie-

dermiinster was burned in 1542,
and Hohenbourg on the 241)1 of

March, 1546. The canonesses and

prebends then dispersed, and Jean
de Manderscheidt, Bishop of Stras-

*Thc relics of S. Odilc venerated in other places
arc not of our saint. There are three other
of that name one a companion of S. Ursula ; a

second, Abbess of Ilohenbourg in the Xlth cen-

:id a third, who was a widow of Liege.
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bourg, fearing the Lutherans would
seize the property belonging to the

two abbeys, obtained permission
from the Holy See to annex it to

the episcopal domains by paying
the canonesses an annual pension.
The monastery, rebuilt in 1607 by
Cardinal Charles de Lorraine and
the Archduke Leopold, Bishops of

Strasbourg, was burned anew in

1622 by the Lutheran army of the

Count de Mansfeldt. The church

was repaired in 1630, but again de-

vastated by the Brandenburg sol-

diers in 1633. They removed the

lead from the windows and organs
for ball. Subsequent wars were

also disastrous for Hohenbourg,
and on the 7th of May, 1681, the

whole convent was again burned.

Only the Chapel of Tears and that

of the Angels remained standing.
The Premonstratensians of the

ancient observance established

themselves at Hohenbourg in 1663,

converting it into a priory. They
began to rebuild it in 1684. Two
of the monks, Father Hugues Pel-

tre and Father Denys Albrecht,

carefully collected all the ancient

accounts of S. Odile, and wrote

biographies of the saint, which we
have freely made use of in this

account.

Niedermiinster, which was given
to the Grand Chapter of Stras-

bourg in 1558, is now only a heap
of ruins. Rosine de Stein, who died

in 1534, was the last abbess.

The French Revolution had also

its effect on Hohenbourg. A few

days after the decree of the Nation-

al Assembly on the i3th of Februa-

ry, 1790, suppressing the monastic

vows, the Convent of S. Odile was
vacated. Nevertheless, pilgrimages
to the shrine of the holy Patroness

of Alsace continued to be frequent.

Nearly all that could nourish or

excite the piety of the pilgrim had

disappeared from the antique clois-

ter of Altitona, but Odile's tomb
still remained and sufficed to at-

tract a great number from all the

surrounding countries.

XIV.

On the 7th of July, 1841, at nine

o'clock in the morning, the remains

of S. Odile were taken out of the

tomb where they had reposed so

many centuries, and exposed to

public veneration on the altar of

the chapel which bears her name.
On the eve of this festival Mount

Hohenbourg presented an animated

spectacle. People from Alsace,

Lorraine, and around Metz arrived

in crowds. In ascending the moun-
tain they dispersed to gather foliage
and wild flowers to deck the old

Church of S. Odile with. Large
vases were placed on the altars and
the boiserie around the church to

receive these floral offerings of

successive groups. A fir-tree from

a neighboring forest stood beside

each column of the nave. Garlands

of box and of oak-leaves hung from

tree to tree and covered the trunks.

S. Odile's tomb and altar were rich-

ly decorated and her statue crown-

ed with flowers. The chdsse of the

saint was placed on an elevation

elegantly draped. Thousands of

pilgrims roamed around the pre-
cincts in the evening, visiting suc-

cessively the various sanctuaries.

The Chapel of Calvary particu-

larly attracted them. It contained

Adalric's remains, and among others

a large painting in which were dis-

played the genealogies of the houses

of Alsace, Lorraine, France, and

Austria, all of which drew their

origin from Adalric and Berswinde,

and, finally, an antique bedstead

which tradition declared once be-

longed to King Dagobert.
At three o'clock in the morning
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of July 7111 the bells announced
to the impatient pilgrims that the

doors of the church were open
and the first Mass about to com-
mence. The edifice was immedi-

ately crammed ; even the sanctu-

ary was invaded. The neighbor-

ing chapels, the large court of the

monastery, and the green in front,

were soon filled
;
but order reigned

everywhere in the multitude of all

ages, sexes, and ranks. Every face

expressed faith and the most fer-

vent devotion. Eighty priests from

Alsace, Lorraine, the Grand Duchy
of Baden, and even from Holland,
enhanced by their presence the

brilliancy of this festival, at once

religious and national. Masses suc-

ceeded each other till afternoon.

The venerable Curate of Oberehn-
heim (the place of S. Odile's birth),
who was the bishop's delegate, gave
the signal for the ceremony at nine
o'clock A.M. The remains of S.

Odile were borne in procession by
six priests. Censers waved and
the sound of the bells mingled joy-

fully with the music and the ancient

hymns of the church. The crowd

opened for the procession to pass,

livery face lights up, hands are

clasped, and tears flow from all

eyes. The president of the festival,

more than eighty years of age, pro-
nounced the panegyric of the saint.

Then followed a grand Mass, dur-

ing which, and for two hours after, a

constant file of pilgrims approach-
ed to venerate a relic of the saint.

The ceremonies closed with Bene-
diction.

The c/i<isse was exposed during
the whole Octave. From that time

the concourse of pilgrims has con-
tinued. There were fifteen hun-
dred the following Sunday. Hun-
dreds of Communions are daily
made at Hohenbourg, and perhaps
the number of pilgrims has never
been greater than of late.

Glorious Patroness of Alsace,
whose great heart, while on earth,
was so full of pity for the unfortu-

nate, pray for thy unhappy country,
now devastated and full of woe !

WIND AND TIDE.

I STOOD by the broad, deep river,

The tide flowed firm to its mouth
;

I saw the sweet wind quiver,
As it rose in the golden south.

On the river's bosom it fluttered,

And kissed and caressed all day,
And joys of the south it muttered :

But the tide kept its northern way.
Tender and chaste was its suing,

Till the face of the river-bride

Rippled and gleamed in the wooing :

But northward flowed the tide.

And so, thought I, God's graces
Woo our souls the livelong day,

Which brighten and smile in their faces :

Sin bears us another way.
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IV.

To complete our investigation

about the essential properties of

matter, one great question remains

to be answered, viz. : Is the matter

of which bodies are made up intrin-

sically extended so as to fill a portion

of space, or does it ultimately consist

of unextcndedpoints ? We call this

a great question, not indeed be-

cause of any great difficulty to be

encountered in its solution, but be-

cause it has a great importance in

metaphysics, and because it has

been at all times much ventilated

by great philosophers.
That bodies do not fill with their

matter the dimensions of their vol-

ume is conceded by all, as po-

rosity is a general property of

bodies. That the molecules, or

chemical atoms, of which the mass

of a body is composed, do not

touch one another with their mat-

ter, but are separated by appreci-

able intervals of space, is also

admitted by our best scientists,

though many of them are of opin-

ion that those intervals are filled

with a subtle medium, by which

calorific and luminous vibrations

are supposed to be propagated.
But with regard to the molecules

themselves, the question, whether

their constitution is continuous or

discrete, has not yet been settled.

Some teach, with the old physicists,

that bodies are ultimately made up
of particles materially continuous,

filling with their mass the whole

space occupied by their volume.

These last particles they call atoms,

because their mass is not suscepti-

ble of physical division, although
their volume is infinitely divisible

in a mathematical sense. Others,

on the contrary, deny the material

continuity of matter, and hold with

Boscovich that, as all bodies are

composed of discrete molecules, so

are all molecules composed of dis-

crete elements wholly destitute of

material extension, occupying dis-

tinct mathematical points in space,

and bound by mutual action in

mechanical systems differently con-

stituted, according to the different

nature of the substances to which

they belong.
Which of these two opinions is

right ? Although scientists more

generally incline to the second,

metaphysicians are still in favor of

the first. Yet we do not hesitate

to say, though it may appear pre-

sumptuous on our part, that it is

not difficult to decide the question.

Let the reader follow our reason-

ing upon the subject, and we confi-

dently predict that he will soon be

satisfied of the truth of our asser-

tion.

Groundless assumption of continu-

ous mailer. As the true metaphy-
sics of matter must be grounded on

real facts, we may first inquire what

facts, if any, can be adduced in

favor of the intrinsic extension and

material continuity of molecules.

Is there any sensible fact which di-

rectly or indirectly proves such a

continuity ?

We must answer in the negative.

For sensible facts are perceived by
us in consequence of the impres-
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sions which objects make on our

senses ; if, therefore, such impres-
sions are not calculated to reveal

anything concerning the question
of material continuity, no sensible

fact can be adduced as a proof of

the continuity of matter. Now,
the impressions made on our senses

cannot reveal anything about our

question. For we know that bo-

dies contain not only millions of

pores, which are invisible to the

naked eye, but also millions of

movable and separate particles,

which are so minute that no mi-

croscope can make them visible,

and which, though so extremely

minute, are composed of millions

of other particles still more minute,
which have independent move-

ments, and therefore possess an in-"

dependent existence. There are

many species of animalcules (in-

fusoria) so small that millions to-

gether would not equal the bulk of

a grain of sand, and thousands

might swim at once through the

eye of a needle. These almost

infinitesimal animals are as well

adapted to life as the largest beasts,

and their movements display all

the phenomena of life, sense, and

instinct. They have nerves and

muscles, organs of digestion and
of propagation, liquids and solids

of different kinds, etc. It is im-

possible to form a conception of

the minute dimensions of these or-

ganic structures; and yet each sep-
arate organ of every animalcule is

a compound of several organic sub-

stances, each in its turn compris-

ing numberless atoms of carbon,

oxygen, and hydrogen. It is

plain from this and other ex-

amples that the actual magnitude
of the ultimate molecules of any
body is something completely be-

yond the reach of our senses to per-

ceive or of our intellect to compre-
VOL. xx. 18

hend.* We must therefore concede

that no impression received by our

senses is calculated to make us

perceive anything like a molecule

or to give us a clue to its constitu-

tion. To say that molecules are so

many pieces of continuous matter

is therefore to assert what no sensi-

ble fact can ever reveal.

Moreover, we know of no
(

sen-

sible phenomenon which has any

necessary connection with the con-

tinuity of matter. Physicists and

chemists, in their scientific explana-
tion of phenomena, have no need of

assuming the existence of continu-

ous matter, and acknowledge that

there are no facts from which the

theory of simple and unextended

elements can be refuted. And the

reason of this is clear
;
for the phe-

nomena .can be made the ground of

experimental proofs only so far as

they are perceived by our senses ;

and since our perception of them is

confined within the narrow limits

above described, it is impossible to

draw from sensible phenomena any
distinct conclusion regarding the

constitution of molecules. Hence
it is plain that no sensible fact

exists which directly or indirectly

proves the continuity of matter.

Secondly, we may ask, Can the

intrinsic extension and continuity
of matter be proved from the es-

sence of material substance ?

The answer must again be nega-
tive. For nothing can in any
manner be involved in, or result

from, the essence of material sub-

stance, unless it be required either

by the matter, or by the substantial

form, or by the relation and propor-
tion which must exist between the

form and the matter. But neither

the matter, nor the substantial form,

nor their mutual relation requires

* See Silliman's Principlet o/ Physics^ a. ao.
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material continuity or material ex-

tension. Therefore the essence of

material substance cannot supply
us with any valid argument in favor

of the extension and continuity of

matter.

In this syllogism the major pro-

position needs no proof, as it is

evident that material substance,

like all other created things, essen-

tially consists ot act and potency;
and it is known that its. act is call-

ed the substantial form, while its

potency is called the matter.* It

is therefore manifest that, if any-

thing has a necessary connection

with the essence of material sub-

stance, it must be of such a nature

as to be needed either by the matter

or by the substantial form, or by
both together.
The minor proposition can be

demonstrated as follows : In the

first place, continuous quantity is

not needed by the matter, whether

actuated or actuable. For, as actu-

able, the matter is a
" mere poten-

cy
"

(pura potentia] which has yet
to receive its

"
first actuality

"

(priinum csse), as philosophers agree ;

and accordingly it has no actual

* The word "matter" ordinarily signifies
" mate-

rial substance "; but among philosophers material

substance is that in which one of the constituents is

the matter, the other being the form. Physicists also

take the word " matter "
in the sense of one of the

constituents of material substance, whenever they
distinguish tke matter from the active power of

matter. We are surprised to find that father Ton-

giorgi denies in his Cosmology (n. 102, 103) that the

primitive atoms are constituted of matter and form.

Of what, then, are they constituted? Hci replies

that those atoms have no constituents.
" Philoso-

phers," he says, "ask what are the constituents of

the atoms
;
and we answer that constituents of the

atoms there are none, whether with regard to their

essence or to their quantity
"

Qutestioiiein pro~
ponunt phiiosofjhi tfiitcncim sint constii *.ti-ja ato-

ninl. Cuircspondemns, constitution atoworuin

lor Jt aamits inai a ming may ue constituted wun-
out constituents, and not only ignores the metaphy-
sical analysis of the primitive being, but implicitly

declares it to be absurd. That all created substance

essentially consists of act and potency wo have
shown in THE CATHOLIC WORLD for March, 1874, p.sh

824

quantity or continuous extension,

nor is it potential with respect to it,

as its potency regards only existence

(priinum esse), and evidently exis-

tence is not dimensive quantity.
Hence the schoolmen unanimously
maintain with Aristotle that the first

matter has
" no quiddity, no quality,

and no quantity
"
(ntcquid, ncc quale,

nee quantum} a truth which we

hope fully to explain in some future

article. As actuated, the matter is

nothing else than a substantial term

susceptible of local motion
;

for we
know from physics that material

substance receives no other deter-

mination than to local movement,
and for this reason, as we remarked
in another place, it has been defin-

ed-^/w mobile, or a movable thing.

Now, a term, to be susceptible of

local motion, needs no dimensions,
as is evident. And therefore the

matter, whether actuated or not,

has nothing in its nature which re-

quires continuous extension.

In the second place, .material

continuity is not required by the

nature of the substantial form.

This form may, in fact, be consid-

ered either as a principle of being
or as a principle of operation. As
a principle of being, it gives the

first existence to its matter; and it

is plain that to give the first exist-

ence is not to give bulk. Our ad-

versaries teach that what gives bulk

to the bodies is quantity ;
and yet,

surely, they will not pretend that

quantity is the substantial form.

On the other hand, it is evident

that to be and to hare bulk are not

the same thing; and since the sub-

stantial form merely causes the

matter to be, it would be absurd to

infer that it must also cause it to be

extended. As a principle of opera-

tion, the form needs matter only as

a centre from which its exertions

are directed. Now, the direction
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of the exertion, as well as that of

the movement, must be taken from

a point to a point, not from a bulk

to a bulk ;
and therefore the form,

as a principle of operation, needs

only one point of matter. Thus it

is clear that no material extension

is required to suit the wants of the

substantial form.

In the third place, material exten-

sion is not required to make the

matter proportionate to its substan-

tial form. We shall see later that

no form which requires a determi-

nate quantity of mass can be a sub-

stantial form in the strict sense of

the expression ;
at present it will

suffice to keep in mind that the sub-

stantial form must give the first be-

ing to its matter, and that the mat-

ter is therefore perfectly propor-
tioned to its substantial form by
merely being in potency to receive

its first being. Now, such a po-

tency implies no extension
;

for if

it did, the accident would precede
the substance. Besides, the matter

before its first actuation is a non-

entity, and, as such, is incapable of

any positive disposition, as we shall

more fully explain in the sequel.
But a determinate bulk would be

a positive disposition. Hence the

matter which receives its first ac-

tuation is proportionate to its form

independently of material exten-

sion. We ran therefore safely con-

clude that the essence of material

substance supplies no proof what-

ever of the continuity of matter.

Thirdly, we ask, Can the conti-

nuity of matter be proved from me-
chanics ?

Here also our answer must be

negative. For the theorems of me-
chanics are each and all demon-

I rated quite independently of the

'incstion of material continuity.
The old writers of mechanical
works (or rather the old metaphy-

sicians, from whom these writers

borrowed their notion of matter)
admitted the continuity of m.

on two grounds : first, because :

thought that nature abhorred a <<?-

ciium ; and, secondly, because they

rejected the actio in distans as im-

possible. But we have already
shown that no action of matter

upon matter is possible, except on

the condition that the matter of

the agent be distant from the mat-

ter of the patient; which imt

that all the material particles, to

act on their immediate neighbors,
must be separately ubicated, with

intervening vacuum. And thus the

only reasons by which the ancients

could plausibly support the conti-

nuity of matter have lost all weight
in the light of modern mechann

Fourthly : Can the continuity of

matter be inferred from geometrical
considerations ?

We reply that it cannot,

geometric quantity is not a quantity
of matter, but a quantity of volume

that is, the quantity of space men-
surable within certain limits. Hence
it is evident that the continuity of

the geometric quantity has nothing
to do with the continuity of matter,

and is not dependent on it, but

wholly depends on the possibility

of a continuous movement within

the limits of the geometric space.
In fact, we have in geometry three

dimensions length, breadth, and

depth, which are simple lines.

Now, a line is not conceived as

made up of material points touch-

ing and continuing one another,

but as the track of a point moving
between certain limits; so that the

continuity of the geometric dimen-
sions is not grounded on any ex-

tension or continuation of material

particles, but on the possibility of

continuous movement, on which

the continuity of time also depends.
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We must therefore remain satisfied

that no geometrical consideration

can lend the least support to the

hypothesis of material continuity.
We have thus exhausted all the

sources from which any a priori or

a posteriori argument in favor of

material continuity might have been

drawn, if any had been possible ;

and the result of our investigation
authorizes the conclusion that the

hypothesis of continuous matter is

both scientifically and philosophi-

cally gratuitous.
False reasonings in behalf of con-

iinous mailer. But some philoso-

phers, who are afraid that the denial

of material continuity may subvert

all the scholastic doctrines (to

which they most laudably, but per-

haps too exclusively, adhere in

questions of natural science), con-

tend that the existence of continu-

ous matter can be established by

good philosophical reasons. It is

therefore our duty, before we pro-
ceed further, to acquaint our reader

with such reasons, and with our an-

swers to them.

The first reason is the following :

Geometry is a real, not a chimeri-

cal, science; and therefore it has to

deal with real bodies not indeed

inasmuch as they are substances,
but inasmuch as they have a quan-

tity which can be considered in the

abstract. Hence we must admit

that the geometric quantity is a

quantity of matter considered in

the abstract ;
and accordingly, if

the geometric quantity is continu-

ous and infinitely divisible, as no

one doubts, the quantity of matter

in the bodies must also be continu-

-.;is and infinitely divisible.

\Ve reply that bodies have two

very different kinds of quantity
the quantity of the mass and the

quantity of the volume and that

geometry deals indeed with the lat-

ter, but has nothing to do with the

former. Hence the geometric quan-
tity is a quantity of volume or bulk,
not a quantity of matter

;
and there-

fore to argue that, because the

geometric quantity is continuous

and infinitely divisible, the same
must be true of the quantity of

matter, is to make an inexcusable

confusion of matter with space.
The argument might have some

value, if the quantity of the volume
could be measured by the quantity
of the mass ; but no or.e who lias

studied the first elements of physics
can be ignorant that such is not the

case. Equal masses are found un-

der unequal volumes, and unequal
masses under equal volumes. Vo-
lumes preserve the same geometric
nature and the same geometric

quantity, be they filled with matter
or not. A cubic inch of platinum
and a cubic inch of water contain

different amounts of matter, since

the former weighs twenty-one times

as much as the latter
;
and yet they

are geometrically equal. Geometry
is not concerned with the density
of bodies

;
and therefore geometrical

quantities are altogether independ-
ent of the quantity of matter, and
cannot be altered except by altering
the relative position of the extreme
terms between which their three

dimensions are measured. These
dimensions are not made up of mat-

ter, but are mere relations in space,
with or without interjacent matter,

representing, as we have already ob-

served, the quantity of continuous

movement which is possible between
the correlated terms

;
and their con-

tinuity depends on the continuity
of space, not of matter.

The author from whom we have
taken this objection pretends also

that the geometric quantity posses-
es no other attributes than those

which belong to all quantity, and are
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essential to it; whence he concludes

that whatever is predicated of geo-
metric quantity must also be predi-
cated of the quantity of matter.

Hut the assumption is evidently
false : for it is not of the essence

of all quantity to be continuous

as the geometric quantity, it being
manifest that discrete quantity is

a true quantity, although it has

no continuity. The general notion

of quantity extends to everything
which admits of more or less ; hence

there is intensive quantity, exten-

sive quantity, and numeric quanti-

ty. The first is measured by arbi-

trary degrees of intensity; the se-

cond is measured by arbitrary inter-

vals of space and time
;
the third is

measured by natural units that is,

by individual realities as they exist

in nature. It is therefore absurd

to pretend that whatever can be

predicated of geometric quantity
must be predicated of all kinds of

quantity.
The second reason adduced in

behalf of material continuity is as

follows : To deny the continuity
of matter is to destroy all real ex-

tension. For how can real exten-

sion arise from simple unextended

points arranged in a certain man-

ner, and acting upon one another?
I in' notions of simplicity, order,
and activity transcend the attribu-

tions of matter, and are applicable
to all spiritual beings. If, then, ex-

tension could arise from simple un-

extended elements by their arrange-
ment and actions, why could not an-

gels, by meeting in a sufficient num-
ber and acting on one another, give
rise to extension, and form, say, a

watermelon ?

This argument has no weight
whatever ; but, as it appeared not

many years ago in a Catholic peri-
odical of great reputation, we have

thought it best to give it a place

among other arguments of the

same sort. Our answer is that to

deny the continuity of matter is

not to deny real extension, but

only to maintain that no real c.vAv/-

sfiiii is made up of continuous matter.

And we are by no means embar-
rassed to explain "how real exten-

sion can arise from simple uiu-x-

tended points." The thing is very

plain. Two points, A and Ji, being

given in space, the interval of sp
between them is a real interval,

really determined by the real points
A and B, and really determining
the extension of the real movement

possible between the same points.
Such an interval is therefore a real

extension. This is the way in which
real extension arises from unex-

tended points.

Nor can it be objected that no-

thing extended can be made up of

unextended points. This i* true,

of course, but has nothing to do
with the question. For we do not

pretend that extension is made up
by composition of points which
would be a very gross error but we

say that extension results from the

simple position of real points in

space, and that it results not in

them, but between them. It is the

mass of the body that is made:
///>

of

its components; and thus the sum
A + B represents a mass, not an

extension. The geometric dimen-

sions, on the contrary, consist

entirely of relations between dis-

tinct points intercepting mensur-
able space. The distinct points
are the terms of the relation, while

the extent of the space mensurable
between them by continuous move-
ment is the formal reason of their

relativity. And since this continu-

ous movement may extend more or

less, according as the terms are va-

riously situated, hence the result-

ing relation has the nature of con-
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tinuous quantity. This suffices to

show that to deny the continuity of

matter is not to destroy all real ex-

tension.

And now, what shall we say of

those angels freely uniting to form

a watermelon? It is hardly ne-

cessary to say that this bright idea

is only a dream. There is no vol-
k

time without dimensions, no dimen-

sion without distance, and no dis-

tance without terms distinctly ubi-

cated in space and marking out the

point where the distance begins,

and the point where it ends. Now,

nothing marks out a point in space
but matter. Angels, as destitute

of matter, mark no points in space,
and accordingly cannot terminate

distances nor give rise to dimen-

sions. Had they matter, they

would, like the simple elements,

possess a formal ubication in space,
and determine dimensions ; but,

owing to their spiritual nature,

they transcend all local determina-

tions, and have no formal ubication

except in the intellectual sphere
of their spiritual operation. It is

therefore owing to their spirituality,

and not to their simplicity, that

they cannot form themselves into

a volume. Lastly, we must not

forget that the
"
angelic

"
water-

melon should have not only volume,
but mass also. Such a mass would,
of course, be made up without mat-

ter. How a mass can be conceiv-

ed without matter is a profound
secret, which the author of the

argument very prudently avoided

to reveal. But let us come to an-

other objection.
A third reason adduced in favor

of continuous matter is that we can-

not, without employing a vicious

circle, account for the extension of

bodies by the notion either of space,

distance, or movement. For these

notions already presuppose exten-

sion, and cannot be formed without

a previous knowledge of what ex-

tension is. To think of space is,

in fact, to think of extension. So

also distance cannot be conceived

except by imagining something ex-

tended, which lies, or can lie,

between the distant terms. Hence,
to avoid the vicious circle, it is

necessary to trace the origin of our

notion of extension to the matter

we see in the bodies. And there-

fore our very notion of extension is

a sufficient proof of the existence

of continuous matter.

We reply that this reason is even

less plausible than the preceding
one. To form the abstract notion

of extension, we must first directly

perceive some extension in the con-

crete, in the same manner as we
must perceive concrete humanity
in individual men before we con-

ceive humanity in the abstract.

But in all sensible movements we

directly perceive extension through

space and time. Therefore from

sensible movements, without a pre-
vious knowledge of extension, we can

form the notion of extension in

general. Is there any. one who can

find in this a vicious circle ?

This answer might suffice. But

we will further remark that the

argument may be retorted against
its author. For if we cannot con-

ceive movement as extending in

space without a. previous knowledge
of extension, how can we conceive

matter as extending in space with-

out a previous knowledge of exten-

sion ? And how can we conceive

matter as continuous without a

previous knowledge of continuity,
or time as enduring without a pre-
vious knowledge of duration ? To
these questions the author of the

argument can give no satisfactory
answer without solving his own

objection. Space, distance, and
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movement, says he, involve exten-

sion
;
and therefi>rf they cannot be

known "
without a previous know-

ledge of what extension is." It is

evident that this conclusion is il-

'al; for if space, distance, and
movement imply extension, we can-

not perceive space, distance, and
movement without directly perceiv-

ing extension
; and, since the direct

perception of a thing does not

require z. previous knowledge of it,

the logical conclusion should have
been that, to perceive space, dis-

tance, and movement, no previous

knowledge of extension is needed.

On the oilier hand, while our

senses perceive the extension of

continuous movement in space,

they are not competent to perceive
material continuity in natural bo-

dies. Hence it is from movement,
and not from matter, that our

notion of continuous extension is

derived. In fact, to form a con-

ception of the dimensions of a body,
we survey it by a continuous move-
ment of our eyes from one end of it

to the other. In this movement
the eye glides over innumerable

pores, by wjiich the material parti-

cles of the body are separated. If

our conception of the geometric ex-

tension of the body depended on

the continuity of its matter, these

pores, as not consisting of continu-

ous matter, should all be thrown

away in the measurement of the

body. Why, then, do we consider

them as contributing with their own
dimensions to form the total dimen-
sions of the body ? Merely because

the geometric dimensions are esti-

mated by movement, and not by
matter.

Nor is it in the least strange that

we should know extension from

movement, and not from matter.

For no one can perceive extension

between two terms, unless he mea-

sures by continuous movement the

space intercepted between them.

The local relation between two

terms cannot, in fact, be peiceived
otherwise than by referring the our

term to the other through space;
hence no one ever perceives a dis-

tance between two given terms

otherwise than by drawing, at least

mentally, a line from the one to tin-

other that is, otherwise than by

measuring by some movement the

extent of the movement which can

take place between the two given
terms. And this is what the ver\

word extension conveys. For this

word 'is composed of the preposi-
tion ex, which connotes the term

from which the movement begins,
and of the verb icndcre, which

verb of motion. And thus every-

thing shows that it is from motion,
and not from continuous matter,
that our first notion of extension

proceeds.
A sharp opponent, however,

might still object that before we
can perceive any movement we
need to perceive something mova-
ble that is, visible matter. But no
matter is visible unless it be extend-

ed. Therefore extension must be

perceived in matter itself before we
can perceive it in local movement.

But we answer, first, that al-

though nothing can be perceived

by our senses unless it be extended,
i-rtheless we can see extended

things without perceiving their ex-

tension. Thus we see many stars

as mere points in space, and yet
we can perceive their movement
from the east to the west. Hence,
although matter is not visible un-
less it be extended, it does not fol-

low that extension must be first

perceived in matter itself.

Secondly, we answer that when
we perceive the movable matter as

extended, we do not judge of its
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extension by its movement, but by
the movement which we ourselves

have to make in going from one of

its extremities to the other. This

is the only way of perceiving ex-

tension in space. For how could

we conceive anything as extended,
if we could not see that it has parts

outside of parts? And how could

we pronounce that anything has

parts outside of parts, if we did not

see that between one part and an-

other there is a possibility of local

movement ? On the other hand,
as soon as we perceive the possi-

bility of local movement between

distinct parts, we have sufficient

evidence of geometric extension.

And thus we have no need of con-

tinuous matter in order to perceive
the volume of bodies.

Before .we dismiss this subject,

we must add that the advocates of

continuous matter, while fighting

against us, shield themselves with

two other arguments. If matter is

not continuous, they say, bodies

will consist of mere mathematical

points acting at a distance ;
but

actio in distans is the extreme of

absurdity, and therefore bodies

cannot consist of mathematical

points. They also allege that na-

ture abhors a vacuum, and therefore

all space must be filled up with

matter
;
which would be impossible,

were not matter continuous. That

nature abhors a vacuum was once

considered a physical axiom
; but,

since science has destroyed the

physical grounds on which the pre-

tended axiom rested, metaphysics
has in its turn been appealed to,

that the time-honored dictum may
not be consigned to complete ob-

livion. It has therefore been pre-

tended that space without matter

is a mere delusion, and consequent-

ly that to make extension depen-
dent on empty intervals of space

imagined to intervene between ma-
terial points is to give a chimeri-

cal-solution of the question of ma-
terial extension.

The first of these two arguments
we have fully answered in our last

article, and we shall not again
detain our readers with it. Let

us notice, however, that when the

elements of matter are called
"
mathematical

"
points, the sense

is not that they are not physical,
but only that those physical points
are mathematically, or rigorously,
unextended.

The second argument assumes
that space void of matter is no-

thing. As we cannot enter here

into a detailed examination of the

nature of absolute space, we shall

content ourselves with the follow-

ing answer: ist. All real relations

require a real foundation. Real dis-

tances are real relations. There-
fore real distances have a real

foundation. But their foundation is

nothing else than absolute space ;

and therefore absolute space is

a reality. 2d. If empty space is

nothing, then bodies were created

in nothing, occupy ngthing, and
all spaces actually occupied are

nothing. To say, as so many
have said, that empty space is no-

thing, and that space occupied by
matter is a reality, is to say that

the absolute is nothing until it becomes

relative a proposition which is the

main support of German pantheism,
and which every man of sense must

reject. 3d. Of two different recip-

ients, the greater has a greater ca-

pacity independently of the matter
which it may contain

; for, whether
it be filled with the rarest gas or

with the densest metal, its capaci-

ty does not vary. It is therefore mani-

fest that its capacity is not determin-

ed by the matter it contains, but only

by the space intercepted between its
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limits. In the same manner the

smaller recipient has less capacity,

irrespective of the* matter it may
contain, and only in consequence
of the space intercepted. If, there-

fore, space, prescinding from the

matter occupying k, is nothing, the

greater capacity will be a greater

nothing, and the less capacity a

less nothing. But greater and less

imply quantity, and quantity is

something. Therefore nothing will

be something.
We hope we shall hereafter have

a better opportunity of developing
these and other considerations on

space; but the little we have said

is sufficient, we believe, to show that

the assumption of the unreality of

space unoccupied by matter is a

philosophical absurdity.
We conclude that the existence of

continuous matter cannot be prov-
ed, and that those philosophers
who still admit it cannot account

for it by anything like a good argu-
ment. They can only shelter them-

selves behind the prejudices of

their infancy, which they have been
unable to discard, or behind the

venerable authority of the ancients,

who, though deserving our admira-
tion in other respects, were led

astray by the same popular preju-

dices, owing to their limited know-

ledge of natural science. We may
be allowed to add that if the an-

cient philosophers are not to be
blamed for admitting continuous

matter, the same cannot be said of

those among our contemporaries
who, in the present state of science,
are still satisfied with their authori-

ty on the subject.

Mystcriinis atlributt's of continu-

ous matter. Now, let us suppose
that bodies, or their molecules, are

made up of continuous matter, just
as our opponents maintain; and let

us see what must necessarily follow

from such a gratuitous assumption.
In the first place, it follows that a

piece of continuous matter caniii't /<

actuated l'\ a single substantial act.

This is easily proved.
For a single act gives a single

actual being ;
which is inconsist-

ent with the nature of continuous

matter. Matter, to be continu-

ous, must actually contain distinct

parts, united indeed, but having
distinct ubications in space. Now,
with a single substantial act there

cannot be distinct actual parts; for

all actual distinction, according to

the axiom of the schools, implies
distinct acts : Adits cst qui aisiin-

Xtiil. Therefore continuous matter

cannot be actuated by a single sub-

stantial act.

Again, a piece of continuous

matter has dimensions, of which
the beginning and the end must be

quite distinct, the existence of the

one not being the existence of the

other. But it is impossible for two

things which have a distinct exis-

tence to be under the same sub-

stantial act ; for there cannot be

two existences without two formal

principles. Hence, if there were

any continuous matter, the begin-

ning and the end of its dimensions

should be actuated by distinct acts ;

and the same would be true of any
two distinct points throughout the

same dimensions. Nor does it

matter that the dimensions are

supposed to be formed of one un-

broken piece ; for, before we con-

ceive distinct parts, or terms, as

forming the continuation of one

another, we must admit the sub-

stance of such parts, as their con-

tinuation presupposes their being.

Hence, however intimately the

parts may be united, they alu

remain substantially distinct
;
which

implies that each one of them must

have its own substantial act.
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Moreover, continuous extension

is divisible. If, then, there is any-
where a piece of continuous matter,
it may be divided into two, by God
at least. But as division is not

a magical operation, and does not

give the first existence to the things
which are divided, it is plain that

the parts which after the division

exist separately must have had

their own distinct existence before

the division
; and, evidently, they

could not have a distinct existence

without being actuated by distinct

substantial acts. What we say of

these two parts applies to what-

ever other parts are obtainable by

continuing the division. Whence
it is manifest that continuous matter

needs as many substantial acts as it

has divisible parts.
The advocates of continuous mat-

ter try to decline this consequence

by pretending that matter, so long
as it is undivided, is one matter and
needs only one form

;
but this form,

according to them, is divisible ;

hence when the matter is divided,

each part of the matter retains its

own portion of the substantial form,

and thus the same form which

gives existence to the whole gives
existence to the separate parts.

This is, however, a mere subter-

fuge ;
for the undivided matter is

indeed one accidentally, inasmuch
as it has no ilirisitm of parts ;

but

it is not one substantially, because

it has distinction of parts. This dis-

tinction exists before the division is

made, and we have already seen

that no actual distinction is possi-

ble without distinct acts. And

again, the hypothesis that substan-

tial forms are divisible, is a ridicu-

lous fiction, to say the least. For no-

thing is divisible which has no mul-

tiplicity of parts and consequently
a multiplicity of acts. How, then,

can a substantial act, which is a

single act, be conceived as divisi-

ble ?

They also argue that as the soul,

which is a simple form, actuates the

whole matter of the body, so can

the material form actuate continu-

ous matter. This comparison may
have some weight with those who
confound the essential with the

substantial forms, and believe that

the soul gives the first being to the

matter of the body. But the truth

is that the substance of the soul is

the essential form of the living or-

ganism, and not the substantial form

giving the first being to matter.

The organism and its matter must
have their being in nature before

being animated by the soul; each

part of matter in the body has

therefore its own distinct material

form and its own distinct exist-

ence. The soul is a principle of

life, and gives nothing but life.*

Hence the aforesaid comparison is

faulty, and leads to no conclusion.

In the second place it follows

that no continuous matter can be

styled a single substance.

For within the dimensions of

continuous matter there must be as

many distinct substantial acts as

there are material points distinct

from one another; it being clear

that distinct points cannot have the

same substantial actuation, and ac-

cordingly require distinct substan-

tial acts and constitute distinct

substances. Against this some will

object that a mere point of matter
is incapable of supporting the sub-

stantial form. But we have already
shown that the substantial form is

not supported by its matter, as the

objection assumes, but only termin-

ated to it, the matter being the sub-

stantial term, not the subject, of

the substantial form, f On the

* We propose to treat this question separately,
t THE CATHOLIC WORLD.
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other hand, it is manifest that a

form naturally destined to act in a

sphere, by actuating a single point

matter, actuates just as much
matter as its nature requires. For
it is from a single point, not from

many, that the action must be di-

rected. Hence nothing more than

A point of matter is required to

terminate the substantial form and
to constitute a perfect substance.

Additional proofs of this truth will

be found in our next article, where
we shall rigorously demonstrate the

impossibility of continuous matter.

Meanwhile, nothing withstands our
conclusion that there must be as

many distinct substances in con-

tinuous matter as there are dis-

tinct points within its dimensions.
In the third place, it follows that

this multitude <>f distinct substances

/\ //.''/ merely potential, but actiul.

This conclusion is very clear. For

every multitude of actual parts is

an actual multitude, or, as they say,
a multitude in act. But in continu-

ous matter all the parts are actual,

although they are not actually se-

parated. Therefore the multitude
of such parts is an actual multi-

tude.

The upholders of continuous
matter do not admit that this mul-
titude is actual; they contend that

it is only potential. For were they
to concede that it is actual, they
would be compelled to admit either

that it is actually finite, or that it

tually infinite. Now, they can-

not say that it is actually finite,

.use this would be against the

well-known nature of continuum,
which admits of an endless divi-

sion, and therefore contains a mul-
titude of parts which has no end.

On the other hand, they cannot say
that it is actually infinite; because,
even admitting the absolute possi-

bility of a multitude actually infi-

nite, it would still be absurd to as-

sert that such is the case with a

piece of matter having finite dimen-
sions. Indeed, Leilinit/ and I

cartes did not hesitate to teach this

latter absurdity; but they could

not make it fashionable, and were
soon abandoned even by their own

disciples. Thus the difficulty re-

mained; and philosophers, being
unable to solve it, tried to decline

it by denying that there can be in

the continuum an actual multitude

of parts. This was, in fact, the

view of the old advocates of con-
tinuous matter, who uniformly ad-

mitted that the parts of an unbrok-
en continuum are merely potential,
and form a potential multitude.

For, they say, the actual multitude
results from actual division, and
therefore has no existence in the

undivided continuum.
This last view would be very

good, if the continuum in question
were successive as is the case with

movement and time, which are al-

ways in fieri, and exist only by in-

finitesimals in an infinitesimal pre-

sent, or if the continuum in ques-
tion were virtual, as is the case

with any mensurable interval of

space ;
for evidently in these

continuums no actual multitude is

to be found. But the case is quite
different with continuous matter.

For he who asserts the existence

of continuous matter asserts the

existence of a thing having parts

j'('finally distinct and simultaneous.

He therefore affirms the actual ex-

istence of a formal multitude of

distinct parts, or, in other terms, an

actual multitude. To deny the

actual multitude of the parts, on
the plea that there is no actual di-

vision, is to take refuge in a mise-

rable sophism, which consists in

denying the substantial distinction

of the parts on the ground that
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they are not divided, and in ignor-

ing their actual being solely be-

cause they have not a certain spe-

cial mode of being.
As to the axiom that

" Number
results from division," two things
are to be noticed. The first is that

the term "
division

"
here means

mensuration, not separation. Thus
we divide the day into twenty-four

hours, without discontinuing time

for all that
;
and in like manner

we divide the length of a journey
into miles without discontinuing

space. This shows that the num-
bers obtained by the division of the

continuum are only artificially or

virtually discrete, and that the con-

tinuum remains unbroken. The
second is that a number is not

merely a multitude, but a multitude

measured by a certain unit, as S.

Thomas aptly defines it : Numerus
est miiUitudo mensurala per uiniin.

Hence, if the unit of measure is ar-

bitrary (as is the case with all con-

tinuous quantities), the same quan-

tity can be expressed by different

numbers, according as a different

unit is employed in measuring it.

But so long as the unit is not deter-

mined, the quantity cannot be ex-

pressed by any definite number.
And if the unit employed be less

than any given finite quantity, the

thing which is measured will con-

tain a multitude of such units great-

er than any given number. All such

units exist in the thing measured

prior to its mensuration ;
and as

such units are actual and distinct,

there can be no doubt that they con-

titute an actual multitude.

Some modern advocates of con-

tinuous matter have imagined an-

other means of evading the diffi-

culty. Tongiorgi admits extended

atoms of continuous matter, but de-

nies that their parts are actually

distinct. As, however, he confesses

that extension requires parts out-

side of parts (Cosmo!., n. 143), we

may ask him : Are not such parts

actually distinct ? Distinction is a

negation of identity ;
and surely

parts existing actually outside of

one another are not actually iden-

tical. They are therefore actually
distinct. Now, to use the very
words of the author,

" where there

are distinct parts there is a plural-

ity of units, that is, a multitude:

although the parts which are dis-

tinct be united in a common term,
as is the case with the parts of con-

tinuum
"

;

* and therefore it is mani-

fest that the continuous atom in-

volves actual multitude.

Liberatore does not entirely deny
the actual distinction of the parts
in continuous matter, but maintains

that the distinction is incomplete,

and accordingly cannot give rise to

an actual multitude. The parts of a

continuum, says he, are united in a

common term ;
hence they are in-

completely distinct, and make no

number, but are all one. They are

outside of one another, yet in such

a manner as to be alo inside of

one another. They do not subsist

in themselves, but in the whole.

The whole displays many parts, but

it is one, and its parts are so inde-

terminate that they cannot be mea-

sured except by an arbitrary mea-

sure. \

This view scarcely deserves to be

discussed, as the author himself

owns that it makes continuous mat-

ter seem somewhat contradictory
Centradictoriis qiiodammodo notis sub-

ditur though he attributes this kind

of contradiction to the opposition
which exists between the matter

* Itaque ubi habetur distinctio unius ab altero,

ibi habetur unitatum pluralitas, sen multitude, eti-

amsi qux distincta sunt, unita sint, atque adeo cora-

muni termino copulentur, ut HI continui partibus

contingit. Cosmol., n. 174.

t Cosiitol., n. 59.
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and the form an'explanation which
we do not admit for reasons which
\ve shall give in our next article.

Hut as to the assertion that the

parts of a continuum, on account of

their having a common term, are

only i>i(in[>lctfly distinct, we can
show at once that the author is

much mistaken. Incomplete dis-

tinction is a distinction which does
not completely exclude identity.
Hence where there is incomplete
distinction there is also incomplete
identity. Now, not a shadow of

identity is to be found between any
two parts of continuum. Therefore

any two parts of continuum are

completely distinct. Thus each of
the twenty-four hours into which
we divide the day is completely
distinct from every other, although
the one is united with the other in

a common term
;

for it is evident
that the common term, having no
extension, is no part of extension,
and therefore cannot originate iden-

tity between any two parts of ex-
tension. To say that there is some
identity, and therefore an incom-

plete distinction, between two ex-

tensions, because they have a com-
mon term which has no extension,
is to pretend that the unextended
has some identity with the extend-
ed

; and this pretension is absurd.
\\V conclude that, in spite of all the
efforts of our opponents, it is mani-
fest that continuous matter would
be an actual multitude of distinct,

though not separated, substances.

Lastly, it follows that actual con-

tinuous matter would be an actual in-

/init,' multitude of substances.

This conclusion is fully warranted
by the infinite divisibility of the
continuum. But here again the
advocates of material continuity
contend that this divisibility is po-
tential, and can never be reduced
to act

; whence they infer that the

multitude of the parts is not actual,
but potential. We, however, repeat
that if the division is potential,
the divisible matter is certainly ac-

tual
; and therefore the potency of

an infinite division presupposes an
infinite multitude of distinct terms

actually existing in the divisible

matter. And as we have already
shown that each distinct term must
have a distinct substantial act, we
must conclude that the least piece
of continuous matter would consist

of an infinite actual multitude of

substances a consequence whose

monstrosity needs no demonstra-
tion.

Hence we are not surprised to

see that Goudin, one of the great

champions of the old physics, con-
siders continuous matter as

''
a phi-

losophic mystery, about which rea-

son teaches more than it can un-

derstand, and objects more than it

can answer." 1 He tries, however,
to explain the mystery in some
manner, by adding that

" when the
continuum is said to be infinitely

divisible, this must be understood

mathematically, not physically that

is, by considering the quantity as

it is in itself, not as it is the pro-

perty of a corporeal form. For in

the process of the division we

might finally reach a part so small

that, if smaller, it would be insuffi-

cient to bear any natural form. Nev-

ertheless, mathematically speaking,
in that smallest physical part there
would still be two halves, and in

these halves other halves, and so on
without end." f

* Mystcrium philosophicum ;est hzc difficulty
in qua ratio plus protat, quam possit intelligcre ;

plus objicit, quam possit solvcre. Goudin, Pliilos.

t Quando dicitur continuum esse divisible in

partes in infinitum divisibles, hoc inteHigendum
est mathematice, non physice ;

id est considerando,
quantitatem prascisc secundutn se, tit earn sumit

mathematicus, non vero ut est proprietas forms
corporate, sicut earn considerat physicus ; nam per-
vcniri tandem posset ad partem ita minimam, ut
minorcm nulla forma naturalis pati posset. Atta
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This explanation is taken from

S. Thomas (i Phys., lect. i.), and

shows philosophical thought ; but,

far from solving the difficulty, it

rather proves that it is insoluble.

For if, mathematically speaking, in

the smallest bit of continuous mat-

ter there are still halves, and halves

of halves, clearly there are in it dis-

tinct parts of matter, and therefore

distinct forms actuating each of

them distinctly, as the being of each

part is not the being of any other

part. It is therefore false that no-

thing smaller is sufficient to bear

any natural form. And hence the

difficulty is not solved. On the

other hand, the necessity of resort-

ing to purely mathematical (geome-

tric) quantity clearly shows that it

is the space inclosed in the volume

of the body (of which alone geome-

try treats), and not the matter (of

which geometry has nothing to

say), that is infinitely divisible ;

and this amounts to a confession

that continuous matter has no ex-

istence.

While making these remarks, we

willingly acknowledge that S. Tho-

mas and all the ancients who con-

men, matheraatice loquendo, in ilia minima parte

adhuc essent duae medietates, et in illis duabus

medieuxlibi* alia: medietates, et sic in infinitum.

Ibid.

sidered air, water, fire, and earth as

the first elements of all things, were

perfectly consistent in teaching that

natural forms require a definite

amount of matter. For by
" natu-

ral forms
"
they meant those forms

from which the specific properties of

sensible things emanate. Now, all

things that are sensible are mate-

rially compounded in a greater or

less degree, and possess properties

which cannot be ascribed to a sin-

gle material point. So far, then,

these ancient philosophers were

right. But they should have con-

sidered that the required amount

of matter ought to consist of distinct

parts, having their own distinct be-

ing, and therefore their own dis-

tinct substantial acts. This would

have led them to the conclusion that

the natural form of air, water, etc.,

was not a form giving the first be-

ing to the material parts, but a

form of natural composition giving

the first being to the compound na-

ture. But let us stop here for the

present. We have shown that

continuous matter cannot be prov-

ed to exist, and is, at best, a "phi-

losophic mystery." In our next ar-

ticle we shall go a step further, and

prove that material continuity is a

metaphysical impossibility.

TO BE CONTINUED.
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ALZOC.'S UNIVERSAL CIII'KCH HISTORY.
I';i)iiscli and Byrne. Veil I. Cincin-

nati: Robert Clarke iV Co. 1874.

(Nc-w York : Sold by The Catholic

Publication Society.)

This manual for ecclesiastical students

is confessedly the host extant. Dr. Pa-

hisch, tin) chief translator and editor, is

well known lor Ins vast erudition, and
his associate, the Rev. Mr. Byrne, has

paid careful attention to the style of

rendering the German into English.
The publishers have made the exterior of

the work worthy <.f its contents. \\V

nerd not say any more to recommend a

work wh:< lor itself and has

ved the sanction of names the high-
est in ecclesiastical rank and theolo

repute in this country.

HISTORY 01 nil-. CATHOLIC CHURCH IN

By James Walsh. Glas-

gow: Hu.i'h Margey. 1874. (New
York: Sold by The Catholic Publica-

tion Society.)

This is a valuable work, because it is

the only one of its kind, and, even were
theic others, it would stand on its own

and still be valuable.

> closely united in its

histoiv and de.-tinies, and having so

much in common with the sister coun-

nirs.ilu: histoiv of the Scottish Church
must necessarily have a close affinity and
tlnow much light upon the ecclesiastical

annalsoi England and Ireland ;
so that the

interest and importance of this work is

led by the fact that it sup-
plies an integral part of the history of

Christianity in the British Isles. Hith-
erto that history was not complete. It

" 1:| y ' '' :-.ii'l to be completed now. If

t' 1 "' :ir separated brethren who
pretend to seek so diligently after truth
in the teachings and practices of the early
church wi; -.lance at these pages,
they will find that Scotland too w.is cvan-
geli.-cd by the popes, and that iis lir-t

Chiistians pr.: t :l mu'.ilated

Chrislianily, but tin: whole
cyi le ol C.ith

olic doctrine. They will learn, moreover,

that the so-called Reformation in Scot-

land was entirely a political job, and that

there, as elsewhere, the Protestantism in

which they pride themselves was tinkcud

up by a herd of fanatics and foisted upon
the people by a rapacious, profligate, un-

principled nobility. Never was til-

more truthful page of history written than

this. The author, though he modestly
claims for himself nothing more than the

title of compiler, has many of the qualifi-

cations of an historian
;
his rcsearcli has

been long and laborious, and he notices

only the most authentic documents and
records of the past. In no instance do
we discover any attempt to color or gloss
over any of his statements, and he is

never betrayed into exaggerating the vir-

tues or concealing the faults of his coun-

trymen.

MANUAL OF MYTHOLOGY : GRF.KK AMI
ROMAN, NORSK AMI Oi.n GF.KMAN.
HINDOO AND EGYPTIAN MYTHOLOGY.

By Alexander S. Murray, Department
of Greek and Roman Antiquities,
British Museum. Second Edition.

Rewritten and considerably enlarged.
With forty-five plates. New York :

Scribner, Armstrong & Co., 654 Broad-

way. 1874.

As a manual of mythology this seems
to be as concise, complete, and accurate

as such a book can be made. As a

specimen of art it is remarkable. The
author is apparently one of our modern,
cultivated pagans, very much at home
among the heathen religions he describes.

The very brief exposition of his own
theological opinions contained in his

introduction ignores the true and primi-
tive religion revealed from heaven al-

together, and propounds the utterly un-

historical, pernicious, and false notion

that monotheism is a development from

polytheism produced by intellectual pro-

gress. The author does not, however, put
foilh anti-Christian views in an offensive

or obtrusive manner, and indceil all he

says is included in a few sentences. We
cannot, certainly, recommend the study
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of pagan mythology to young pupils, or

consider the present volume a~s suitable

for indiscriminate perusal. Those who
are fit for such studies, and for whom
they are necessary or proper, will find it

a very satisfactory compendium of in-

formation and a work of truly classical

taste and elegance.

CURTIUS' HISTORY or GREECE. Vol. V.
New York: Scribner, Armstrong &
Co. 1874.
This volume completes the work of

Dr. Curtius. We have already given it

the high commendation which it deserves

in our notices of previous volumes. It is

one of the first-class historical works of

German scholarship, and this is the high-
est praise that can be given to any work
in those departments in which German
scholars excel, so far as learning and

ability are concerned.

A THEORY OF FINE ART. By Joseph
Torrey, late Professor of Moral and
Intellectual Philosophy in the Uni-

versity of Vermont. New York : Scrib-

ner, Armstrong & Co. 1874.

Looking through this treatise of Prof.

Torrey, whose intellectual head, stamped
in gold on the cover, leads the reader to

expect a thoughtful work on the most
attractive subject of aesthetics, our im-

pression is decidedly favorable. The

University of Vermont used to be consid-

ered as quite remarkable for an elevated,

philosophical tone. Such seems to be
the character of this condensed summary
of the retired professor's lectures on art,

evidently the result of much study and

observation, and given to the reader in

that pleasing style which best suits such
a very pleasant branch of knowledge.

PROTESTANT JOURNALISM. By the 'au-

thor of My Clerical Friends. Lon-
don : Burns & Oates. 1874. (New
York : Sold by The Catholic Publica-

tion Society.)
It is enough to name the author of

this collection of short, lively essays Dr.

Marshall. It is the cream of the London

Tablet's articles, during the author's ac-

tive connection with that journal, on the

most living and interesting topics of the

day in regard to the warfare between the

Catholic Church and her enemies. We
recommend it to universal reading and
circulation in the warmest possible man-
ner, and with the most sincere desire
that the author may long be spared to

continue his admirable and useful career

as a champion of religion and truth.

CHARTERIS
;
A Romance. By Mary M.

Meline. Philadelphia: J. B. Lippin-
cott & Co. 1874.
This romance does not belie its name

in its contents. Its plot and incidents

are romantic and tragic in the highest de-

gree. Bordering, at least, on the im-

probable, as they are, they are neverthe-

less managed with a very considerable

degree of skill and power by the author,
who has improved very much on her last

story, In Six Months. The characters are

drawn with free and bold strokes, and

have dramatic individuality. The plot
excites even a painful interest all through,
and there is no mawkish sentimentalism

anywhere. Some scenes are remarkably
well drawn. There are no lectures on

religion or morals, but the purity of a true

Catholic woman's faith and morality
shines through the whole story. We
may congratulate the fair author on her

success.

KATHERINE EARLE. By Miss Adeline

Trafton. Boston : Lee & Shepard.

1874.
An interesting story, beautifully il-

lustrated and neatly bound.

SUMMER TALKS ABOUT LOURDES. By
Cecilia Mary Caddell. London :

Burns & Oates. 1874. (New York :

Sold by The Catholic Publication

Society.)
In this little book the authoress re-

lates some of the wonderful miracles of

Lourdes. Its style is simple and chaste,

and, we should say, particularly suited

for children.



THE

CATHOLIC WORLD.

VOL. XX., No. 117. DECEMBER, 1874.

THE PERSECUTION OF THE CHURCH IN THE GERMAN
EMPIRE.

Tin: Catholics are suffering to-

day, in the very heart of Europe, a

persecution which, if less bloody, is

not less cruel or unjust, than that

which afflicted the Christian Church
in the beginning of the IVth century,
under the reign of the brutal old

emperor, Diocletian. The prisons
of Germany are filled with confes-

sors of the faith, who, in the midst

of every indignity and outrage, bear

themselves with a constancy and
heroism not unworthy of the early

martyrs. And it is strange, too, that

this struggle should be only a renew-

al of tin: old conflict between Christ

and Caisar, between the Son of

Man and the prince of this world.

In fact, anti-Christian Europe is

using every exertion to re-create

society on the model of Grecian
and Roman paganism. This ten-

dency is manifest in all the various

ins of thought and action.

\\ e perceive it and we speak
now more particularly ofGermany
in literature.'m science, in the man-

ner of dealing with all the great

problems which concern man in his

relations with both the visible and
the unseen world

;
and it looms up

before us, in palpable form and gi-

gantic proportions, in the whole at-

titude of the state toward the church.

There has never lived on this earth

a more thorough pagan than Goethe,
the great idol of German litera-

ture, to whom the very sign of the

cross was so hateful that in his no-

torious Venetian Epigram he put
it side by side with garliclind ver-

min. The thought of self-sacrifice

and self-denial was so odious to his

lustful and all-indulgent nature that

he turned from its great emblem
with uncontrollable disgust, and

openly proclaimed himself a
"
deci-

dirter Nichtchrist."
" Das Ewig

Weibliche
"

sensualism and sexti-

alism were the gods of his heart, in

whose praise alone he attuned his

lyre. And Schiller, in his Gods of
Greece, complained BOirowingly that

all the fair world of gods and god-

Kntcied according to Act of Congress, in the year 1874, by Rev. 1. T. HKCKKR, in the Office of
the Librarian of Congress, at \Vashington, D. C.
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desses should have vanished, that

one (the God of the Christian)

might be enriched
;
and with ten-

der longing he prayed that
" na-

ture's s\vcet morn "
might again

return.

Both the religion and the philoso-

phy of paganism were based upon
the deification of nature, and were

consequently pantheistic. Now,
this pagan pantheism recrudescent

is the one permanent type amid

the endless variations of modern
German sophistry. It underlies

the theorizing of Schelling, Fichte,

and Hegel, as well as that of

Feuerbach, Biichner, and Strauss.

They all assume the non-exist-

ence of a personal God, and trans-

fer his attributes to nature, which

is, in their eyes, the mother of all,

the sole existence, and the supreme

good. This pantheism, which con-

fuses all things in extricable chaos,

spirit with matter, thought with

sensation, the infinite with the finite,

destroying the very elements of

reason, and taking from language
its essential meaning, has infected

all non-Catholic thought in Ger-

many. When we descend from the

misty heights of speculation, we find

pantheistic paganism in the idola-

try of science and culture, which

have taken the place of dogma and

morality. It is held to be an axiom

that man is simply a product of

nature, who knows herself in him
as she feels herself in the animal.

The formulas in which the thought
is clothed are of minor importance.
In the ultimate analysis we find in

all the conflicting schools of Ger-

man infidelity this sentiment, how-

ever widely its expression may vary :

that nature is supreme, and there

is no God beside. The cosmos, in-

stead of a personal God, is the ulti-

mate fact beyond which science

professes to be unable to proceed ;

and therefore the duality of ends,

aims, and results which underlies

the Christian conception of the

universe must necessarily disappear.
There is no longer God and the

world, spirit and matter, good and

evil, heaven and hell
;
there is not

even man and the brute. There is

only the cosmos, which is one
;
and

from this it necessarily follows that

the distinction between the spirit-

ual and the temporal power is un-

real and should cease to be recog-
nized.

Now, here we have discovered

the very germ from which the whole
Prussian persecution has sprung.
In the last analysis it rests upon the

assumption that the spiritual power
has no right to exist, since the

truths upon which it was supposed
to be based as God, the soul, and a

future life are proven to be myths.
Hence the state is the only auto-

nomy, and to claim authority not

derived from it is treason. Thus
the struggle now going on in Prussia

is for life or death. It rages around
the very central citadel of the soul

and of all religion. The Catholics

of Germany are to-day contending
for what the Christians of the first

centuries died the right to live.

To understand this better it will be

well to consider for a moment the

attributes of the state in pagan
Greece and Rome.

Hellenic religion, in its distinc-

tive forms, had its origin in the

deification of nature and of man
as her crowning work, and both

were identified with the state.

Hence religitm was hero-worship ;

the good man was the good citizen,

the saint was the successful warrior

who struck terror into the enemies
of his country, and thus the reli-

gious feeling was confounded with

the patriotic spirit. To be a true

citizen of the state, it was neces-
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sary to profess the national reli-

gion; and to be loyal to the state

was to be true to its protecting

gods. The highest act of reli

- the invader or to

die gloriously on the battle-field.

Indeed, in paganism we find no

idea of a non-national religion.

The 'ate, whether imperial,

monarchical, or republican, was es-

sentially tyrannical, wholly incom-

patible with freedom as understood

in Christian society. To be free

was to be, soul and body, the slave

of the state. Plato gives to his

ideal Republic unlimited power to

control the will of the individual,

to direct all his thoughts and ac-

tions, to model and shape his whole

life. He merges the family and its

privileges into the state and its

rights, gives the government abso-

lute authority in the education of

its subjects, and even places the

propagation of the race under state

supervision.
The pagan state was also es-

sentially military, recognizing no

rights except those which it had
not the power to violate. Now, the

preaching of Christ was in direct

contradiction to this whole theory
of government. He declared that

God and the soul have rights as

well as Coesar, and proclaimed the

higher law which affirms that man
has a destiny superior to that of

being a citizen of any state, how-
ever glorious ;

which imposes upon
him duties that transcend the

of all human authority.
Thus religion became the supreme
law of life, and the recognition of
the indefeasible rights of con-
science gave to man citizenship in

a kingdom not of this world. It,

in runs .in,; his duly
as well as his privilege to obey first

the laws of this supernatural king-

dom, and to insist upon this divine

obligation, even though the whole
world should iim.

This teaching of Christ at once
lifted religion above the control of

the state, and, cutting loose tin-

bonds of servitude which had made
it national and narrow, declared it

catholic, of the whole earth and
for all men. He sent his apostles,
not to the Jew, or the Greek, or

the Gentile, but to all the nan
and in his church he recognized no
distinction of race or social condi-

tion the slave was like the free-

man, the beggar like the king.
This doctrine, the most benefi-

cent and humanitarian that the

world has ever heard, brought forth

from the oblivion of ages the all-

forgotten truth of the brotherhood
of the race, and raised man to a

level on which paganism was not

able even, to contemplate him
; pro-

claiming that man, for being simply
man, irrespective of race, nation-

ality, or condition, is worthy of

honor and reverence. Now, it was

precisely this catholic and non-na-
tional character of the religion of

Christ which brought it into con-

flict with the pagan state. The
Christians, it was held, could not

be loyal citizens of the empirp, be-

cause they did not profess the reli-

gion of the empire, and refused to

sacrifice to the divinity of Cnesar.

They were traitors, because in those

things which concerned faith they
were resolved not to recognize on
the part of the state any right to

interfere
;
and therefore were they

cast into prison, thrown to the wild

beasts in the Amphitheatre, and de-

voured under the approving eyes
of the worshippers of the emperor's

divinity. This history is repeating
itself in Prussia to-day.
M n>v causes have, within the

present century, helped to strength-
en the national feeling in Germany.
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The terrible outrages and humilia-

tions inflicted upon her by the piti-

less soldiers of the first Napoleon
made it evident that the common
safety required that the bonds of

brotherhood among the peoples of

the different German states should
be drawn tighter. The develop-
ment of a national literature also

helped to foster a longing for na-

tional unity. In the XVIIth, and
even down to nearly the end of the

XVTIIth, century, French influence,

extending from the courts of prin-
ces to the closets of the learned,

gave tone to both literature and

politics.

Leibnitz wrote in French or Latin,

and Frederick the Great strove to

forget his own tongue, that he might
learn to speak French with idiomatic

purity an accomplishment which

lie never acquired.
As there was no German litera-

ture, the national feeling lacked one

of its most powerful stimulants.

JSut in the latter half of the XVIIIth

century, and during the first half

of the XlXth, a literature rich, pro-

found, thoroughly German, the crea-

tion of some of the highest names
in the world of letters, came into

existence, and was both a cause

and an effect of the national awak-

ening. Goethe especially did much,

by the absolute ascendency which

he acquired in the literature of his

country, to unify and harmonize the

national mind.

Still, a thousand interests and

jealousies, local and dynastic, old

prescriptive rights, and a constitu-

tional slowness and sluggishness in

the Germanic temperament, stood

in the way of a united fatherland,

and had to be got rid of or over-

come by force before the dream of

the nationalists could become a

reality.

Prussia, founded by rapine, built

up and strengthened by war and

conquest, has always been a heart-

less, self-seeking state. The young-
est of the great European states,

and for a long time one of the most

inconsiderable, she has gradually

grown to be the first military power
of the world. Already, in the time

of Frederick the Great, she was the

formidable rival of Austria in the

contest for the hegemony of the

other German states. This strug-

gle ended, in 1866, in the utter de-

feat of Austria on the field of Sa-

dowa. Hanover, Saxony, Hesse-

Cassel, and other minor principa-
lities were at once absorbed by
Prussia, who, besides greatly in-

creasing her strength, thus became
the champion of German unity.
But German unity was a menace
to France, who could not possibly
maintain her preponderance in

European affairs in the presence of

a united Germany. Hence the ir-

repressible conflict between France
and Prussia, which ended in the

catastrophe of Sedan.
The King of Prussia became the

Emperor of Germany, and German
national pride and enthusiasm
reached a degree bordering on

frenzy.

By a remarkable coincidence the

Franco-Prussian war broke out at

the very moment when the dogma
of Papal infallibility was defined,
and immediately after the capitula-
tion of Sedan, Victor Emaii'iel took

possession of Rome. The Pope-
was without temporal power a

prisoner indeed. The feeling against
the newly-defined dogma was es-

pecially strong in Germany, where
the systematic warfare carried on

by the Janus party against the

Vatican Council had warped the

public mind. France, the eldest

daughter of the church, was lying,

bleeding and crushed, at the feet of
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the conqueror. The time seemed
io have arrived when the bond
which united the Catholics of Ger-

many with the Pope, and through
him with the church universal,

might easily be broken.

The defection of DOllinger and
other rationalistic professors, as

well as the attitude of many of the

German bishops in the council, and
the views which they had expressed
with regard to the probable results

of a definition of the infallibility of

the Pope, tended to confirm those

who controlled the policy of the

new empire in the opinion that there

would be no great difficulty in form-

ing the Catholics of Germany into

a kind of national religious body
wholly subject to the state, even in

matters of faith. If we add to this

the fact that the infidels of our day
have a kind of superstition which
leads them to think that all religious

faith has grown 'weak, and that those

who believe are for the most part

hypocritical, insincere, and by no
means anxious to suffer for con-

science' sake, we shall be able to

understand how Bismarck, who is

utterly indifferent to all religion,
and who believes in nothing ex-

i-ept the omnipotence of the state,

should have persuaded himself to

destroy the religious freedom which
had come to be considered the

common property of Christendom.

Already, in the month of August
immediately following the close of

the war with France, we find the

Northern German press, which ob-

liously obeys his orders, begin-

ning to throw out hints that Rome
had always been the enemy of Ger-

many ; that her claims were incom-

patible with the rights of the state

and hurtful to the national develop-
ment

;
and that, in presence of the

newly-defined dogma of Papal in-

fallibility, the necessity of resist-

ing her ever-increasing encroac h-

nirnls upon the domain of the civil

authority had become imptratise
The watchword given by the official

press was everywhere re-echoed by
the organs of both infidel and Pro-

testant opinion, and it at once be-

came evident that the German Km-

pire intended to make war on the

Catholic Church.

There was yet another end to be

subserved by the persecution of the

church. Bismarck made no secret

of his fears of a democratic move-
ment in Germany after the excite-

ment of the French campaign had

died away, and he hoped to avert

this danger by inflaming the religi-

ous prejudices of the infidel and
Protestant population.
On the 8th of July, 1871, the

Catholic department in the Ministry
of Public Worship was abolished,
and the government openly lent its

influence to the Old Catholic move-
ment.

According to the Prussian consti-

tution, religious instruction in the

gymnasia is obligatory ;
but where

a portion or all of the students were

Catholics, the state recognized that

their religious instructors should

not be appointed until they had
received the approbation of the

bishop. Dr. Wollmann, who had for

a long time held the office of

teacher of religion in the Catholic

gymnasium of Braunsberg, aposta-
tized after the Vatican Council, and

was, in consequence, suspended
from the exercise of the priestly
office by his bishop, who declared

that, since Wollmann had left the

church, he could no longer be con-
sidered a suitable religious instruc-

tor of Catholic youth. Von Milhler,
the Minister of Public Worship,
refused to remove Wollmann ; and
since religious instruction is com-

pulsory, the pupils who could not in
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conscience attend his classes were

forced to leave the school.

This act of Von Miihler was in

open violation of the Prussian con-

stitution, which expressly recogniz-
ed in the Catholic Church the right

cf directing the religious instruction

of its members.
To require that Catholics should

send their children to the lessons

of an excommunicated priest was

to trample upon the most sacred

rights of conscience. By declaring,

as in this case, that those who re-

jected the dogma of infallibility

were true Catholics, the German

government plainly showed that it

intended to assume the competency
of deciding in all matters of faith,

and consequently to wholly ignore
the existence of any religious au-

thority distinct from that of the

state.

Bismarck's next move was not

less arbitrary or tyrannical. He

proposed to the Federal Council

and Reichstag a law against what

was termed the abuse of the pulpit,

by which the office of preaching
should be placed under the super-

vision of the police.

This law, which was passed by a

feeble majority, was simply a re-

newal of the attempt to suppress

Christianity made by the Jewish
Council in Jerusalem when the

apostles first began to preach in

the name of Jesus, without asking

permission of the rulers of the peo-

ple :

" But that it may be no fur-

ther spread among the people, let

us threaten them, that they speak
no more in this name to any man.

And calling them, they charged
them not to speak at all, nor teach

in the name of Jesus
"

(Acts iv.

17,18).
The injustice of this law was

very well shown by the Saxon

member of the Federal Council,

who pointed out the fact that, whilst

liberty of speech was denied to

Catholic priests, socialists and in-

fidels were permitted every day to

attack the very foundations of all

government and civilization.

This, however, is but the neces-

sary consequence of the theory of

the state-God. To preach in the

name of any other God is treason;

whereas atheism is the correlative

of the omnipotence of the govern-
ment. That the present tendency
in Germany is to put the nation

in the place of God is expressly

recognized by the Allgemcinc Erang.
Lutli. Kirchcnzeitung, which is the

organ of orthodox Lutheranism.

These are its words :

" For the

dogmatic teaching of Christianity

they hope to substitute the nation-

al element. The national idea will

form the germ of the new religion

of the empire. We have already-

seen the emblems which foresha-

dow the manner in which this new

worship is to be organized. In-

stead of the Christian festivals, they
will celebrate the national memo-

ries, and will call to the churches

the masses to whom the road is no

longer known. Have we not seen,

on the anniversary of Sedan, the

eidolon of the emperor placed upon
the altar, whilst the pulpit was

surrounded with the busts of the

heroes of the war ?

"
During eight days they wove

crowns of oak-leaves and the church

was filled
;
whilst out of ten thou-

sand parishioners, scarcely a dozen

can be got together to listen to the

word of God. Such is the religion

of the future church of the empire.

Little more is needed to revive the

ancient worship of the Roman em-

perors ; and if the history of Ger-

many is to be reduced to this duel

between the church of the emperor
and that of the Pope, we must see
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on which side tiie Lutherans will

stand."

The next attack on the church

was made under cover of an enact-

ment on the inspection of public
>ols. A project of law was pre-

sented to the House of Deputies,

excluding all priests from the in-

spection of schools, and at the same
time obliging them to undertake

this office whenever asked to do so

by the state authorities. This latter

clause was, however, so openly unjust
that it was rejected by the House.
Jin!, the law, even as it stands, is

a virtual denial that Catholic schools

have any right to exist at all, and is

an evidence that the German Em-
pire intends to destroy Christian

faith by establishing an atheistic

-\ stem of popular education.

And now war was declared against
the Je*Uts. The Congress of the Old

Catholics, which met at Munich in

September, 1871, had passed violent

resolutions against the order; and
later the Old Catholic Committee at

Cologne presented a petition against
the Jesuits to the imperial Parlia-

ment.

The debate was opened in the

month of May, 1872. A project
of law, restricting the liberties of

:ious orders, and especially di-

rected against the Society of Jesus,
was brought before the Federal

Council and accepted by a large

majority. When it came before

the imperial Parliament, amend-
ments were added rendering it still

more harsh and tyrannical. The
r was to be shut out from the

empire, its houses to be closed,

ts were to be expelled,
and the German members of the

tv were to be confined to cer-

tain districts; and the execution of
i'ie- is to be entrusted
to the Federal Council.

On the 4th of July the law receiv-

ed the approval of the emperor, and
on the 5th it was promulga'
Thus in the most arbitrary man-

ner, without any legal pn <

hundreds of German citizen

whom there was not t itest

proof of guilt, were deprived of all

rights and expelled from their coun-

try. Besides, the measure was

cd upon the most ignorant miscon-

ception of the real condition of the

church, and was therefore neces-

sarily ineffective. The religious
orders and the secular priest!!
do not represent opposite tendencies
in the church; their aims are iden-

tical, and, in our day at least, the

secular priests are as zealous, as ac-

tive, and as efficient as the members
of the religious orders.

What end, then, was to be gained
by expelling the Jesuits, whilst de-

voted and faithful priests were left

to minister to the Catholic pec
whose faith had been roused by this

scandalous persecution ofmen whom
they knew to be guilty of no crime

except that of loving Jesus Christ

and his church ? The blow struck

at the Jesuits was, in truth, aimed at

the church, and this the bishops,

priests, and entire Catholic people
of Germany at once recognized.

They saw now, since even the possi-

bility of doubting was no longer
left to them, that the German Em-
pire had declared open war against
the church; and Bismarck, seeing
that his half-way measures had de-

ceived no one, resolved to adopt a

policy of open violence. With 'this

view a new minister of Public Wor-

ship was appointed in the person
of Dr. Falk, who drew up the plan
of the famous Four Church Laws to

which he has given his name, and
which was adopted on the nth of

May, 1873.
In virtue of these laws which

it is unnecessary to transcribe in
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full the state arrogates the right
of appointing to all ecclesiastical of-

fices, since the government claims

authority to approve or annul all

nominations made by the bishops;
and the President of the Province

{Oberpraesidenf) is bound to inter-

dict the exercise of any religious
function to ecclesiastics appointed
without his consent. The bishop
who makes an appointment to the

cure of souls without the consent
of the civil authority is fined from
two hundred to one thousand tha-

lers ; and the priest who, appoint-
ed in this way, exercises spiritual

functions, is visited with a propor-
tionate fine. This is an attem.pt
to change the very nature of the

church
;

it is a denial of its righ.t

to exist at all.

The third of these laws creates

the
"
Royal Court of Justice for Ec-

clesiastical Affairs," which claims

and possesses by act of Parliament
die right to reform all disciplinary
decisions made by the bishops in

relation to the ecclesiastics under
their jurisdiction. This same court
has by law the right to depose any
ecclesiastic whose conduct the gov-
ernment may see fit to consider in-

compatible with public order.

The Pope is interdicted from the

exercise of disciplinary power with-

in the territory of the Prussian

monarchy.
The state takes control of the edu-

cation of the young men destined to

the priesthood. It requires them to

pass the arbiturienten-examen in a

German gymnasium, and then to

devote three years to the study of

theology in a German university,

during which time they are not to

be permitted to live in an episco-

pal seminary; and thereafter they
are to pass a public examination be-

fore the state officials. All educa-

tional establishments for the clergy,

especially all kinds of seminaries,

are placed under the superintend-
ence of the government, and those

which refuse to submit to this su-

pervision are to be closed. The
education of priests, the fitness of

candidates for holy orders, ap-

pointments to the cure of souls,

the infliction of ecclesiastical cen-

sures, the soundness of the faith of

the clergy, are, in the new German
Empire, matters to be regulated by
the police.

This is not a struggle between

Catholicity and Protestantism
;

it

is a battle between the Atheist State

and the Kingdom of God. The
Protestant Church in Germany
does not alarm Bismarck, because
it is feeble and has no independent

organization, since its ministers

are appointed and ruled by the em-

peror, and it is also well under-
stood that very few of them have

any faith in positive religion.
But the- orthodox Protestants

of Germany thoroughly understand
that the attempt to crush the Ca-
tholic Church is meant to be a fatal

blow at the vital principle of all re-

ligion. This is rectfgnized by the

AUgemeiae Evang. Luth. Kirchen-

zt'itit/ig in the article from which
we have already quoted.

"
It is

a common remark," says this

organ of orthodox Lutheran ism,
"
that the blows struck at the

Church of Rome will tell with re-

doubled force against the evangeli-
cal church. But what is meant to

injure, only helps the Roman
Church. There she stands, more

compact than ever, and the world is

amazed at beholding her strength.
Once the word of the Monk of Wit-

tenberg made her tremble, but to-day
the blows of power make her stron-

ger. Let us beware of illusion
;

it is

certain that in the Protestant North

of Germany there has grown up a
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public opinion on the Church of

Rome which provokes the respect

even of the liberals. We have

enough to do, they say, to fight the

socialists; it is time to leave the

Catholic bishops in peace."

TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT MONTH.

THE VEIL WITHDRAWN.

TRANSLATED, BY PERMISSION, FROM THE FRENCH OF MME. CRAVEN, AUTHOR OF " A SISTER'S STORV,'
" FLEU RANGE," ETC.

XXVI.

A MONO the amusements of the

Carnival, there was one in which I

was not in the least tempted to take

part that of the /><// masqitt, Orj

it was called, the Festino di San

Carlo. I ought to remark here,

however, that it was with respect
to this amusement, above, all, Na-

ples differed from Paris. There
was no resemblance between the

bals masques at San Carlo and those

given at the opera in Paris. No
virtuous or even prudent woman, I

imagine, would think of venturing
to attend the latter

;
whereas at San

C.-irlo it was not only common to

find married women of rank, but

even young ladies under their mo-
thers' protection as at any other

ball. They wore their masks awhile,

amusing themselves, if they had the

turn, with mystifying their friends;

then, at a certain hour, several

rooms having been formed by

uniting a number of boxes, and illu-

minated, they all laid aside their

masks, and the various coteries, in

groups of ten, fifteen, or twenty
ons, took supper together I

( ertainly do not pretend to deny
(my story itself would forbid it)

that the opportunity of profiting by
this disguise, in order to pass the

evening in a less inoffensive manner,
was not made use of bv more than

one of the company. It could not

be otherwise, perhaps, in a place

wll.ere this kind of folly reigns, even

in a mitigated form. I only wi>li

to describe its general character at

that time.

I had not, however, the least

inclination to attend. The very

thought of wearing a mask wa

pugnant to me, and to see anybodv
else with one on caused me a kind

of fear. Besides, I never could un-

derstand what pleasure was to be

found in a mystery of this kind,

which always seemed childish and

trivial, if not culpable and danger-
ous. I had neither the faculty of

disguising my voice nor of making
use of the jargon that constitutes

the spirit of a bal masque. I there-

fore flatly refused to join a party
of twenty persons who were to at-

tend the Festino on Jeuiii-Gras, and.

after participating for awhile in the

amusements of the ball-room, were
to take supper together.

Stella had neither my repugnance
nor my incapacity. She knew how
to play the part of another with

grace and skill, and had been urged,
as well as I, to join this merry par-

ty ; but she denied herself the plea-
suie in order to attend a family

supper with her aged relatives and
their friends, and we decided with
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mutual accord that our amusement
for the day should be confined to

that which awaited us on my aunt's

balcony on the Toledo.

The hour came at last, and found
us under arms that is to say, our
laces protected by a kind of visor

of wire netting, and all of us, ex-

cept my aunt, dressed in such a

way as not to fear the clouds of

flour we were to face, as well as the

missiles which, under the name of

coiifi'lli, were fearful to encounter,
and had nothing sweet about them
but the name. Some carried their

precaution so far as to prepare a

costume dc liataille expressly for the

occasion. Of this number were
Teresina and Mariuccia, who, at

I.ando's suggestion, had provided
themselves with dresses of white

cotton ornamented with bows of

rose-colored ribbon, which enabled

them to encounter the showers of

missiles, and were so becoming that

they looked like two of Watteau's

shepherdesses. But my aunt dis-

dained this mixture of elegance and

economy. She did not give a

thought to what was to take place
in the street

;
her whole mind was

absorbed in what was to occur in

her drawing-room. Regardless of

danger, she put on a dress of yellow
silk of the brightest shade, and set

off her chignon and false braids with

a cap adorned with poppies and

corn-flowers, above which was fas-

tened a bow of red ribbon, which
streamed like a flag from the sum-
mit of a tower. This display was
intended to do honor to the visitors

who merely came for their own
convenience. For the most part,

they only entered her house with

an eye to her balcony : but in order

to obtain access to it, they were

obliged to pass through the draw-

ing-room, where Donna Clelia her-

self was stationed to arrest the pas-

sers-by and exact a tribute of polite-
ness no one could refuse, and which,

brought to such close terms, every
one liberally paid. Never had she,

therefore, in a single day reaped a

like harvest of new and distinguish-
ed acquaintances ; never had she

received at once so great a number
of desirable invitations, for could

they do otherwise than requite hos-

pitality with hospitality? My aunt

thus had at the beginning of the

day one hour of happiness without

alloy !

At length the battle began in

earnest. To those who have taken

part in such combats it is useless

to describe the enthusiasm and mad-
ness which every one ends by mani-

festing; to those who have not had
the experience it is equally useless

to try to give an idea of it. It must
be acknowledged, however, that the

first volley of confetti is by no
means very amusing to the recipi-

ent, and he is tempted to withdraw

ill-humoredly from what seems at

first mere rough, childish sport.
Then he endeavors to defend him-
self by retaliating. By degrees the

ardor of combat is awakened
;
he

yields to it, he grows furious, and
for hours sometimes he persists in

returning volley for volley, unmind-
ful of fatigue, and regardless of tl:e

blows he receives. One thing is

hurled after another hard confet-

ti, fragile eggs, flour, sugar-plums,
flowers, and immense bouquets. . .

If the ammunition fails, he throws
out of the window whatever comes
to hand. He would rather throw
himself out than g*ive up the con-
test !

This sport had been going on for

an hour, and we were still in full

glee, when the Venetian gondola
made its appearance in the street.

It was welcomed with shouts and
cries of applause from the crowd.
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In fact, nothing so splendid of this

kind had 6erbeen seen before. It

came slowly along, stopping under

r\ery balcony. When it arrived

ire mirs, it remained along time,

and a furious combat took place.

Notwithstanding the visor that con-

cealed l.oren/.o's face, I easily re-

! him by his slender, stately

form. Lando and Mario looked

very well also, but Lorenzo surpass-

ed them all by the grace and case

with which he wore his costume, as

well as the skill with which he threw

his bouquets to the precise spot he

aimed at. lie s.oon recognized me
likewise, and threw me a bunch of

roses ! . . .

Alas! those withered roses. I pre-

served them a long time in memory
of a day that was to end in so

strange a manner ! . . .

Alter the gondola had gone en-

tirely out of sight, I concluded to

leave the balcony, in order to take

some rest while awaiting the return

of the brilliant masquerade. This

would not be till nightfall, when
the gondola was to be illuminated

throughout. I had therefore nearly
an hour before me in which to

repair my strength. But when I

entered the drawing-room, I was

frightened at the sight which met

my eyes. My poor aunt's brilliant

toilet had undergone the most dis-

astrous consequences possible to

imagine, and I found her so cov-

d with flour and blood that 1

scarcely recognized her!

In this kind of war, as in all others,

nothing is more dangerous than to

attract the attention of the enemy.
A li.it, a ribbon, any dress whatever
the le.ist remarkable in its color, in-

stantly becomes the object of uni-

versal aim. It seems Donna Clelia,

after Welcoming her company in the

drawing-room, was tempted to go
and see in her turn what was taking

place on the battle-field ;
but no soon-

er had she stepped her foot on the

balcony, no sooner were her poppies

visible, and her red ribbon

to wave in the air, than from e'.

balcony, every window, in the neigh-

borhood, there fell on her head such

a hail-storm of missiles of all kinds

that, in a second, not only had her

flowers, ribbons, and chignon disap-

peared under a thick layer of flour,

but, having neglected to provide her-

self with a visor, she had been struck

in the very middle of the face by
some of the confttti I have spoken

of, which are merely hard balls of

plaster in the centre. No one per-

ceived this in the ardor of the com-

bat, no one left the ntflie to go to

her assistance, and she was still in

the arm-chair where slie had thrown

herself, stunned by the violence of

the attack ! . . .

I sprang towards hor, and hasten-

ed to bathe her face with cold water.

I then saw it was only her nose

(a somewhat prominent feature in

her face) that had suffered a slight

contusion, though sufficient to in-

undate her laces and yellow dress

with blood, so that the damage they

sustained, as well as her head-dress,
was irreparable ! . . .

But in the midst of all this my
aunt remained cool and courageous.
Like a general wounded on the day
of victory, she smiled at the result

of her rashness, and, while I was

ministering to her wants, she ex-

claimed :

"
It is nothing ;

no matter ! Thanks,
Ginevrina mia ! Clic l>cl <lirfrtimento!

I never passed such a day in my
life ! . . Do you know, the Duch-
essa di L lias invited me to play
la pignatti

*
at her house a week from

Sunday. And then the gentleman

*A childish amusement jesortcd to the evening
of the first Sunday in Lent, as a kind of supplement
to the Carnival.
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with H.R.H., the Count of Syra-

cuse, has promised to get me
an invitation to one of the amateur
comedies. And the gondola what
do you say to that? Didn't your
husband look handsome enough for

you ? . . . How simpatico that Lor-

enzo is! ... Ah! figlia mia, the

\ladonna has done well for you ! . . .

I hope she will think of us some

day! ..."

My aunt rambled on in this way
while I was trying to repair her

disordered attire, after dressing her

wounds. This took some time
;

but I still hesitated about leaving

her, though she begged me to re-

turn to the balcony and not trouble

myself any more about her. I

obeyed her at last
;
but this inter-

ruption had put an end to my en-

thusiastic gayety, and, when I re-

turned to my place, I no longer
felt any disposition to resume the

sport I found so amusing only a

short time before. Besides, it was

growing dusk and the combat was

slackening, though the noise and
confusion in the street increased as

the time approached for the return

of the gondola. While I was thus

standing motionless in the obscu-

rity of on'e corner of the balcony
where we were assembled, I sud-

denly heard some words from the

adjoining balcony of the next

house that attracted my attention :

" Valenzano must be fabulously

rich, but he is going to ruin at full

speed, the dear duke."
" In the first place, he is really

very wealthy," was the reply;
" and

when he gains his lawsuit in Sicily,

he will be the richest man in this

part of Italy. I do not consider

his entertaining company, however

distinguished it may be, or giving
his pretty wife a new set of orna-

ments now and then, or throwing

away a few hundred dollars as he

has done to-day, as an extrava-

gance that will ruin a man of his

means."
"
No, of course not, if that were

all."

"What else is there? ... He
used to play high, but they say he
never touches a card now."
The other speaker burst into a

loud laugh, and, after a moment's

silence, resumed in a lower tone :

" He no longer plays in company,
but I assure you Qui a l/u boira

and Qui a jout jouera. I should
be satisfied with an income equal
to what he spends in one evening
at lansquenet or baccara since he

stopped playing whist and /carte in

the drawing-rooms to which he ac-

companies the duchess."

Their voices grew still lower, and
the few words I heard were so in-

distinct that I only caught the fol-

lowing :

"
But as there is no doubt as to

the result of the lawsuit in Sicily,
there is no danger of a catastro-

phe."
At that moment the uproar in the

street became deafening. Shouts
and wild applause announced the

approach of the gondola, and re-

doubled in proportion to its near-

ness. It really presented a fairy-
like appearance. It was lit up
with a thousand lamps of all colors,
and from time to time brilliant

rockets were sent up, casting a mo-
mentary gleam over the crowd, and
then vanishing, leaving everything
in obscurity except the dazzling gon-
dola, which proceeded slowly along
without stopping this time beneath
the balconies. No confetti or flow-

ers were thrown
;
the combat was

over. It was now merely a magni-
ficent picturesque spectacle. I saw
Lorenzo again, and more distinctly
than before, for he had taken off

his visor; but he could not see me
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in the obscurity of our balcony.
He w.is standing in a group on the

deck of the gondola as it went by.

They were all dressed in Venetian

costumes, which produced an ex-

tremely picturesque effect. It was

like a living representation of one

of Paul Veronese's paintings. I

could not take my eyes off so bril-

liant and extraordinary a spectacle,
and the gondola had gone some
distance when I suddenly saw Lo-
renzo (it was really he ; I should

have known him, even if his face

had not at that moment been turn-

ed towards the bright light) rapid-

ly ascend the light staging at one
end of the gondola, holding in his

hand a small bunch of jasmine tied

with a white ribbon, which, when
he arrived at the top, he threw to-

wards a window in which gleamed
a little light. ... It reached its

destination. The window imme-

diately closed, the light disappeared,
and Lorenzo descended and was
lost in the crowd that thronged the

gondola. All this took place so

quickly that I could hardly account
for the attention with which I

watched this little evolution and
the degree of vexation it caused me.

I.oren/.o, in the course of the day,
had thrown more than a hundred

bouquets of the same kind. Why

was I more curious to know the

destination of this one than I had
been of the rest ? ]>ut fatigue and
the deafening noise rendered me
incapable of reflecting any length
of time on what I had just witiv

ed and what I had heard on the

balcony. There was almost im-

mediately a general confusion, for

the return of the gondola was the

signal for dispersing. I remained
till the last to ascertain the condi-

tion of my aunt after her accident,

and did not leave her till she had

promised to go to bed and let the

baroness, who willingly accepted
the charge, accompany her daugh-
ters to the Festino at midnight.

Having returned home, 1 likewise

returned to my room, where I threw

myself on a sofa, exhausted with fa-

tigue. Lorenzo returned at a later

hour. He came up to my room,

spoke affectionately, advised me to

take some repose, and inquired if

I had absolutely decided not to go
to San Carlo. I replied that, even
if I had intended going, I should be

obliged to give it up now. He did

not insist, and my eyes were already

beginning to close when he embraced

me, as he was going away, and said :

"Till to-morrow, Ginevra; for the

Festino will not be over till daylight,

you know."

XXVII.

I slept as the young do when suf-

fering from unusual fatigue that is

to say, with a sleep so profound that,

when I awoke, 1 had no idea of the

lateness of the hour or where I was,

and 1 felt as completely rested as if

I had slept the entire night. The
sound of carriage-wheels on the gra-
vel of the avenue facing my room
had roused me from my slumbers,
and I now heard steps and the sound
of voices in a subdued tone in the

chamber adjoining mine. My door
soon opened, and Ottavia entered,

moving cautiously, as if she suppos-
ed me asleep. But as soon as I

spoke, I heard a silvery laugh be-

hind her, and, to my great surprise,
Stella made her appearance. She
had on a black domino with the

hood thrown back, and in her hand
she held two masks and another

domino like her own.
" You see I was right, Ottavia," she
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exclaimed.
"

I was sure we should

find her awake, and, what is still bet-

ter, she is dressed ! That is fortu-

nate ! Now, Ginevra, you must ab-

solutely consent to indulge in the

pleasure of spending an hour with me
at San Carlo only an hour ! Here,
look at the clock

;
it is half-past

twelve. I promise to bring you back

before two to continue the fine nap
I have disturbed."

I rubbed my eyes and looked at

her, without comprehending a thing
she proposed.

"Come, come, Ginevra!" she

continued, "wake up, I tell you,
and listen to what I say. In the

first place, you must know we have
had no supper or company at our
house to-night. My uncle had an
attack of the gout and went to bed
at nine o'clock, and I played cards

with my aunt till midnight. But

just as \ve were both going to our

rooms, she all at once remembered

perhaps touched by my good-humor
how much she used to enjoy going

to the Fcslini, and told me, of her

own accord, it was not too late to

go, if I knew of any friend to accom-

pany me. It occurred to me at once,

Ginevra, it would be very amusing
for you to go and quiz il Signor
Duca a little. He is absolutely
sure you are in bed fast asleep.
You can tell him a thousand things

nobody knows but yourselves, which
will set him wild with amazement
and curiosity. You can acknow-

ledge everything to-morrow, and he
will be the first to declare it an ex-

cellent joke. As for me, I am not

sorry to have an opportunity of tell-

ing your august brother a few truths

in return for certain remarks about

my exuberant gayety and levity not

quite to my liking. . . . Come,
come, Ginevra, we must not lose

any time. Consent, and I will tell

you the rest on the way."

It is useless to enumerate the ad-

ditional arguments she used. The
result was, she not only triumphed
over my repugnance, but she suc-

ceeded in exciting a lively desire to

meet Lorenzo in disguise. It seem-
ed to me I could say many things I

should not dare breathe a word of
to his face, and I could thus relieve

my mind of the two or three inci-

dents that had troubled it within

twenty-four hours.

Stella saw I was ready to yield.
"
Quick ! quick ! Ottavia, help me

to put on her domino, and above

all, put back her hair so it cannot
be seen. The least curl peeping
out of her hood would be sufficient

to betray her. Now, let us see
;

as

we shall have to separate on enter-

ing the hall, we must wear some-

thing 'not too conspicuous which
will enable us to find each other in

the crowd of black dominos. Let
me hunt for something."

She looked around, and soon dis-

covered a large basket, in which
remained a number of small bou-

quets tied with ribbons of all colors,

prepared for the contests that morn-

ing.
" The very thing," said she. And

while Ottavia was executing her
orders and concealing my hair,
Stella selected two small bunches
of flowers, one tied with red, and
the other with white, ribbon.

"
Nothing could be better," said

she.
" The flowers are alike

; the

ribbons alone different. Look ! see

where I have put my badge. Here
is yours. Put it in the same place,
on the left side near the shoulder."

But when I saw that the little

bouquet she gave me was of jasmin?
tied witli a w/iite ribbon, the emotion
I felt was extreme. I did not mani-

fest it, however, for I knew if I

told Stella the reason, she would
burst into laughter, and ask if I was
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going to worry myself about all the

; my husband had thrown

by the do/.cn that day upon all the

balconies on the Toledo, and if I

intended to bring him to an account

for them. I therefore made no

comment on this singular coinci-

dence
;
but while I was fastening

the bouquet on, as Stella had di-

il, 1 uldenly recollected, I

know not hy, it was by giving Lo-

renzo a sprig of jasmine I pledged
i to be his for life !

Having completed my prepara-
tions with the exception of my
mask, which 1 carried in my hand
to put mi at the last moment, I

drew up my hood and followed

Stella, escorted to the foot of the

staircase by my good old Ottavia,

who, though accustomed to the

follies of the Carnival, shook her

head as she saw me depart, and
looked at me with a more anxious

expression than usual. Was she

thinking of the evening when she

saw me set out for my first ball of

tearful memory? Did she recall

my mother's anxiety ? And did

she remember to beg her to watch
over her child and pray for her,

as she did then ? . . .

As we approached San Carlo, I

was again seized with fear, and re-

gretted having yielded to Stella's

entreaties.
" What will become of us alone

in the crowd with no one to protect
us ?" said I.

''Our masks are a sufficient pro-
tection, especially to-night. There
will be so large a number of ladies

of rank at the Festino that no one
will venture to say a word to us

that surpasses the bounds of plea-

santry. There would be too much
danger o ing some one who
would resent it. As to our masks,

you need not be anxious. The
rules of the bah masque's absolutely

forbid any one's touching them, and

these rules are r n by
those who do not i \\\ other.

But, apropos of masks, it is tim

put yours on."

I still hesitated. But at last, as

I was cm the point of descending
from the carriage, I decided to

fasten my mask on, and I trem-

blingly followed Stella, or rather.

she took my arm and drew me

along.

My first feeling, on finding my-
self in such a crowd, was one of

inexpressible terror. I was seized

with an invincible embarrassment
and a sensation of suffocation so

painful that it was with all the diffi-

culty in the world I kept myself
from tearing off the mask that

seemed to hinder me from breath-

ing. But Stella laughingly encour-

aged me in a whisper, and by de-

grees I became accustomed to the

deafening sound of the music, the

exclamations and resonant voices

on every side, as well as the sight
of the dominos and masks of all

colors in circulation around us.

She led me on some distance, cau-

tioning me in a low tone to make
no reply, and making none herself,

to the observations here and there

addressed the two "
fair masks "

who were gliding through the

crowd. At length we came to a

pillar, against which we leaned,

and she whispered :

" Let this place be our rendez-

vous. You will certainly see Lo-

renzo pass by in a few moments.
As for me, I do not see your brother

anywhere, but yonder is Landolfo.

I will amuse myself by talking
nonsense with him. Do not be

afraid, and, above all, do not lose

your badge, or I shall be unabl

find you. I will be careful of mine

also. If I arrive here first, I will wait

for you. You must do the same.''
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She disappeared as she uttered

these words, and I stood still for

some minutes, looking around with

uneasiness and terror caused by
the impossibility of persuading my-
self I was not seen and recognized

by everybody. But after three or

four gentlemen of my acquaintance

passed by with a mere glance of in-

difference, I began to take courage,
and finally became sufficiently cool

to consider what I should do and
the means of attaining my object.

I began by looking around on all

sides, but for some time it was in

vain. I could not see Lorenzo

anywhere, and had decided to leave

my post in order to search for him
in some other part of the hall, when
all at once I saw him some distance

off, coming in my direction. He
was walking slowly along, looking
around with a certain attention, as

if he was also in search of some
one. We were separated by the

crowd, and it was not easy to reach

him. I advanced a few steps, how-

ever, and at that instant, but only
for an instant, there was an opening
in the crowd which enabled him, in

his turn, to see me. I saw a flash

of joy on his face. He recognized

me, it was evident ; by what means
I did not ask. I no longer remem-
bered rny intention of mystifying
him. I sprang towards him, and lie

towards me. I passed my arm

through his, still too much excited

by my previous fears and my joy
at finding him to utter a word. . . .

A moment passed a single mo-

ment, brief and terrible, ... for he

spoke yes, at once, and with vehe-

mence, with passion ! . . . But . . .

it was not to me ! . . . No, it was

to her he expected to meet. I

heard his lips murmur the detested

name that had not met my ear since

I left Paris ! . . .

I was so astounded that I gave

him time to say wnat I ought not

to have heard, what I did not wish
to hear ! . . . Then ... I know
not what impulse I yielded to, for I

lost the power of reflection I ab-

ruptly withdrew my arm from his,

and fell back with so quick and
violent a movement that the crowd

opened a moment to make way for

me, and then closed, completely

separating me from him. ... I

tore off the flowers and ribbon I

wore, and threw them on the ground.
I could not now be distinguished
from the other black dominos
around me. But I was no longer
afraid. I cared for nothing now
but to get away -to fly as fast as

possible from so horrible a place.
I hurried along in such a wild,

rapid way that every one looked at

me with surprise, and stood aside

for me to pass. I thus succeeded
in leaving the hall and reaching the

passage, where I was obliged to

stop to take breath. The passers-

by addressed me, but I heard no-

thing but the words that still re-

sounded in my ears. I was con-

scious of nothing but a fearful an-

guish and the rapid beating of my
heart.

While standing there, all at once

. . . O merciful heavens ! . . . I

saw a lady pass only a few steps
off. . . . She was of my height, and,
like me, wore a black domino with

a sprig of jasmine tied with a white

ribbon, similar to the one I had just

torn off, and doubtless the same my
eyes had followed a few hours be-

fore ! I recognized her at once, and

imagined I saw through her mask the

sinister gleam of two large blue

eyes ! She traversed the passage
and entered the hall, where she

disappeared. I trembled fearfully
from head to foot, my sight grew
dim, my strength began to fail me.

I felt as if I should die on the spot
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if I did not take off the mask that

was suffocating me, and yet I was
still conscious I ought to keep it on
at all hazards. I threw around a

glance of despair, hoping to sec

.Stella, and forgetting she would
not be able to recognize me, even
if she thought of looking for me so

far from the spot where she left

me. What torture! Great God!...
My strength was gone, my voice

failed me, I felt my knees give way,
when, O unlooked-for happiness!
I saw Mario pass by. The stifled

cry I uttered died away on. my lips
before it could reach his ear, but
he saw the effort I made, he felt my
hand on his arm, and stopped. He
began to address me in the cus-

tomary way on such occasions, but
I made no reply. I had recovered

strength enough, however, to draw
him towards the door, and he un-

resistingly followed my lead
; but, as

we were going out, he stopped me
with an air of surprise, and said :

"
I am ready to follow you wher-

ever you wish, fair mask, but do

you know yourself where you wish
to go ?"

I was only able to incline my
head as a sign of affirmation, and
he suffered me to lead him into the

street. As soon as we were out
of doors, I tore off my mask, and
found strength enough to say :

"
It is I, Mario. Help me to get

away from this detestable place !"

"Ginevra!" exclaimed he, draw-

ing me along several steps to look
at my face by the light ofthe torches
not far off. He seemed frightened
at my looks. My face was convuls-
ed and lividly pale." Good heavens, sister !" said he

gravely, "what has happened?
How is it you are alone in this

place at such an hour ? Where is

Lorenzo ? Shall I go for him ?"
"
No, no ! Oh ! no," I exclaim-
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ed with anguish. "For pity's sake,

Mario, be silent. Help me to get

away, I say. That is all I ask.

Do this, and ask me no questions."
His face darkened He silently

took hold of my arm, and led me to

the place where he had left his car-

riage. I entered it, and was on the

pofnt of going away without an-

other word when I bethought myself
of Stella. I hesitated, however, to

expose her to his sarcastic com-

ments, and perhaps to the suspi-
cions I saw were already excited in

my brother's distrustful mind, and
said in a supplicating tone :

" One favor more, Mario, which
I am sure you will no more refuse

your sister than any other lady. I

did not come here alone."

At these words his face assumed
an expression which I answered
with a smile of disdain.

" Do you suppose, Mario, if I

did not come here with Lorenzo,
I would accept the escort of any
other gentleman ?" I stopped a

moment, at once irritated and im-

patient, but finally continued :

" The fact is, Mario, if you must
know it, it was he, it was Lorenzo

himself, I came to see. I wished
to play a joke on him and mystify
him a little, by way of amusing my-
self."

I think my smile must have been

frightful as I said this, for my bro-

ther look anxiously at me, though
he seemed satisfied with my expla-
nation.

" But I have been punished," I

continued, "terribly punished. . . .1

failed in my object, . . . and thought
I should die in the crowd."

I could say no more. The tears

I could not repress choked me.
Mario at once softened.

"
I understand, sister the noise,

heat, and so forth were overpower-

ing. Those who go to a bal mas-
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qut for the first time often experi-

ence this, but another time it will

not happen."
" God preserve me from ever go-

ing to another!" said I in a low

tone.
" But I was about to say,

Mario, that the person, the lady,

who came with me is probably

looking for me by this time.

Search for her. Her domino is

like mine, and you will know her

by a sprig of jasmine tied with a

red ribbon."
"

I saw such a domino not long

ago on Lando's arm."
"

It was she. Find her, and tell

her not to be anxious
;
that I was

ill, and could not wait for her.

That is all. Thanks, Mario. One

word more, however. As I did

not succeed with regard to Lorenzo,
I- do not wish him to know any-

thing about it."

He made a sign that he under-

stood me, and closed the door

of the carriage, which soon took me
home. Ottavia, who alone sat up
for me, was alarmed at seeing me
return in such a condition. I re-

peated the account I had given

Mario, and had no difficulty in

convincing her I was ill. The

change in my face was sufficient to

prove it; but what was this pale-

ness, great God! in comparison
with the change that had come
over my life within the hour that

had scarcely elapsed ?

XXVIII.

This time the thunderbolt had

really fallen on my head ! Many
times had I heard it rumbling afar

off, and once I thought myself fa-

tally injured; but after a few stormy

days, calmness was restored, the

blue sky became visible, and the

sun once more diffused the light

and warmth of renewed confidence

and happiness. The desire of be-

ing happy seconded my effort to

become so. And, as I have re-

marked, the liveliness, buoyancy,
and love of pleasure natural to the

young, as well as the beauty of

Naples and the influence of its

climate, all tended to surround me
with an atmosphere at once ener-

vating and intoxicating. But now,
in an instant, without any warning,

all my hopes were crushed, annihil-

ated, for ever at an end !

" Should Lorenzo become treach-

erous, unfaithful, and untrue to his

word, could I continue to love

him? What would become of me
in such a case ?" Such were the

questions I once asked myself, and

they were the sincere cry of my
heart.

Now all this was realized. A
person more treacherous, more de-

ceitful, more untrue than he it

seemed impossible to find. Every-

thing now became clear. The
words I heard, so plainly interpret-

ed by the instinct they awakened
and that had already warned me so

strangely, enabled me to compre-
hend everything. Whether there

was any good reason or not for his

frequent absence, it was evident he

had always met her. It was there-

fore from these interviews he had

derived the cheerfulness and good-
humor that apparently made him

enjoy so much the comfort and

splendor he afterwards came to par-

ticipate in with me. Once who
can tell for what reason ? he had

delayed going. It was then, pro-

bably, she came herself to meet him,

not foreseeing, or he either, it would

be before my very eyes ! . . .

Even at the present time it

would perhaps agitate me and dis-
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turb the tranquillity of my soul,

should I dwell too long on the

thoughts which then overwhelmed

me, and from which I derived the

conviction that I no longer loved

Lorenzo. But I suffered from the

deadly chill his treachery had
struck to my heart. I would ra-

ther have experienced the torment

of jealousy than the chill of indif-

ference. To suffer from that would
still have been life. To suffer as I

did was like being paralyzed, pet-

rified, dead.

Women more generous, more

courageous, and more devoted
than I, had, I was aware, won back
such inconstant hearts, and found

happiness once more in the sweet-

est of victories ; but their example
occurred to me without producing
any impression. I was not in a

condition to be influenced by it.

My aimless life had resulted in the

almost complete prostration of my
strength of volition. In this con-

dition I could neither suffer with

courage, nor act with wisdom, nor

resist temptation with any energy
of will. . . .

O my God! it is with my face

prostrate in the dust I desire to

write the pages that are to follow.

It is not without hesitation I con-
tinue my account. But the re-

membrance of thy mercy prevails
over everything, and effaces the

very recollection of the faults and
follies that serve to make it mani-
fest ! Like our divine poet wan-

dering in the mazes of that gloomy
forest which is the image of life,

I, in my turn, attempt
" To discourse of what there good befell

;

All else will I relate discovered there." *

Mario, Stella, and Ottavia were
the sole confidants of my secret,

and they kept it faithfully. Lo-

*
Carey's Da Hie.

renzo had the less reason for sus-

pecting I had been to the ball

when, returning home at six o'clock

in the morning, he learned I had
had a violent attack of fever in the

night, and was not able to rise.

There was no deception in this.

It was not a mere pretext for kr

ing my chamber, but the too na-

tural consequence of the terrible

excitement of the night I had

passed.
Lorenzo came several times to

know how I was, and manifested

more apparent affection than usual ;

and yet once or twice, though per-

haps my imagination deceived me,
I thought I saw something like em-
barrassment or uneasiness in his

face. I was, however, too ill all

the morning to observe him close-

ly or make any reply to what he

said.

Towards evening I felt better,

and, though still weak, I got up.
Lorenzo came to see if anything
serious was likely to result from

my indisposition, and t being reas-

sured on this point, he went out as

usual, leaving me alone with Stella,

who had spent part of the day at

my bedside, though I had not been
able to talk with her any more than

with him. Her face was as grave
that day as it was usually smil-

ing. Stella's cheerfiriness resulted

from her complete lack of egotism
She regarded the happiness of

others as a treasure from which she

took all she needed for herself; and
was happy, therefore, through sym-
pathy. It was, so to speak, a re-

flected happiness. Admirable dis-

position ! Incapable of exacting

anything in view of her own lot, of

of envying that of others, she was a

delightful friend in times of pros-

perity, and, at the same time, a de-

voted adherent in misfortune, and
the sweet, compassionate confidant
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of others' sorrows. My disappear-
ance the evening before, the condi-

tion in which she found me in the

morning, the incoherent words I ut-

tered, prepared her for something

serious, and she knew beforehand I,

of all people in the world, would
not hesitate to tell her the truth. In

fact, as soon as we were left alone in

a small sitting-room next my cham-

ber, I gave her for the first time a

full account of all that had taken

place at Paris, as well as the night

before. She listened without in-

terrupting me, and, after I ended,

remained silent for some time.
" This is indeed a good lesson

for me," said she at length.
"

I

am cured for life, I hope, of a folly

like that I committed last night."

"What folly do you allude to?"
"
Why, that of coming here and

persuading you to go to a place
where you learned what you might
forever have remained ignorant of."

" And continue to be taken in,

deceived, and blinded, to live in an

atmosphere of deception, hypocrisy,
and lies, to love what no longer
merits affection ? No, Stella, no ;

do

not regret that, thanks to you, it is

no longer the case. Were I to suf-

fer even a thousand times more,
were I to die of anguish, as I thought
I should on the spot when I saw

that woman pass by, I should be

glad the veil had been torn from my
eyes. I can no longer be happy, it

is true. My happiness is ruined be-

yond repair, but I love truth better

than happiness."
"And do you think," said Stella

after a fresh pause,
"
that you can

never forgive Lorenzo?"
" He must, at least, desire it, as

you will acknowledge, and this is

precisely what will never happen."

"Why not?"

"Because I know Lorenzo. If I

utter a reproach, it is he who thinks

he has something to forgive. He
really obeys no law but the impulse
that happens to predominate. It is

not in his nature, doubtless, to show
me openly any ill treatment, but he

would break my heart without any

scruple in order to gratify his incli-

nations. I have no doubt he thinks

he has acted with great delicacy, be-

cause he has taken pains to conceal

the base course he has pursued;
and when he finds out I have dis-

covered it, it is he who will think

he has a right to be angry. That
will be the result. What room is

there for forgiveness in such a tis-

sue of falseness?"
" What can I say to you ? It will

be no consolation to hear there are

many women who have husbands
like him. It is sad to feel there is

nothing in the world so rare as hap-

piness. Nevertheless, it is true, and,
for my part, it has often consoled

me for having had so little in my
life. And had I been happy in the

beginning, who could tell what the

future had in reserve for me ?"
" And you have never thought of

marrying again ? You can content

yourself with a life devoid of happi-

ness, as well as of suffering ?"

She smiled.
" My life is not so exempt from

suffering as you may suppose. Nei-

ther is it devoid of happiness while

I have my Angiolina. As for mar-

rying again, I have never happened
to meet a person who inspired me
with the least desire of that kind,

and I imagine I never shall."

"It is certain, however, if you
wish to marry, you would only have

the trouble of choosing.
"

"
Perhaps among men not one

of whom pleases me. Who knows
how it would be if I took it into my
head to fancy some one ? But let

us leave my affairs and return to you.

Tell me, are you sure Lorenzo has
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not discovered you were at the

ball ?"
"

Yi's, I am certain he has not.

If he had any suspicion, he would
not conceal it from me. Besides,

he found me too ill at his return

to conceive such an idea. And
yet . . ."

"Well, go on."
"
Well, I noticed something that

seemed to indicate he is not so sure

as he was yesterday of my utter ig-

norance of all he has thought pro-

per to hide from me."
"
I agree with you, Ginevra. And

shall I tell you what I think ?"
"
Tell me."

" That he supposes me to be the

mask he addressed by mistake, and
does me the honor of supposing I

have denounced him."
'' What an idea ! . . . Why should

he suppose it was you ?"
" Oh ! by that aberration of mind

common to gentlemen who frequent
masked halls and persist in thinking

they are right every time they are

mistaken."

"But once more: Why should
he suppose you were at the ball?

Your secret has been as well kept
as mine, I imagine."

" Not quite. In the first place, I

spoke to several persons. And
when Mario came to deliver your
message, I could not repress an ex-

clamation of surprise, which betray-
ed me, not only to your brother,
but to Lando, on whose arm I was
then leaning. I do not know wheth-
er it was he or not who spread the

report, but it has certainly been

whispered around that I attended
the Ffstino. Lorenzo has taken the

idea 1 have mentioned into his head,
and of course supposes what I know
has been communicated to you, or

will be. This is what I have been

wishing to say to you."

My faithful Ottavia now made her

appearance to warn me it was time

to retire. Stella left me, and, after

her departure, I began to reflect on
her conjecture and consider what

reply I should make, should Loren-
zo question me on the subject. I

was far from suspecting the means
he would adopt to anticipate the

scene he foresaw.

I was alone the following morn-

ing when I saw him enter, calm,

smiling, and self-possessed, as if there

was no actual or possible cloud be-

tween us. He spoke of my health,

and, satisfied that I was really bet-

ter, proceeded to more indifferent

subjects, and then suddenly, with an

assurance the recollection of which
still astonishes me, he said :

"Apropos, Ginevra, the Mar-
chesa di Villanera has been in

Naples several days."
I turned pale.
" Oh ! do not be alarmed," said

he. "I have not the slightest inten-

tion of asking you to receive her. I

remember too well the sentiments

you expressed on this point at Pa-
ris. No, I wish instead to let you
know I am going to escort her to

Milan myself, and shall remain there

till after the Carnavalone."*

My heart gave a violent bound.
I could not utter a word, but the

surprise that rendered me dumb
enabled me to be calm, and, when I

finally recovered my voice, I said :

"You are at liberty to po where

you please, Lorenzo. It is a liber-

ty, moreover, you have always had,
and have already made use of, and
1 cannot conceive why this time (I

emphasized these words) you feel

obliged to tell me the precise object
of your journey."

"Because I wish to be frank with

you this time, and I should have
been so before had I not remem-

* A prolongation of the Carnival peculiar to Milan,
where it lasts four days longer than elsewhere.
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bered your reproaches, and wished

to spare you the occasion of renew-

ing them. Besides, I no longer
have it in my power to prevent

your jealousy, or forbid the con-

jectures you think proper to indulge
in."

"Lorenzo!" I said almost in a

scream, and I was on the point of

giving utterance to all that filled my
heart to overflowing when, with

the stern, imperious accent he knew
how to assume, though without rude-

ness or the least violence, he stop-

ped me.
" Not another word, Ginevra ;

not one, I beg, out of love for your-
self. Do not destroy your future

happiness in a moment of anger !

There are some things I will not

listen to, and which, for your own
interest as well as mine, I forbid

your saying !"

I had no chance to reply, for he

took my hand before I could pre-
vent it, and said :

'' Au rn ]

oir, Ginevra. I hope, at

my return, to find you as calm and
reasonable as I desire."

He kissed my hand and left the

room.

The state in which he left me
cannot be described. I need not

say how incapable I was of reflec-

tion, of effort, or any struggle what-

ever against the feelings it was natu-

ral I should have. I felt outraged
as it seemed to me no woman had

ever been. My mind lost its clear-

ness, my judgment was impaired,
and for some hours I was wild.

After Lorenzo's departure, it

seemed impossible to remain alone.

I could not endure inaction and re-

pose for an instant. I ordered my
carriage for a drive not, as usual,

with Stella and in a direction where

1 should find solitude, but, on the

contrary, where I was most sure of

meeting a crowd. I smilingly re-

turned the numerous salutations I

received, and, instead of appearing
troubled or downcast', I looked

around with eager interest, as if

hoping to find some means of es-

caping from myself and leaving my
troubles forever behind me.

I returned home as late as possi-

ble, and found Stella awaiting me.

She had been disappointed at my
not calling for her, and had come
to ascertain the reason. Finding I

had gone out, she was surprised I

had forgotten her, but was still more
so when I told her I should go to

the ball at the French ambassador's

that evening. I seldom went any-
where alone, and it was only the

day before I had told her decided-

ly I should never attend another

ball. Her eyes were fastened on

me with a look of sympathy, as she

said :

" Poor Ginevra!"
I begged her in a hasty, irritated

manner not to waste any pity on

me, and then added :

"
To-morrow, if you like, we will

talk about it
;
but not to-day, I beg.

Let us give our whole thoughts to

the ball. You will go, I hope."
"
Yes, if you have really decided

to go."
" That is right. Good-by till

this evening, then."

Thus dismissed, she left me, and
I summoned my waiting-maid to do
what I had never required before.

I ordered everything I was to wear

to be spread out before me. I ex-

amined my diamonds and pearls,

and gave the most minute direc-

tions about the way I intended to

wear them. I then began my toi-

let, though long before the time,
and was as long about it as possi-
ble. So many women, thought I,

seem to take infinite pleasure in

creating a sensation when they
enter a ball-room, receiving compli-
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ments and homage on all sides,

why should I not try this means of

diversion as well as other people ?

I am beautiful, there is no doubt;

very beautiful, they say. Why
should I not endeavor to excite

admiration ? Why not become vain

and coquettish in my turn?

In a word, the hour had arrived

spoken of in the first part of this

story, as the reader will recollect

the hour when, for the first and only
time after my mother's death and
the tragical end of Flavio Aldini,

the lively vanity of girlhood, roused

by irritation, jealousy, and grief,

broke through the restraint which an

ineffaceable remembrance and the

grace of God had imposed upon it,

and for once I saw what I should

doubtless have been without the

divine, mysterious influence that

warred within me against myself.
I had corresponded to this grace, it

is true, by my sincere, determined

will, but my volition had now be-

come feeble and uncertain, and I

set out for the ball after thus

carefully preparing in advance the

draught of vanity I wished to be-

come intoxicated with.

I had the satisfaction I desired

in all its plenitude. I was hand-

some, stylish, and elegantly dressed
;

and yet all this is not the chief

cause of a lady's success in society.

Let those who think so be persuad-
ed of their error. People accord

to these gifts a certain respectful

admiration, but such a success as

I obtained that evening brilliant,

demonstrative, and universal does

not depend on the beauty a person
is endowed with, but on the wish

to please she manifests, and this is

why the victory is sometimes so

strangely awarded ! . . . I was

changed in no respect, except in

the disposition with which I attend-

ed the ball, and yet I did not seem
to be the same person. I was sur-

rounded as I had never been be-

fore. I excited a kind of enthusi-

asm. I received compliments that

evening I had never listened to be-

fore. And when, contrary to my
usual custom, I announced my in-

tention to dance, everybody con-

tended for my hand. But, as the

evening advanced, I grew weary
of it all, and began to feel my fac-

titious, feverish gayety subside.

When I rose to waltz for the last

time, it was with an effort, and, after

my partner led me back to my
seat, my smile vanished, and a
cold sense of my wretchedness
came over me with unpitying grasp.
"
All is useless," a secret, sor-

rowful voice seemed to say ;

"
you

must awaken to the reality of your
sufferings. . . ."

At that moment I heard beside
me a familiar, half-forgotten voice

calm, sonorous, and sweet, but

now somewhat sarcastic :

"
I cannot aspire to the honor of

dancing with the Duchessa di Valen-

zano, but I hope she will not refuse

to recognize me."
I eagerly turned around, and

there beside me I saw the person
who uttered these words was Gil-

bert de Kergy.

XXIX.

During the week following the think and say that heaven had, in

ball a most unexpected change the hour of my greatest need, sent
took place in my feelings a change me a friend.

that at once afforded me so much
comfort that I did not hesitate to

It must be acknowledged, how-
ever, the hour when Gilbert de
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Kergy so suddenly made his ap-

pearance was not exactly that in

which I should have expected an

extraordinary intervention of divine

Providence in my behalf. I ought
even to say that the first feeling I

experienced at seeing him again
was one of extreme confusion at

exhibiting myself under so different

an aspect from that he had seen me
in before, and, in fact, so different

from that which was usually mine.

This confusion, added to my fa-

tigue and the painful reaction and

disgust which inevitably follow such

intoxication as I had voluntarily

indulged in, sent me home in a

totally different frame of mind from
that I was in when I left. Two
hours before, I beheld myself in the
mirror with great complacency ;

but
when I now saw myself in this

same glass resplendent with jewels
and flowers, I turned away with

displeasure, and do not think I

should have felt the least regret
had I at that moment been told I

wore this brilliant array for the last

time.

I hastily took off my diamonds
and pearls, and changed my dress

;

and when at length I found myself
alone, face to face with the thoughts
I had vainly tried to escape from,
for the first time since my interview

with Lorenzo a flood of tears came
to my relief. The nature of the

distraction I had sought now ap-

peared in all its vanity, and the

shame I felt was increased by the

remembrance of Gilbert's smile and
the sarcastic accent of his words.

It was not in this way he had ad-

dressed me at Paris. This was not
the grave, respectful manner, so dif-

ferent from that of any other person,
which had so touched and flattered

me then. The contrast made me
blush, and I longed to meet him

again, that I might efface as com-

pletely as possible the impression
now left on his mind.

I longed also to inquire about
his mother and Diana. In short, a

thousand recollections, as foreign
as possible to everything that sur-

rounded me now, came to my mind
and diverted it more effectually
than any amusement could have

done from the cause of my present
troubles. I slept more calmly
than I should have supposed after

so exciting a day, and the following

morning when I awoke, though my
first thoughts were of all I had suf-

fered the day before, I could not

forget the pleasant event that had
also occurred to lighten my bur-

den.

Gilbert had asked at what o'clock

he could see me, and, at the ap-

pointed hour, I was ready to receive

him. I anticipated his arrival with

pleasure, and felt no embarrass-

ment, except that which resulted

from the recollection of the previous

evening. He came punctually, and,
after an observant look and a few

minutes' conversation, he became
the same he once was

;
which recon-

ciled me a little to myself. We
talked about Paris, the Hotel de

Kergy, and a thousand other things,

and his conversation, as formerly,

absorbed my attention, diverted

my mind from my troubles, and

awoke an interest in a multitude of

things unconnected with him or

myself.
As he was on the point of leaving,

he smiled, as he said with something
of the sarcastic tone of the evening

before :

"
I suppose, madame, I cannot

flatter myself with the hope of find-

ing you at home, at least as long as

the Carnival lasts."
" Allow me to undeceive you,"

I hastened to reply with a blush.

"Whatever you may have thought
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last evening, I am not fond of danc-

ing. 1 very seldom go to a ball of

my own accord, and am sure I shall

not attend another this year. This

soiree was every way an exceptional

one, as far as I was concerned."
"
Really ! I hope you will not

think me too bold if I acknowledge
that what you say affords me plea-

sure."

He said this in so frank and

natural a way that I was restored

to in .ind laughingly replied :

" You prefer my former manner?
Wc-ll. Monsieurde Kergy, I acknow-

ledge you are right, and let me
assure you it was my true one."

As he was going away, I express-
ed the hope of seeing him again,

and from that time not a day pass-

ed in which I did not meet him.

When I had no engagement else-

where, I usually spent my evenings
at home, where P invariably receiv-

ed a certain number of friends who
were in the habit of meeting in my
drawing-room. These soirees were

not interrupted when Lorenzo was

absent from home, but the number
of those who composed the little

circle was more restricted. Stella,

of course, never failed to come,
and the other habitats consisted of

friends and some of the foreigners

who lived in Naples, or were there

temporarily, and preferred a quiet

circle to gayer society.

On the first story, to the right

and left, were two long, lateral ter-

races, united by a third which ex-

tended all along the front of the

house. These terraces surmount-

ed a Greek portico, whose colon-

nades surrounded a small square

court, like those of Pompeii, into

which looked all the windows of

the ground floor. All that part of

the house, with the exception of

Lorenzo's studio, was reserved for

large parties, while the first story

was used for ordinary reunions.

\Ve therefore generally assembled
in an upper drawing-room, which

opened on one of the lateral ter-

races
;
and from the day I allude

to Gilbert regularly formed a part
of the little coterie which met
there every evening. His influ-

ence was speedily felt, and the

atmosphere once more changed
around me as at Paris, and this

change seemed even more benefi-

cial than before. Every one felt

Gilbert's influence more or less.

He possessed the enviable faculty
of elevating the minds of others

above their usual level, and of

communicating to them the interest

he felt in whatever he was convers-

ing about. Not that he tried to intro-

duce subjects he had made a special

study of, or to advance theories or

opinions that first excited wonder
and afterwards wearied the minds
of those on whom he wished to im-

pose them. On the contrary, he

seemed to take an interest in every-

thing except what was low, repul-

sive, and absolutely trivial. But

subjects of this kind were rather

not thought of than avoided in-

tentionally in these conversations,
which were lively, natural, unre-

strained, and agreeable, and at the

same time different from those I

took a part in anywhere else.

It soon became evident that this

addition to our daily reunions

added singularly to their charm.

Never had the annual influx of for-

eigners been so favorable to us.

Stella, I observed, sometimes looked

pensive while listening to him, and

one day she remarked to me she

had never seen any one like M. de

Kergy. As for me, I felt the bene-

ficial influence of his society, and
welcomed it without analyzing the

enjoyment that had come so oppor-

tunely to divert me from my pro-
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sent trials and renew the influences

of the past, which seemed the best

in my life.

The lively indignation that filled

my heart every time I thought of

Lorenzo's absence and its cause

continued to be felt. I bitterly com-

pared the world of perfidy and de-

ceit he had forced me to know, with

that to which Gilbert belonged. I

thought of the hopes I once had,
and how irreparably they had been

deceived, and these reflections were

my only danger at the time I am

speaking of.

The Carnival was now over, but

it excited no surprise that Lorenzo
wished to prolong it by remaining
at Milan during the Carnavalone.

No one even seemed to think it

extraordinary he had gone there

with a beautiful woman who was

returning without any escort. Na-

ples, as I have said, was not a

place where evil reports were readi-

ly credited. People were not

much in the habit of .discussing the

deeds and actions of others. Ra-
ther than give themselves up to

conjectures common elsewhere,

they would make a sign, by putting
the hand to the chin, to signify a

thing was nothing to them or con-

cerned them but little. But this

charitable indifference did not ex-

actly spring from love of their

neighbor, and sometimes went so

far, it must be confessed, as to be

scandalized at nothing.
I soon perceived, therefore, that

though the true cause of Lorenzo's

absence was known to almost

everybody, and though his course

inspired a universal sympathy and

compassion for me which wounded

my pride, it by no means excited

against him the indignation that at

least would have somewhat avenged
me.

Mario alone appeared grave and

anxious, but Lando, who was not

slow in discovering the real state

of the case, confined himself to

some characteristic remarks which
would have appeared insulting had
I not learned never to take any-

thing he said seriously, or attach

any importance to it. One eve-

ing, however, finding himself by
chance near me in the drawing-
room, he said in his incorrigible

way :

"If I were in your place, I

would punish that dear Lorenzo in

the way he deserves. Unfortu-

nately, you are not the woman for

that, I know. And, after all, you
need not take the trouble, for I can

assure you the fair Milanese her-

self will be sure to avenge you."
I did not utter a word in reply

to this language, which wounded
all the pride and self-respect in my
nature, and, at thS same time, ex-

cited a torrent of bitterness and

contempt for Lorenzo. I thought
at that moment of the fearful vow
Livia once spoke of, and asked my-
self if he, this perjured partner of

my life, did not make this vow as

well as I. By what law, then, was

I bound to it, when he had chosen

to be free ?

I abruptly turned away from

Lando as he said this, and left the

drawing-room, where we happened
to be alone.

The fineness of the weather and
some indications of activity in Mt.

Vesuvius had drawn all the com-

pany that evening out on the ter-

race. I went out as if intending to

join them, but I did nothing of the

kind. On the contrary, I sought a

place apart, where I could enjoy in

peace the serene brilliancy of the

heavens, and took a seat overlook-

ing the garden and commanding a

view of the Villa Reale, the bay,
and the long line of mountains be-
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yond. It was one of those incom-

parable evenings in spring-time when
all you see or hear, and the very
air you breathe, at once softens, en-

chants, and predisposes the heart

to melancholy. I had thrown over

in)' white dress a large veil of

black lace, which I drew up over

my head
; and, thus protected from

the scarcely perceptible dampness
of the night, I gave myself up with-

out restriction to my feelings of

admiration, as well as the sadness,

indignation, and bitterness that fill-

ed my heart. Afar off on the som-
bre azure of the cloudless heavens
streamed a reddish flame whose

brilliancy formed a strong contrast

with the trembling, silvery light the

growing moon cast over the waters

of the sea. It was one of those

awakenings of Vesuvius, the fear-

ful but magnificent spectacle of

which is always regarded at Naples
with a pleasure that greatly sur-

passes the anxiety it would be na-

tural to feel at the probable conse-

quences of a new eruption.
All my guests were at that mo-

ment at the end of the terrace,

where they could have a full view
of the flaming crater. But I was

by no means disposed to follow

their example. I remained in the

seat I had taken, my face uplifted
and my eyes gazing into the blue,

mysterious depths, which seemed
to direct my thoughts to something
fur beyond the visible, starry hea-

vens. I know not how long I had
been in this attitude when I per-
reived Gilbert, who had been on
the other side of the terrace, now
standing before me.

"
May I have a seat here, mad-

atne," said he, "or do you prefer

continuing your reverie alone ?"
" Oh ! no

; remain. It is better

for me to talk than to dream."
"And yet, to judge from your

looks while thus absorbed, your
dreams must have been delightful
I longed to participate in them."

"
I know not whether they were

delightful or otherwise, but they
were commonplace and true. Alas !

I was thinking that the heavens are

as beautiful as the earth is sad."
" Sad ? . . . Yes, without doubt,

but likewise very beautiful at times,

something like the sky above our

heads, so glorious to-night, but
which does not always look as it

does now."
"
But the clouds pass away, and

the sky again appears in its un-

changeable beauty; whereas . . ."
"
\Vhereas, a single day is some-

times sufficient to render our lives

totally different from what they
were before. Yes, you are right,"
said he.

He was silent for an instant, and
then resumed with a smile :

"But these gloomy thoughts do
not always prevail. It was very
far from the case the evening I first

saw you in Naples."
" Oh ! never speak again of that

evening, Monsieur de Kergy, I

conjure you," I exclaimed with
a warmth I could not repress.
" Have I not already told you that

I was wretched, infatuated, desper-
ate ? . . ."

I stopped short, confused at what
had escaped me. I saw his ex-

pression of surprise, and noticed

again the look of sympathy and
emotion he had shown at Paris, as

I wept while listening to Diana's
music a look that silently asked me
the cause of my tears. Alas ! the

day I last visited the Hotel de

Kergy was that on which the sad-

ness that now wholly surrounded
me first cast its shadow over my
path. But I did not wish to betray
what I felt now, any more than I

did then, and I instantly regretted
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the words I had just uttered. I

think Gilbert perceived it.

"
I assure you," said he after a

moment, as if I had never spoken,

"notwithstanding the brilliancy of

your attire, you were far less im-

posing in my eyes than you are at

this moment; and yet lam going to

show a boldness I certainly should

not have thought of manifesting
that evening, to which I shall never

allude again."
" What do you mean ?"
" You seemed that night to be-

long to a world whose manners and

language I was ignorant of, and
where I felt more out of place and
uninitiated than a savage. I could

not have said such a word then.

I hardly dared look at you afar off;

whereas but you will think me
presumptuous."

"
No, say what you were going to."

"Well, then, you seem now, on

the contrary, as you did at Paris, a

member of the world I live in an

inhabitant, a queen if you like, or a

sister, perhaps, whose language I

speak, as you can mine. That is

why ..."
He hesitated an instant, and then

continued with an accent of truth

and simplicity that prevented his

manner from appearing singular :

" That is why I venture and it is

showing myself very bold yes, ven-

ture, madame, to consider myself

worthy of being your friend, and,
should you deign to accord me this

title, I think I can safely promise
never to show myself unworthy of

it."

What reply I made I hardly know,
but what I am only too sure of is

that these words were welcome to a

heart at once crushed and embit-

tered as mine then was. The void

occasioned by Lorenzo's treachery
caused a suffering like that of intense

hunger. My dignity, even more
than my conscience, forbade my
alleviating this hunger by giving
vent to my grievances ;

nor was I

tempted to do so. But was there

any reason why I should refuse my-
self the solace of such a friendship
as Gilbert now offered me ? Had
I any other duty now, with regard
to Lorenzo, than to show a respect
he had not manifested to the tie

that united us ? Could not Gilbert,

as he had just offered, be truly my
brother in heart and soul ? Was
he not different, as Stella acknow-

ledged, from any one I had ever

met ? And was I not myself in

a position without parallel?
I pass over the remainder of my

reflections in silence, merely re-

marking here that if all the women
who believe themselves to be in an

exceptional position could be count-

ed, they would be astonished, I ini-.

agine, to find their number so great,

and would perhaps have to renounce

some of the privileges they lay claim

to by virtue of the singularity of

their destiny.

TO BE CONTINUED.
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CHURCH CHANT VERSUS CHURCH MUSIC.

CONCLUDED.

" An ! but it is sad to think," ob-

jects a. friend at our elbow,
"
that

your rigid principles deprive the

church of the use of the best music,

/think she ought to have the very
best of all that this world can

offer."

We have already given our friend

his answer, from one point of view,

in a former article. We will en-

deavor to give a fair interpretation

of the answer which the church

herself would make :

"
It is not the best music, as such,

that I want for my divine offices,

any more than I wish my priests

to decorate the walls of my church-

es with the chcfs-cTccuvre of painting
and sculpture simply because they
are masterpieces of art. I certain-1

ly want, and rejoice to possess, the

best thai is suitable in art, whether
of melody, painting, or sculpture,
and even of scientific discovery or

invention
;
but my canons of suita-

bility would be a besom of destruc-

tion to gas-lighted altar-candles

and sanctuary lamps, fixed or port-
able opera-glasses for the use of dis-

tantly-placed worshippers, the man-
ufactured mimic rain, hail, and thun-

der storms at the beck of organ
pedals, the statues of the Apollo
Bdvidcre or the Greek Slave, valu-

able paintings of first-class yachts,
fast horses, or prize cattle, even if

they came from the pencil of a
Landseer or a Rosa Bonheur; and
if I cared for melody of any style
for its own sake, my child, I would

strongly advise my American clergy
to engage the services of Theodore

Thomas or Patrick J. Gilmore,
whose orchestral performances are

truly delicious, and the best for their

purpose that can be procured in

my beloved dominions of the west-

ern hemisphere. But the purpose

of these delightful concerts is not a

part of myprogramme. The disci-

ples of the Grand Lama, I am told,

turn off their rosaries and other

prayers by means of a crank, as

music is often made by mechanical

organs; but my prayers and melo-

dies are not made in this fashion.

Have your best music, as you define

it, sung and performed where it

suits the best; go and hear it, and
God bless you ; but please do not

let me hear of your inventing and

using a small patent steam-whistle

to replace the acolyte's altar- bell,

nor a large one either in lieu of the

church-bell, for that would smack a

little too much of the cotton-mill

or the iron-foundry ;
and I do not

think I would tolerate that."

We must confess to having our

patience severely tried when the

question of
"
suitability

" comes
under discussion, and we burn to

cry out, Where is the honest musi-

cian who is not so engrossed with,

and mastered by, his art as to be-

come, like it, deprived of ideas, or

at least of the power of expressing
them in one single logical affirma-

tion, and who has a principle which
he will fairly state and reason from

instead of taking us into the path-
less dreamland of sentiment, or en-

ticing us for ever off the track on to

side switches of individual tastes
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and special pleas that lead no-

where ? Discussing the relative

suitability of music and plain chant

for the use of the Liturgy of the

church is, in our experience, only

equalled by the purgatory of suffer-

ing one's reason endures when
Balk-

ing "controversy
"
with a Protest-

ant. Has art no first principles ?

Is there no relation between art and

the nature and purpose of the ob-

ject to be expressed or illustrated

by it ? Do you dare define
"
suita-

bility
"

to be the harmony of the

subject with your present mood,
with the fashion of the hour, or

with the demands of ignorance and

prejudice, or presume to close all

discussion with your
"
Sic volo,

sicjubeo ; stet pro ratione voluntas "1

But this is a digression. Let us

return to our argument.

Thirdly. If we were to say that,

contrasted one with the other, the

expression of plain chant is unim-

passioned, and that of modern mu-

sic is impassioned in other words,
that the former has not much, if

any, capacity for expressing human

passions, and that the latter has not

only a great capacity for expressing

them, but also for exciting them, we
think we are affirming what every
one who knows anything of the

philosophy of music, as well as

every one who has been subjected
to the influence of both, will readi-

ly acknowledge to be true. There
is martial music for soldiers, to

excite them to combat, or cheer

them in victory, or stir their enthu-

siasm on the triumphant return

from battle. There is music for the

dancers, and distinct kinds ofdance
music which invite and sustain those

who may wish to waltz or polka,
thread the figures of the quadrille,
or indulge in the lascivious mazes
of other stich-like enjoyments not

worthy-of our mention or considera-

tion outside of our duty as confessor

or preacher. There is funny music

to make us laugh, and there are fu-

nereal dirges to keep us in fit mood
as we march after a coffin. There is

music which we know will rouse the

wrath of our enemy, and there is

amorous music which awakes the

passion of love, pure and impure.
We have already signalized the

cause which gave to music its sen-

suous character. Lest it may be

supposed that we are endeavoring
to create a theory without sufficient

warrant, we quote from one who
holds an undisputed post of honor

in the musical world :

"
Very well ! that which musical

doctrine had condemned, that which

ages had proscribed, a man one

day dared to do. Guided by his

instinct, he had more confidence in

what it counselled him than in

what the rules commanded, and in

spite of the cries of horror which

arose from a whole nation of

musicians, he had the courage to

bring into relation the fourth note

of the gamut, the fifth, and the

seventh (the tritone). By this one

act he created the natural disso-

nances of harmony, a new tonality,

the kind of music called chromatic,

and, as a consequence, modulation.

What a world of things produced
by onesingleharmonic aggregation !

The author of this wonderful dis-

covery is Monteverde.* He gives
himself the credit, in the preface of

one of his works, for the invention

of the modulated, animated, and ex-

pressive style of melody. In fact,

the impassioned accent (['accent

passiotitte) does not exist, and can-

not exist, except in the leading note

(la note sensible), and this cannot

itself be produced, except by its

* Claudio Monteverde, an Italian musician, born

at Cremona in 1565 ;
died at Venice in 1649. The

age of modern music can easily he computed.
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relation with the fourth and fifth

degrees of the gamut in other

words that any note placed in the

harmonic relation of augmented
fourth with another note produces
(lie sensation of a new tone, without

the necessity of hearing the tonic or

making a cadence, and that by this

faculty of the augmented fourth to

create immediately a leading note,

modulation that is to say, the

necessary succession of different

tones is rendered easy. Admira-
ble coincidence of two fruitful

ideas ! The musical drama is born
;

but the drama lives on emotions,
and the tonality of plain chant,

grave, severe, and calm, could not

furnish it with impassioned accents;
for the harmony of its tonality does

not contain the elements of transi-

tion. Hence genius found inspira-
tion in the demand, and all that

could give life to the music of the

drama was brought into existence

at one blow." *

We cannot refrain from adding
the reflections of another eminent

musician M. Jos. d'Ortigue :

"
Is it not evident that a new

order of ideas, a new social element,
and a novel spirit, were introduced

in music by the fact alone of the

creation of a tonality, and that dis-

MICC, modulation, transition, the

leading or sensible note, the impas-
sioned accent (mark the words), were
but the material clothing, the means,
the outward expression, thanks to

which this new principle namely,
the moi Itninain which had already,
so to speak, broken th rough the

upper strata of thought, made for

itself a vent by means of the art of
music ? For just as the ancient

tonality, by the fact of its constitu-

tion, inspired the sentiment of re-

posethat is to say, gave birth to

* Resume nUtisaphiqia tft CHist de la V-
riftu. Par M. F<!tis.

the ideas of permanence, of immuta-

bility, of the infinite, which com-

port with the expression of divine

things so also disturbance, agita-

tion, the febrile and tumultuous ex-

pression of the passions, which are

the essential characteristics of all

earthly things, are inherent in the

modern tonality precisely in virtue

of its constitution, which depends
upon dissonancexnti. transition." *

Those wise old Spartans who
made it a capital crime to add a

new cord to the lyre, lest the people
should be rendered effeminate, would

certainly despair of finding a man
living in our XlXth century who
was fit to be called a man, if they
were told that the chord of the

minor seventh was in such common
use that hardly one melody can be

found where its effeminate disso-

nance is not made to appear and to

be felt.f We pray to be ^understood

when -nre call the tonality of
" im-

passioned accent
"
effeminate. A

few words from M. Victor de Lap-
rade will convey our meaning :

"
I

dare to class music, and even women
themselves, in the order of feminin-

ity that is to say, in that class in

which sentiment rules ideas, in

which the heart is more manifestly
active than reason. It is bold, I

acknowledge. We are no longer

living in the age of the Book of

Wisdom, of the sacred lawgivers, of

the prophets, of the philosophers,
nor simply of Moliere

; we are of
the age of-Saint-Simon, of Fourier,
of Augusts Comte, and we have

changed all that. We have put the
heart on the right side. I am
obstinate enough to feel it beating
on the left."

* Dictiennairt di Plain Chaxt, art. Tonalite.

t We were surprised to find that we had written" diminished" seventh for the chord Sff, Si,
Kt, Fa, in our last article. The accompanying ex-

ample, however, showed our meaning, and, for musi-

cians, corrected the error.
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In his famous Instructions (we

beg our readers to recall our pro-

posed amendment of their title) the

cardinal vicar feels the necessity
of protesting against this emotional

tendency of music.
" We forbid,"

he says,
"
too lively or exciting

movements," and dreads lest some

composers may be led to express
"
the unbridled liveliness of the

dance." He would not
"
deprive

the music of that grace and coloring
which art and good taste suggest,"
but thinks it necessary to add that
"

a-n effeminate softness is to be

avoided."

Without question, the best music,
allied to words, as music, is in the

compositions for the opera. Those
eminent composers who have writ-

ten for the opera and for the

church have indisputably produced
works of a higher order of musical

merit for the former than they have

for the latter.
* And is not oper-

atic music the most intensely im-

passioned of all melody, and is it

not, alas! becoming a vehicle for

the expression of the most debased

and lascivious passions of the hu-

man heart ? Give to modern mu-
sic language and a stage, free it

from all the restraints of Catholic

morality, and who does not see,

after the experience of an operatic
season in one of our great cities,

that it would soon become the most

powerful and dangerous of all the

forces which are now threatening to

enervate and demoralize our mod-
ern society? We must not be sur-

prised, therefore, nor should we
much regret, that " modern compo-
sers have failed in their works to

meet the requirements of Catholic

devotion."

* We would also like to know why
" church mu-

sic
"

introduced by composers into their operas is so

unlike the music they have composed for the

church.

Let us see what spirit marks the

ceremonies of the church when
considered as opportunities for ex-

hibiting, or as exciting causes of

awakening, the passions. It is not

possible to find one such occasion.

All gesture which might suggest

aught but the most perfect calm
and repose of the soul in the actors

is absolutely out of place. It is

very difficult in sudden, unlooked-
for instances of disturbance for the

priest not to show in his counte-
nance or by his manner symptoms
of alarm, disgust, or annoyance ;

but he ought not to do so, and
would not fail to scandalize the

people, unless such disturbance

happened to be extraordinary. To
betray by look, gesture, or intona-

tion of voice the slightest emotion
of sensual passion, however inno-

cent in itself, would disgust and

horrify all observers. Neither do
the rubrics permit him or his as-

sistants to excite any passion in

the hearts of others; for the cere-

monial directs their most simple
movements, the position of the

body, the tcnue of the eyes, the

hands, and the feet. That "
eccle-

siastical modesty
"
which forms so

constant a theme of instruction to

candidates for the sacred ministry
here finds its perfect realization,

and is exacted in the highest de-

gree.
The sacred offices are essentially

unlike opera, and the church has
the good sense to dread the intro-

duction of anything in connection

with her divine ceremonies that

might be suggestive of it. We now
understand why the cardinal vicar

throughout the Instructions vehe-

mently proscribes, and over and
over again warns composers not to

write, operatic or theatrical music,
or anything like it, either in its

melodies or its character, nor bor-



Church Cliant rs. Cliurcli Alttsic. 321

row from it, nor imitate it in the

use of ariettas, duets, trios, recita-

tive, finales, or cal'alfttit. Truly.
''the l>est music" is pretty well

ruled out by his eminence. l!y his

cautious discrimination, and pru-
dent lopping off, and general ton-

ing down he has pretty closely

clipped the wings of the steed of

Helicon, and, after all, it must be

acknowledged, has made of him
rather a sorry and unreliable nag,
not worth half the old horse who
all his lifetime has never given out,

or baulked, or behaved in any un-

seemly manner.

We trust that a distinct disavowal

of any intent on our part to treat

with flippancy and disrespect the

oft-quoted Instructions of his emi-

nence is not needed, for nothing
could be further from our thought ;

but that our readers will perceive
that the point of our lance is di-

rected against the endeavor to im-

pose a restrictive and prohibitory
( uvular-letter of the cardinal vicar

i brief in favor of modern music
with apostolic sanction. We com-

plain, also, that the words of Bene-
dict XIV. have been quoted by
the same writers in such a way as

to leave the impression en the mind
of the general reader that the

learned pope treated modern music
as nn fait accompli, and rather pre-
ferred it if composed according to

certain demands which he makes
of musicians. Wherefore we quote

in his words, by which we get at

ins real sentiments :

" The Grego-
rian chant is that song which excites

the minds of the faithful to piety and
devotion

; it is that music, therefore,

which, if sung in our churches with
care and decorum, is most willingly
heard by devout persons, and is

justly preferred to that which is

called figured or harmonized mu-
sic. The titillation of figured mu-

VOL. xx. 22

tl held very cheaply by men of

religious mind in comparison with

the sweetness of the church chant,

and hence it is that the people
flock to the churches of the monks,
who, taking piety for t/ii'ir ;;///,/ in

singing the praises of God, after

the counsel of the prince of psalm-
ists, skilfully sing to their Lord as

Lord, and serve God as God with

the utmost reverence."

The learned Suarez has also

been cited in favor of modern
church music rather a strange

fact, as the great theologian was

dead and buried before the system
of modern music was invented!

S. Alphonsus no mean theologian,

nor a rigorist either says: "The
devil usually gets more by it than

God does.
"

This attempt to argue a posi-

tive approval from prohibitory en-

actments reminds us of "a little

story."
"I had the honor this morning,"

boasted a vain soldier, "of holding
a conversation with his majesty
the king."

" You converse with his majesty ?"

exclaimed his companion. "And
what did you say to him ?"

"Oh! /said nothing. His ma-

jesty alone conversed."
" And pray, what did he say to

you ?"
" He said :

'

Fellow, stand out of

the way !'

"

Who has ever thought of denying
that the old plain chant suits exact-

ly the ceremonies of the church ?

There were never any
"
Instruc-

tions" promulgated, that we know

of, to curb its worldly, operatic, sen-

sual, or effeminate tendencies, sim-

ply because by its essential melo-

dic for.m it does not lend itself to any
such aberrations. By its short in-

tervals, its grave and unmeasured

movement, and its intellectual char-
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acter,
*

it is freed from all sensuous-

ness. You can neither march to it,

dance to it, nor make love with it.

But you can appropriately accom-

pany any of the ceremonies of the

church with it, and pray with it
;

that is to forestall the special

plea of a theological "distinction
"

you can adore with it, propitiate the

divine justice with it, supplicate with

it, praise and thank God with it
;
and

doing all this, we respectfully ask,

what more do you want, and, if you
do want more, what right have you
to ask it ?

In the interests of art, do you say ?

Pshaw! You know well that the

church can offer but a very confined

field for the cultivation of music as

<n/ art, and, compared with music

inspired by other wants and tastes,

the music written for her use is not

worth mentioning. It is only fit to

be consigned to the flames, as our

friend observes. Besides, the church

is not an Academy of Arts and Scien-

ces. Try again.
If being content with what the

church prescribes, refusing to ad-

mit what she has not distinctly com-

manded, and contending stoutly for

the fitness of that melody for the

expression of her divine prayer,
and as an accompaniment to her

sublime offices, and which she has

never declared to be unsuitable, be

to "censure the whole church, and

even the Pope himself," as it is in-

sinuated we do, then we offer our-

selves at once for safe conduct to

a lunatic asylum, for assuredly we
have lost our senses.

* A marked characteristic of Gregorian chant,

Rousseau, in his Essai sur I' Origine des Langues^
examining the influence of music, observes :

lk Thus
melody, beginning to [tc less adherent to speech^
look, insensibly, a separate existence, and music be-
came more independent of the words. As a conse-

quence, little by little those prodigies which it had

produced while it was only the accent and the har-

mony of poetry, and which gave to it that power to

subdue the passions which it would in the future ex-

ercise only upon the reason, ceased
"

Fourthly. We hear much of the

coloring in the phraseology of mod-
ern music. That it is essentially
rhetorical is plain enough. It is

pretty much all made up of figures
of speech, musically expressed. It

is especially antithetical, full of strik-

ing contrasts, and highly metaphori-
cal. We used to hear frequently in

our own church, when we had a
" mixed "

choir and a gallery, a

finale of the Gloria in Excelsis which
the unlearned in musical gymnastics
were accustomed to say sounded like

the men scampering after the women,
and the women scampering after the

men, and neither coming out ahead
of the other. This rhetorical char-

acter of music, this dealing in figures

of musical speech, which we dare

affirm is not free in many an instance

from the faults of tautology,bombast,
and mixed metaphor, lucidly explains
the reason why the frequent repeti-
tion Qimorccauxde musiquc, whether

anthems, motets,
"
grand Masses,"

or
"
musical Vespers," by any cele-

brated composer whomsoever, soon

grows tiresome. The same rhetori-

cal phrases and identical figures
of speech in the discourses of a

preacher Sunday after Sunday would
set all the people yawning, and, if

the sacredness of the place and of

the speaker were not a hindrance
to such emotional display, laugh-

ing and hissing as well

The metaphorical character of

music is the result of its theme,
which may be, as we have already-

said, either pastoral, martial, amo-

rous, saltatory, funereal, or even

prayerful, etc.; but it is not really

pastoral, for there are no green
fields to pipe in or any hay-mak-
ing going on. It is like pastoral

music, and would be only tolerable,

even in a concert-room, on the

strength of the maxim,
" Art for

art's sake
"

a principle we contend
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to be unphilosophical at best, and

absolutely intolerable when applied
to sacred ceremonies, and not

sanctioned by :i single instance in

the rubrics. So, also, there are no

military evolutions, no love-mak-

ing or dancii: on, for which

.on the music is not really mar-

tial, amorous, or saltatory, but

only like such music. liut there

may be a funeral, and there cer-

tainly is prayer going on
;

and
what objection can there be to

funereal and prayerful music ? We
have never heard any funereal mu-
sic that was fit to accompany a

Requiem Mass. We have heard
musical howling, wailing, sobbing,

ans and sighs of despair, and
even the spiteful cursing and gnash-

ing of teeth of the damned, as in

the confutatis maledictis of Cheru-
bini's Requiem; but let that pass
for the present. Prayer//// music
there is of incomparable sweetness

and ravishing harmony, but//wr<v-
music /.('., music which is prayer
is quite another thing. Music does

* not lose its metaphorical character

ause its theme is prayerful.
There is tin- greatest difference in

the world between first-class paste
and real diamond, or between ver-

meil and pure gold, although it is

oible that neither you nor we
could distinguish them without the

>lication of a scientific test.

The paste may have a perfect dia-

/ glitter, if you will; but
that this glitter is the expression

i lie substance of real diamond
;s no argument to disprove.

Let us again apply our test.

The official acts of the celebrant
1 his assistants at the altar are

not figurative, but real. The priest
acts as a priest, and not like a priest.
The chorus rise, Jcncel, bow, pros-

trate, as a chorus should, and not
a chorus might. All their acts

are real, finding their ni7w in t >

selves, and not in so- L ]s L
-

of which they are now a g'

admirable, or now a poor and far-

fetched, figure. Melody for such

performances should be .a faithful

and true expression of these reali-

ties. That is to say, when .

hear the melody, you should !

the prayer which is the form of the

corpus ritbricarum, as the soul is the

form of the human body. Subject-
ed to this test, the paste is easily

distinguished.

Now, will the diamond, as we
choose to typify the church chant, be
as readily known by the like t

There is nothing corresponding pr
similar to figures of speech in the

chant, neither is it based upon me-

taphorical themes. It has proper-

ly no theme, but only modes, with

their special intonations, mediations,
and cadences. Considered in its

melodic form, it is a rhythmic-
combination of unities, the pu
artistic expression of communion
with the Infinite Unity with God.

Sung in or out of the celebration

of the divine offices, if it be not

simple rehearsal, it is prayer, and

nothing else but prayer. It re-

joices in the
"
perennial freshness

"

of the Holy Mass and Divine Of-

fice, because, like these, it is not

metaphorical, but real
; and hence

we deduce at once the explana-
tion of its lasting character. Its

melodies do not wear out or, be-

come tiresome. It would never oc-

cur to a child of the church, al-

though he were the most accom-

plished musician the world ever

knew, if his age surpassed that of

Mathusala, and he had heard

High Mass every day of his life,

that the Preface or the Pater

Noster (and wherefore any other

chant?) was a worn-out or tire-

some melody. There is a. truth
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for the lovers of church music to

digest.

The essential reason to go to the

very bottom of the matter of the

lasting character of the chant, lies

in the form of its phraseology,
which is purely didactic, consisting
of simple and therefore sublime af-

firmations; this simplicity of its

phraseology being often reduced to

the utterance of pure substantives,

as if the soul were in rapture, medi-

tating upon God and his attributes,

the Alpha and Omega, the Begin-

ning and the End, the Being of be-

ings, the Eternal, the Omnipotent,
the Everlasting, the All in all, the

All wise, the All fair, and the All

good.
There is an instance of this sub-

lime simplicity of language in Holy
Scripture which is an apt example
to illustrate our meaning. It is

the twelfth verse of the viith chap-
ter of the Apocalypse :

" Amen.

Benedictio, et claritas, et sapien-

tia, et gratiarum actio, honor, et

virtus, et fortitudo Deo nostro in

ssecula sjeculorum, amen " Amen.

Benediction, and glory, and wis-

dom, and thanksgiving, honor and

power, and strength to our God,
for ever and ever, amen.

The test being applied, we think

we may affirm and certify the dia-

mond.

Fifthly. From what we have

already said, and to judge from the

extraordinary pretensions of its

capacity for expression put forth in

these later days, modern music is

essentially dramatic, mimetic, or

imitative. That it is especially-

suitable as the melody to accom-

pany and aid the expression of dra-

matic representation there is no

question. There appears also to

be hardly any limit of its capacity,

as musicians affirm, for word-paint-

ing and scene-painting. If the

musical critics are not deceived, we
think that, with the full score of

some genius who may be even now
about to graduate in the school of
"
the music of the future," a Thomas

or a Gilmore might dispense with

the actors on the stage altogether,
and with the services of the scene-

painter as well. What is thought
of this power of word-painting,
when employed to illustrate the

sacred text of the church's offices,

we quote from the Dublin Review,

Oct., 1868 :

" What is called word-painting in

music is, of course, very effective,

but, as a rule, it cannot be carried

so far in sacred as in secular music

without detriment to the dignity of

the subject. Indeed, even where it

is not otherwise objectionable, it

sometimes becomes tiresome from

its conventionality. The run down
the notes of the scale at the de-

sccndit tie eaelis, and such like ef-

fects, do not bear much repetition.

Indeed, the attempt at minute ex-

pression has often led to odd blun-

ders, such as in the passages resin- -

rectionfin mortuorum, where the mu-
sic for the first word is usuatiy made
to have a joyful effect, the latter a

lugubrious one (and that, too, some-
times drawn out into musical pas-

sages cut off from the previous word,
as if it were a fresh sentence), the

composer forgetting that the phrase

only comprehends one idea that

of the resurrection. So with the

passage reuiissionem peccatonnn, cx-

altaril humilcs, and others that might
be named."
We have already mentioned a

notable instance of this word-paint-

ing the confutalis makdictis from

the Dies Ine of Cherubini. The

vividly descriptive and intensely
dramatic power Of that passage is

well known
; and if it were farther

heightened by a mechanically-
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darkened church, with a flash or

two of stage-lightning and the

rumbling of sheet-iron thunder, we
are sure the effect would be

quite as much as we could bear,

whether as celebrant or as near

relatives of the departed. Over-

powered with the emotions of hor-

ror and tear which we are sure we
would experience in thus having
hell opened to us, we would be think-

ing a great deal more of the devil

than of the God of mercy and com-

passion when the cry of fright broke

from our lips,
"
Libera me, Domine,

de morte asternal" Certainly, de-

prived even of any stage effects, we
have never listened to it without a

shudder. And now comes the per-
tinent question, Is dramatic, theat-

rical effect what the church desires

to obtain from her melody, or, at

least, is she willing that there should

be anything of this kind at all em-

ployed to illustrate her liturgy ?

\\"e refer to the Instructions of

his eminence the cardinal vicar.

He is
"
polarized," as we say in

America, on that subject. We also

quote from the late articles on
church music in this magazine :

' '

I Imnana nefas rniscere divinis
'

finds its application here. To
carry the minds of worshippers in

the church back to the theatre by
the music is a crime, for it is a dese-

cration."

cians themselves are not

wholly devoid of the sense of pro-

priety. Mine, de Sevigne relates

that nafliste the celebrated Lulli

hearing at Mass one day an air

which lie had composed for the

theatre, cried out:
"
Lord, Lord, I

crave your pardon. 1 did not write

it for y<>n .'

"

We wonder if the correspondent
of the Hfi-^ild was aware of the sa-

tire contained in the following late

announcement :

"
Signor Verdi pro-

tests indignantly against his Re-

quiem being played in a circus at

Ferrara."

Yet let us see if our comparison
with the ceremonies of the liturgy
and the character of the actors

holds good as before.

There is no scenery, nor should

there be any for any occasion. No.

good reader, not even for the Re-

pository of Holy Thursday. Those

puppet-show
"
tombs," with paste-

board soldiers sleeping and watch-

ing before pasteboard rocks, are no!

prescribed by the rubrics, or even

tolerated, and are therefore entirely
out of order and unmeaning. The

Holy Mass is a continuation of the

crucifixion and sacrificial death

of our Lord on Mount Calvary ;
but

there is no dramatic representation
of that event, for the reason, among
others that we have alleged before,

that it is not a representation, but a

reality. We could readily under-
stand its propriety if the Episcopa-
lians or other sects of Protestants

were to have a stage erected with

scenery of the
"
upper room," and a

supper-table with living actors or

wax-figure ones, a la. Mine. Tussaud
or Mrs. Jarley, in order to vividly

represent to their people the cele-

bration of the Last Supper, be-

cause their
"
celebrations," high,

low, broad, or evangelical, expect to

have nothing more at best than a

representative sacrifice or comme-
morative supper ;

but the Catholic-

Mass is a perfect and real sacrifice

in itself, and mimics nothing.

Apart from the Mass, we have
a remarkable example in our own

day of a sacred drama, the Passion

Play of Ober-Ammergau, which is

not a real but an imitative crucifix-

ion, mechanical in the highest de-

gree, passional, figurative, and dra-

matic. Music for that, a la boniu

kturel
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Let us again bring the chant into

comparison. When we say that it

is pre-eminently the chant of priests,

each one of whom is
''
alter Chris-

tus,"*the chorus song of psalm-
ists, we at once proclaim it as pre-

eminently fitted for the expression
of the liturgy, and therefore to be

wanting in dramatic or word-paint-

ing capacity. There have been a

few insignificant attempts made by
late composers to express, after a

musical fashion, the dcscendit de

ca'lis witli square notes on a four-

lined staff, in the hope, probably,
that it would be mistaken for plain

chant; but the guise is too thin !

Here is a fitting opportunity to

explain our former intimation that

horrifying, tearful, and groaning

melody is not suitable even for a

requiem. How often have we not

heard it said,
" Oh ! Gregorian

chant is admirable for occasions

of sorrow
; just the thing for a

Dead Mass "
;
or again,

"
I think th.e

chant is so lugubrious and solemn;

every inflexion seems to be in the

minor key," to which we reply :

In the first place, they who sup-

pose plain chant to be in the mi-

nor key are simply in ignorance of

its tonality. These we advise to

study enough of the chant of their

church to avoid making ridiculous

objections to it. The others evi-

dently suppose, ist, that the church

intends to excite emotions of sad-

ness at a requiem, and to perform,

especially with the services of the

choir, the office of a paid mute
;

and if the friends and relatives are

moved to weep bitterly and for a

* u And when they had said a hymn, they went
forth unto the Mount of Olives." u Id est, hymno
cantato," says Estius

;
and also S. Augustine :

ll Ubi
non est cantus, non est hymnus ;

'' and S. Chrysos-
tom :

'

Hymnum cecinit. ut et nos similiter facia-

mus." Suppose the Passion to have taken place
in our day, would our Lord aud his disciples have

sung their
l ' Communio "

rt la Mozart, alia Pales-

trina, or in the style of Gregorian Chant ? "t KOS
sitniliter faciaintis .

"

long time, every one will say,

"How impressive, how touching!"

meaning,
" How saddening ! How

depressing to the spirits !" 2d. That
the Gregorian chant Requiem is

most admirably suited to this pur-

pose, being a melody of such a sor-

rowful character and of so lugu-
brious a tone.

On which we remark that they
are most egregiously mistaken in

both suppositions. The object
which the church has in view at a

requiem is not to make people

weep and wail, but to console, com-

fort, and soothe the bleeding hearts

of the bereaved mourners ; to pray

herself, and to excite them to pray

earnestly, for the soul of the de-

parted. Nothing could be further

from her thought than to horrify
them with visions of the grave and

imaginations of the torments of the

damned. No, it is rest, eternal

rest, the rapture of the soul's en-

joyment of the everlasting light of

glory in heaven, that forms the

burden of her funereal refrain,

"
Requiem Eeternam dona ei Domine,
Et lux perpetua luceat ei 1

Requiescat in pace !"

Those who love to indulge in the

luxury of woe, and who fancy that

plentiful tears and a thoroughly bro-

ken-hearted manner are the pro-

per accompaniments to a mourning
dress, highly approve of the anti-ru-

brical exhibition of painted or em-
broidered skulls and cross-bones,

heightened in effect by a diapering
of gigantic tears, which the artist

in funereal trappings has intruded

upon the altar or about the cata-

falque. The Requiem Masses of Mo-
zart and Cherubim would certainly

admit of these imitative skeletons

and mechanical grief; but not so

the Gregorian Requiem.
Hark! what are those strange

words which break the silence as
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the coffin is borne into the church ?

"
Subvenite sancti Dei, occurrite

Angi-ii i tomini, suscipientes animam

ejus, offerentes earn in conspectu
Aliissinii. Suscipi.it te Christus qui

ivit te, et in sinu Abrahae an-

gel i deducant te."
*

And now the Introit begins, which

gives the keynote, so to speak, to

the whole Mass :

"
Kri|uiein uiternam dona cis

Domine; et lux perpetua luceat

eis."t
What a world of comfort in those

words ! How soothing and hope-
ful

;
and chanted to such a smooth,

i-t melody, like oil poured out

upon the troubled waters, calming
the agitated and fretted spirits of the

mourners, and gently turning all

its away from the thoughts of

the irreparable loss they have sus-

tained, and shutting out the memo-
ry of the scenes of anguish and
horror that marked the hours of the

>ny and death, solicits them to

pray for the soul of the beloved

departed, and to cast all their sorrow
at the feet of God.

Doubtless you presume the chant
is very sorrowful

; and, like all Gre-

gorian chant, this is, of course,
"

in

the minor key." Not at all, how-
ever inexplicable it may appear to

you. Read over again what we
have just written above, and now
learn one more astonishing fact.

The chant for this Introit is writ-

ten in the sixth mode, the only one
of all the Gregorian modes whose
scale is identical with the scale of
the modern major key!

There is not an invitation to weep
in the whole Requiem, neither in the

..mcc, all ye saints of God;
meet him, all ye angels of God

;
n-ccivo his soul, and

nl it hef,.rc the Lord. May Jesus Christ, who
thce, and may the angels con-

duct thce lo the bosom of Abraham.
t Eternal rest grant unto them, O Lord ! and

let perpetual light shine upon them.

words nor in the melody. It is

true the church takes rare to im-

prove the occasion l>v pn ."-hing her

sermon on the Judgment in the

chant of the Dies Ji\c ; but she

soon returns to her keynote of com-

forting prayer, and at the Commitnto

(which, of course, is not sung at

all at our concert requiems) she es-

says even a bright and cheerful

melody in the triumphant eighth

mode, to the old refrain,

" Lux icterna luceat ets,"

and, addressing the sweet mercy of

God, inspires hope and submission
to the divine will by the reminder
that he is ever kind and good
"quia pins es."

Oh! what is this? It is the

sympathizing pressure of the hand
of the old, old friend who has al-

ways been true in sunshine and
storm, in our sins and our miseries

;

it is her sheltering arm that folds

our drooping head upon her gentle
breast, and her cheery voice that

has so often gladdened us in days
gone by, soothing our broken heart
with the only words that have

power with us now " God is

good,"
"

It is his holy will."

When we were aforetime groping
in the darkness of heretical error,
and denied all privilege of stretch-

ing out our hands in prayer to

help our beloved dead through the

mysterious way that death had

opened to them, and sternly for-

bidden to hope for a deeper look
into the future than the yawning
chasm of corruption opened to our

in the earth, we felt alas!

how keenly the appropriateness
of the only burial service we knew
of then, whose doleful burden
"
ashes to ashes, dust to dust," and

"
U'e commit this body to the

ground" expressed well the faith

that was of the earth, earthy. But
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now our voice is lifted up in praise,

and our heart-strings tuned to

strains of festive joy, when God has

spared our innocent loved ones the

dangers and sorrows of life, chant-

ing their translation to the skies in

robes of white, and in words of joy
that erst were sung by angels pro-

claiming
"
Glory to God in the high-

est, and peace on earth to men";
and at the borders of the tomb
which hides from our sight the

forms of those who for many a year
have grown with our growth, and
knit our very existence unto theirs,

the earth with its darkening clouds

is made to disappear, and heaven

itself is revealed as the herald who

precedes the soul to the gates of

everlasting light, chants in our

hearing its melodious welcome to

the home of rest and glory.
"
In paradisum deducant te an-

geli ;
in tuo adventu suscipiant te

martyres, et perducant te in civita-

tem sanctam Jerusalem. Chorus

angelorum te suscipiat, et cum La-

/aro quondam paupere seternatn

habeas requiem."*
The Catholic Church calm in

the face of death, and triumphant
at the edge of the grave ! Why
does not the sight convert every
Protestant and unbeliever before

the setting of the sun? This is

our answer: Because you have

brought upon the true Israel the

calamity which Mardochai the just

prayed God to avert when "
the

mouths of them that sing unto God
are shut," and by your music have

bedimmed one of the most sublime

manifestations of the church, and

by the banishment of her chant

have silenced her voice in that su-

preme, faith-inspiring hour !

* May the angels conduct thec to paradise ;
in

thy coming may the martyrs receive thce and lead

thee into the holy city Jerusalem. May the chorus
of angels receive thee, and with Lazarus, once

poor, maycst thou obtain eternal rest.

Music at a funeral ! We would
as soon think of getting an Episco-

palian parson to read his gloomy
burial service, or of hiring a Metho-
dist preacher to declaim by the

hour, for the purpose of exhibiting
his own vanity and ministering to

ours.

The reason why the much-laud-
ed musical Masses, whether of re-

quiem or for other occasions, have
failed to meet the requirements
of Catholic devotion, is because
their composers have sought by
word-painting to illustrate the

words, as separately defined in a

dictionary, instead of grasping the

chief and leading ideas to which
the church strives to give expres-
sion

; pretty much as if a painter,

intending to paint a man, should

most carefully sketch apart every

separate bone, muscle, nerve, ar-

tery, and organ in the body. The
result obtained would be a series

of most excellently delineated ana-

tomical drawings, no doubt, but no

bodily form of a man, and no ex-

pression of what makes the body a

living body, which is the soul.

Hence we deduce a most impor-
tant conclusion. The form of

modern music is not prayer, but

recreation, the delectation of the

imaginative faculty. It aims at

producing the impressions which
material things excite by their con-

tact with the senses. It seeks to

imitate motion in direction or ve-

locity, light and darkness, cold and

heat, serenity or disturbance in na-

ture. The piano alone is supposed
to make us hear the booming of

cannon, the galloping and neighing
of horses (the tritone Si, Fa, which
in the palmy days of Gregorian
chant was called diabolm in musica,

and which is the essential chord in

the tonality of modern music, will

be found to give the exact notes of
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an ass' braying), the dying moans
of the wounded in battle, the rising

and setting of the sun, and a host

<

i other equally curious things.
"

I shouldn't wonder," exclaims a

witty writer,
"

if one day I might
sco upon a piece of sheet music,
'

Demonstration of the square of the

Jiypot/if/utse,' fir
' The theory offree

trade!'" Will not some composer
produce a

" work "
which will give

the impressions produced on the

souls of the people at Mass and

Vespers ? Jt might be found con-

venient for home use on rainy Sun-

days !

This suggestion quite tickles our

fancy. It has the smack of origi-

nality about it, and we feel like

playing with it, as a cat plays with

a mouse. Who does not see at

once that it opens a vast field for

development of music as an art,

and precisely in the order in which

musicians are now striving to give it

expression? Yes, the glory of the

invention is ours.
" I'VU.NT MUSICAL IMPRESSIONS,

led to every want in church

and state."
" Save your fuel ! Summer Im-

pressions, warranted for the coldest

climate."
"
Watering-places superseded!

Refreshing H'inter impressions, de-

liciously cool, flavored with hops,

nudes, moonlight excursions,

views, Adirondack trips, etc.,

:;< cording to t.

" Sermon Impressions, a great va-

riety. Parties ordering will please
state their religious views or the

particular branch of the Episco-
palian or other denomination to

which they belong." A'. /'. Agents
and compo icrs wanted.

If our readers think this to be
nonsensical trilling, let them reatl n

few of those lucubrations styled
"
musical criticisms."

Musical coloring has only been

equalled in its fantastic conception^

by the so-called ocular harmonrand
visualmelody imagined by the French

Jesuit, Father Castel, who lived

about the beginning of the last

century. Starting with a fancied

principle that colors are reducible

to a harmonic scale corresponding
to the scale of musical sounds. In-

had manufactured what he called

his universal ribbon, on which were

graduated all colors and their most
minute shades. Of this ribbon he

made a little book, which he inge-

niously attached to a harpsichord
in such a manner that certain

leaves would open at the touch of

the different keys, thus presenting
to the sight a particular shade of

color at the same time that the

hearing perceived the musical note.

It is said that he spent large sums
of money on this hobby. He
wished also to have silks and other

stuffs woven after this principle and
"

i/iins ce gout" of which the sacer-

dotal vestments ought to be made,
so that every feast and season

would be not only distinguished by
those parti-colored robes, but also,

according to his principle of the

harmonic proportions of color, that

by a scientific arrangement of the

colors derived from his graduated
ribbon one might, and, as he con-

tended, should, note upon the vest-

ments melodies, and even harmony,
so that a chasuble would sing the

Gloria in Excelsis or a cope the

Antiphons at Vespers ! We do not

find, however, in his works, any pro-

posal to sing, in colors, either at

Mass or Vespers/ thunder and

lightning, landscapes and sunrises,

jigs and waltzes, serenades of love-

sick swains, the shrieks and gnash-

ing of teeth of devils and lost souls,

as our modern musicians have

done with their musical coloring.
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Sixthly. One of the chief com-

plaints justly made against church
music is its liability to the abuse
of bringing certain singers of re-

markable talent into an undue and
often indecent prominence, and thus

ministering rather to personal van-

ity, to petty jealousies and envies,
and to the critical delectation of

the audience (?), than to the praise
and glory of God. That music can
be written so as to preclude such

an offensive result we are not pre-

pared to deny ;
but that there is any

reasonable hope that it ever will be
we do not believe. The principle

upon which choice is made of it in

preference to chant, and which has

extorted the restricted and evident-

ly unwilling toleration of it, forbids

us to entertain such a hope. We
fancy that such a chastened style
of music, composed so as to meet
this requirement, would soon be
voted as

"
confessedly unequal to

the task of evoking and expressing
the feelings cf Christian joy and

triumph," and, with plain chant

under the same ban, this world
would become indeed a vale of

tears and
11 ... plain of groans,

Whose arid wastes resound with moans
Of weepers over dead men's bones."

The style inherent in music cer-

tainly calls for more or less of per-
sonal display, and consequently
for some sign of appreciation from

the listeners, if it be nothing more
than that entranced silence which
is often the most flattering applause,

especially in church.

A little incident has just occur-

red in connection with our own
church choir -we hardly need say
that no women sing in it, or that

chant is its accepted melody which

illustrates better than long argu-
ment the spirit that Gregorian
chant inspires in the hearts of the

singers. One of their number, a

little chorister, lies sick in a hospi-
tal. The members of the chorus
have made an offering of all the

merit they gain in the sight of God,
on account of their singing, for his

recovery. We imagine the look of

puzzled surprise if such an "
act

"

were proposed to the singers of a

musical chorus in one of our ordi-

nary gallery-choirs.
We would furthermore ask

whether music for the church could

be, or is at all likely to be, compos-
ed so as not to betray the hand
of the composer and elicit applause
for him ? Ought the people, or

priest either, to suffer the distraction

of remarking interiorly,
" We have

Mgr. Newsham's Mass to-day, but it

is not so pleasing as Mr. Richard-
son's revised Mozart that we had
last Sunday. I do hope the organ-
ist will soon give us one of those

Mechlin prize Masses : but we can-

not have that, I suppose, until we

get a better tenor, for ours is rather

a poor voice, etc., etc., etc." ?

We say that all such reflections

are out of order, and are a valid ar-

gument against the use of musical

compositions.
What ofpersonal display in church

ceremonies? It is not only in bad

taste, but irrational, stupid, and

contemptible, if it be not grievously

scandalous, as it might very easily
become. Does any one ever dream
of applause to be either given or ac-

knowledged ? Why does not the

church offer prizes for the composi-
tion of "Masses" which will vie

with each other in their literary

style, their devotional phraseology,
and other characteristics, so that

the people may have the enjoyment
of hearing a Mass, now of the cele-

brated Dr. Brown, now of Dean

Jones, and now of Canon Robinson,
instead of being obliged to listen



Church Chanl vs. Churcli Music. 331

week after week to the same old,

tiresome M ivu-s of the Feasts of

our Lord, the Blessed Virgin, and
the saints, the productions of the

same " barbarous
"
age which form-

ed the chant, and whose composers
are not known to one in a million ?

Do not the exigencies of modern

progress, and the aspirations to see

themselves in print of more literati

than she can find room for in her

contracted temple of fame, demand
that the church shall take this mat-
in into serious consideration ? We
advise the American daily press to

press this matter into the notice of

the hierarchy at once, or at the re-

assembling of the Vatican Council
at furthest.

As to plain chant, it corresponds
exactly with this anonymous cha-
racter of the present liturgy of the

church, as every one can see im-

mortal works, that immortalize only
the common faith which produced

u and then that will be got
rid of, which is all we need or care

ly on this point. Verbum sap.

it/ify (and lastly, for the

present). Modern music is essential-

ly national and secular. It is the

product of a natural and sensual

civilization (a question we have
not the space to fully discuss here),
and advances in a degree corre-

sponding to the cultivation of the
arts for their own sake by this or

that nation, besides receiving a

marked impress from the national

habits and tastes.

Art for art's sake ! What else

could we expect from a civilization

which has ignored the supernatural
and placed scientific, investigation
above the revelations of God,
whose painters have abandoned the

1 for servile copying of nature,
and whose highest type of beauty
tor the sculptor's chisel is a naked
Venus?

The secular character of music

by which we mean its variability

with succeeding centuries or still

shorter periods of time is also un-

questionable. It is of this age or

of that
;
now "

all the rage," and
now "old-fashioned" and "

out of

date." Modern musical airs enjoy
a very short-lived popularity.
Fashion is the autocrat, almost the

divinity, of modern civilization. It

is the logical expression of cultivat-

ed sensualism, and the art of music
has basely given itself up to its ty-

rannical rule and whimsical lusts.

Church music has been forced to

bend its neck and go under the same

yoke, and we do not believe it has the

power to shake it off. Talk of mak-

ing the style of music ''alia Pales-

trina
"

popular now ! We have

been offered Chevalier Pustet's

costly Musica Dii'ina for a song; and
Herr Franz may call the atten-

tion of church musicians to the

works of Durante until he is

hoarse. We tell you that such mu-
sic is "out of fashion"; and fash-

ion's ban in the kingdoms of this

world is as blasting as the ban of

the church's excommunication in

the kingdom of Christ.

There must be nothing national

or secular, nothing suggestive of the

petty partisanship and strifes of the

world, about the melody which ex-

presses the universal and everlast-

ing liturgy of the church. Kenelm

Digby, whose judgment is of worth,

says :

"
Sooth, no tongue can be

adequate to give an idea of the

impression produced by the plain

song of the choir. It is full of

poetry, full of history, full of sanc-

tity. While the Gregorian chant

rises, you seem to hear the whole

Catholic Church behind you respond-

ing"
Music may do for religions that

are national or fashionable. Hymns



332 Assunta Howard.

in the German style may do for

German Protestants; hymns and

anthems in the English style may
do for English Protestants; and

American music (if there be such)

may answer for all the requirements
of devotion among the fifty odd
sects that are struggling for exis-

tence amongst us and we advise

them, if they wish to make their

churches
"
pay," to keep their mu-

sic well up to the fashion -but the

Catholic Church, who knows no

present, past, or future in her eternal

faith, whose liturgy has never been

subjected to the genius of national

language, whose motto,
"
Quod ubi-

que, quod semper, quod ab omni-

bus," has defied the attacks of fash-

ion, as her rock-founded edifice de-

fies the gates of hell, she must have,

and, thank God, she has a melody no
nation or age shall call

"
its own,"

whose purity no soi-disaiit
"
civiliza-

tion
"

shall ever be able to defile,

which her faithful children shall

always recognize as the voice of

their true mother, and know it well

from the voice of a foreign step-
dame or of a hireling housekeeper

a voice which, through the mys-
terious link of divine generation,
will ever speak to the child of the

1'ather, who is his through tin-

church, and whose Paternal com-

passion is sure to be moved by the

tones of that song which the Mother

taught him to sing.

ASSUNTA HOWARD.
v.

SIENNA.

IT was on a beautiful evening in

June, just when spring was merg-

ing into summer, that Mr. Carlisle's

family arrived in Sienna, and found

a truly delightful home awaiting

them, thanks to Giovanni's energy
and thoughtful skill. The soft but

somewhat enervating air of Rome
had failed to restore Mr. Carlisle's

strength ;
and the physician imper-

atively ordered that panacea which

seems, in the opinion of the faculty,

to be the last resource when other

prescriptions have failed complete

change. An almost unaccountable

attraction had drawn their thoughts
towards Sienna, and Giovanni had

been despatched to Tuscany with

carte blanche as to preparations.
He had proved himself entirely

worthy of confidence
;
and the prais-

es bestowed upon him by all the

family, as they inspected the result

of his efforts, were not unmerited.

He had succeeded in engaging, for

the season, a pleasant, airy villa

about a mile beyond the Florentine

gate of that quaint, proud- city, and
no expense had been spared to ren-

der it comfortable and home-like.

A small grove in front of the house

and a flower garden on one side

promised many a pleasant hour dur-

ing those days when shade and

beauty afford relief and divert the

mind from the power of the mid-

summer sun. The loggia in the

rear of the house, where Mr. Car-

lisle, his sister, and ward were now

standing, commanded a most exten-
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sive and beautiful view. Directly
beneath them the land sloped down
inlo .! grai -el'nl valley covered with

\ineyards. Beyond was a long
. i-]) Q{ (ampagna ; and in the far

distance, like a giant sentinel, rose

Hcofani, on the .summit of which

still lingered the glory of a sunset

win' msness had already de-

parted. There is much in first im-

-ions more, perhaps, than we
are willing to acknowledge and it

m::y well be doubted whether any
after-sunshine would have secured

for Sienna the favor it now enjoyed
had Radicofani appeared for the first

time before the little group assem-

bled on the balcony, rising weird-

like from out a veil of mist and

cloud.

Mrs. Grey actually sighed, as, in-

stantly spanning with a loving, wo-

manly thought the distance which

rated her from the lover she

had regretfully left in Leghorn, she

turned to her companions, saying:
"

( ih ! I wish George were here.

I think Sienna is lovely. There!
1 have seen the new moon over my
left shoulder, and now I am sure

he will not'come this month."
Mrs. Grey was evidently very

much in love. Mr. Sinclair's pre-
sence and absence formed the light
and shade of her life's picture ;

and
a picture it was whose colors were
too glaring, its contrasts too striking,
and it lacked deep feeling in its

, After a pause she continued :

then I have always noticed
that does not like views."

Ami removing her pretty travelling-
hat, she went away to superintend
Amalie's unpacking.
"lie certainly did not like my

views," said Mr. Carlisle in a low

into, 'when 1 express-
ed them to him rather freely the

other day. lint neither did 1 like

his; so we were quits there."

Hut the attention of the traveller

was soon entirely engrossed in se-

curing the rest needful after so

fatiguing a journey ;
and it was some

before Mr. Carlisle was stifti-

cicntly strong to explore the city,

whose walls and towers could be

seen, in all their mediaeval pictur-

esqueness, from the loggia.

At last, however, the change re-

commended began to tell upon the

invalid, and each day added its por-
tion of renewed strength, until Mr.

Carlisle threatened every possible
and impossible herculean labor, by

way of proving that he was, as he

said, "ready for anything."
The ladies had insisted upon

postponing any sight-seeing until

all could enjoy it together, though
Clara protested that complete stag-
nation was evidently her fate. One
could not find much excitement in a

grove and a mountain after the first

hour of novelty. Still, as long as the

mail brought her a daily letter from
Mr. Sinclair, and took in return the

dainty, perfumed envelope contain-

ing so many pretty, loving nothings,
she did not appear to be hopelessly
inconsolable.

Assunta had, without scruple,
made one exception to the gener-
ous resolution of waiting. But it

was because she knew that the ex-

pedition she wished particularly to

make alone would afford no plea-
sure to the others, while their pre-

sence might be the occasion of much

pain to herself. Of course the in-

terest Sienna had for her was its

association with S. Catherine; and
she longed to see the spot conse-

crated by the heroic sanctity of

one whose humility was as pro-
found as her influence on the world

was powerful. She took the op-

portunity on Sunday, after she and
Marie had assisted at Mass in a lit-

tle suburban church, to visit the
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house of the dyer whose honor and

privilege it was to be the father of

a woman the life and character of

whom might well be studied by the

women of to-day. S. Catherine

possessed all that the most ambi-

tious of her sex in the present day
could desire an immense public
influence. How did she gain it ?

Only by seeking to lose herself in

the obscurity of an ignoble origin ;

i-n labors and privations for the

sake of a love whose consuming
fire many waters of tribulation

could not quench ;
and in that tru-

ly hidden life in which God de-

lights to work his wonders. The

only right she claimed was that of

loving, and consequently of suffer-

ing, more than others. The only

insignia of rank she coveted was a

crown of thorns, and it was grant-
ed to her. by her Eternal Lover,
who could refuse her nothing.
Her power was in God's exaltation

of the humble, in his use of the

weak things of the world to con-

found the mighty. Well might
those hands, which-were privileged
to bear in them the marks of the

Lord Jesus the sacred stigmata
be made instrumental in leading
back to Rome its exiled pontiff-

king. Self-annihilation was the

secret of the influence of those

glorious women of the ages of faith

who have since been placed upon
the altars of the church. O rest-

less, self-seeking women of to-day !

striving for a power which will

curse and not bless you, where is

the sweet perfume of your humil-

ity ? Where are the fruits of mortifi-

cation ? Where the aureola of sanc-

tity ? Where are those grand works

for God, offspring of a faith that

believes all and a love that dares

ail ? For these are the virtues in

a S. Catherine or a S. Teresa

which all can imitate. Or, if these

standards are too high for modern

souls, where are the homely quali-
ties of those women commended

by S. Paul, who adorn themselves

with modesty, learn in silence, art-

faithful in all things, having a care

of the house ? Thank God, the

hand of the Lord is not shortened,

and holy mother church cherish-

es many a hidden gem of sanctity
which will one day adorn the bride

at the coming of her divine Spouse!
Yet these are but the exceptions,
unknown in the midst of the vast,

ever-moving multitude seeking the

open arena of life, and desiring a

part in its contests, animated by
hopes as false as they are human,
placing that almost insuperable bar-

rier of pride between their souls

and the Sacred Heart of our di-

vine Lord. S. James has given us

this simple rule of a holy life :

" To
visit the fatherless and widows in

their tribulation, and to keep our-

selves unspotted from the world "-

in two words, charity and purity.

May the ever Blessed Mother of

God and her glorious servant S.

Catherine intercede for the wo-
men of the church, that they may
never covet those empty baubles

for which the women of the world

are now spending their lives!

Assunta, simple child of the

faith, thought nothing of all this,

as she passed reverently over the

threshold of the house, whose

rooms, retaining still something of

their original appearance, are now
converted into chapels. The sa-

cristan, perceiving in the young
girl an earnestness of piety to

which he was not accustomed in

most of the strangers who visited

this holy spot, showed to her.

without solicitation, the crucifix be-

fore which S. Catherine was kneel-

ing when she received the stigmata.
With kind attention the good man
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placed a pric-tlieu before the pre-

cious o!i i neration and, then

rem Assunta an opportu-

nity to satisfy her devotion. Mak-

ing a place for Marie beside her,

she was soon absorbed in prayer.

Hero, where the very atmosphere
was tilled with a spirit of love and

sacrifice, where the crucifix before

her spoke so eloquently of the

closeness of the union between the

faithful soul and its suffering Lord,
how easy it seemed to make aspira-

tions and resolutions which would

of necessity lose something of their

heat when exposed to the chilling
air of the world's indifference !

How far off now was Mr. Carlisle's

affection, of whose influence she

never ceased to feel something;
how near the divine love of the

Sacred Heart, that one sole object
of S. Catherine's desire and adora-

tion ! It had been the last request
of Father l)u Pont, when he gave
Assunta his good-by and blessing,

that, while in Sienna, she would
often visit this holy house. He
judged rightly that the evident

presence of the supernatural would

help to counteract the spirit of

worldliness which surrounded her

in her daily life. She herself al-

ly felt that it was good for her

be there; and though, when she

returned home, the sensible fervor of

the moment died away, the effects

i;dned in reanimated strength.

urage, my child, and perseve-

rance; dod is with you," were the

last words she had heard from the

id priest's lips; and they kept
OD in her soul a sweet, low

harmony, like the music of sea-

shells, 10 her in many an
anxious hour.

When once Mr. Carlisle was able

: without danger of fatigue,
Mrs. Grey could i. ompluin
of stagnation. The cathedral, the

academy, and the numberless pi

of interest within the city walls,

the drives, the walks through the

shady lanes near the villa, twilight

Strolls through the vineyards,
excursions into the surrouin

country, filled up the time through
all those pleasant weeks. Before

they could realize it Assunta's

birthday, her day of freedom, was

at hand. A week before the event-

ful occasion Mr. Sinclair had arriv-

ed in Sienna, making Mrs. (

superlatively happy. The joy he

imparted to the others must be ex-

pressed in something less than the

positive degree.
The sun rose brightly on the 15111

of August. Nature responded to

the joyous Benedicite, and "
all the

works of the Lord "
seemed to

"
magnify him for ever

"
for the

great things he had done in giv-

ing to heaven a. Queen, to eartli an

Advocate. Nor was man silent.

The grave city of Sienna put off its

wonted dignity, and, by the unfurl-

ing of its gay flags, the spreading
of tapestries, and the ringing of

bells, testified its share in the com-
mon rejoicing of Christendom. It

was the Feast of the Assumption.
and Assunta Howard's twenty-first

birthday. Was it strange that the

young girl should have arisen witli

a heavy heart but little in sympathy
with the glad sights and sounds
that greeted her in these first wak-

ing moments? Surely, to those

who understand the workings of

the human heart it was -most na-

tural. On this day ended the rela-

tions between herself and her guar-
dian. However hard the tie which
bound her had made her duty to-

wards him, it was harder still to

nature to sever the bond. She was
free now to go where she would ;

and it would soon be right for her

to separate from him who was no
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longer her guardian, and was not

satisfied to be only her friend.

She had not realized before how
much happiness she had experienc-
ed in the relationship which exist-

ed no longer; how she had rested

content in the very face of danger,

because the peril had in it so much
more of pleasure than of pain.

How sweet had been the intercourse

which duty had sanctioned, and

which duty must now interrupt !

The feeling was all wrong, and she

knew it, and she would not fail to

struggle against it. Her will was

resolute, but it was evident that

she was not to conquer in life's

battle by throwing aside her arms

and withdrawing from the contest.

The bearing of the cross must be

daily, and not only day after day,
but year after year. Only to-day
she seemed to feel its weight more,
and she sank a little beneath it.

Was it her guardian angel that

whispered courage to her soul, or

was it the Blessed Mother, to whose

loving protection she had- been

specially confided, who reminded
her that our dear Lord fell three

times beneath the overwhelming
burden of his cross, and bade her

be comforted ? Yes, it was the feast

of that dear Mother, and no mere
human feeling should prevent her

joining in the church's exultation

and corresponding to her salutation

in the Introit :

" Gaudeamus omnes
in Domino."

Assunta had ordered the carriage
to be in readiness to take her to

San Domenico for early Mass, and

Marie's knock at the door inform-

ed her that it was waiting. She

had before visited the church, but

only in the way of sight-seeing.

She had then been struck with its

many points of interest ; she had
no idea until this morning how
devotional it was. After Mass, at

which she had received, in the

Holy Communion, strength and

peace, she remained a long time be-

fore the chapel containing those

most beautiful frescos, by Razzi, of

incidents in the life of the great
saint of Sienna. The finest of all,

S. Catherine in Ecstasy, is a treasure

both of art and devotion. Apparent-

ly fainting, supported by two of her

nuns, the countenance of the saint

has that indescribable expression of

peace which we see in those whose
conversation is in heaven. But, more
than this, the evident absence of all

sensation indicates that the soul is

rapt into an ineffable union with its

divine Lord, and has passed, for

the moment, beyond the confines

of earth. Seemingly dead, and yet

alive, the frail body, with its beauti-

ful, calm face, rests upon its knees

in the arms of the two Sisters, who,
with all the tranquillity of the

cloister, yet form a contrast to her

who is so wholly dead to the

world.

Assunta gazed upon the picture
until it seemed to impart rest to her

own soul
;
and yet the impression

was very different from that she

always received in looking at the

other S. Catherine whom angels
are bearing to her sepulture. Marie
at last interrupted her, and, re-

minding her that she was the impor-
tant personage at the villa on that

day, suggested that she should re-

turn to breakfast. And Assunta

determined that no cloud should

disturb the serenity of the occasion,
which all intended should be joy-
ous.

Mr. Carlisle met her at the door
on her return, and assisted her to

alight. Then he took her hand in

both his, and his eyes spoke vol-

umes, as he said :

" Let me look at you, child, and
see how you bear your honors.
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Ymi are more of a heroine th;m I

thought; for even ;it this distance

we have heard the hells and have

ii the flags. What an important
little body you are ! No one

thought it worth while to ring me
into my majority."

"
It is because you did not come

into the world under the same

auspices," replied Assunta.

"Auspice Maria that is the se-

cret, then." And Mr. Carlisle lower-

ed his voice as he added :

"
Consid-

er me a Mariolater from this time,

my devotion deriving an ever-in-

creasing fervor from the doctrine

of the Assumption. Well, you are

free, and I suppose I am expected
to congratulate you. How do you

enjoy the sensation of liberty?"
"

I do not think that I am yet

enough accustomed to the use of

my wings to feel the difference be-

tween what I was yesterday and
what I am to-day. But in one

point I am unchanged. I have an

Hent appetite for my break-

List
"

Assunta was determined to ward
off all approach to sentiment.

" And here is Clara, wondering,
no doubt, if I have been left behind

in Sienna."

Mrs. drey came out into the

len, looking very lovely in her

white morning dress, and followed

by Mr. Sinclair.
'

Severn, you are the most selfish

man I ever saw," exclaimed the im-

petuous little lady.
" Do you flat-

ter yourself that you have the mo-

nopoly of Assunta, and that no
one else is privileged to wish her

cento di qitcsti giorni, as Giovanni

says? though I am sure I should

not like to live a hundred years.

My beauty would be gone by that

time." And she looked archly at

her lover standing beside her.
"

I fancy that even relentless time

VOL. XX. 22 ';

would '

write no wrinkles on thiii? an-

tique brow,' reluctant to spoil am
thing so fair," said Mr. Sinclair in

his most gallant tone ;
then extend-

ing his hand to Assunta, he contin-

ued :

"
Miss Howard, allow me to con-

gratulate you, and to wish that your
life may be as cloudless as is this

wonderful sky. The day is like

yourself exquisitely beautiful."

The color mounted into Assun-
ta's cheeks, but it was with dis-

pleasure at such uncalled-for flat-

tery. Mr. Carlisle turned away,
and walked into the house

;
while

his sister, with that amiability
which often atoned for her want of

tact, exclaimed :

" Bravo ! George, you have said

quite enough for us both
;
so I will

only ditto your speech, and add to

it my birthday kiss. Now, dear,

let us. go to breakfast. Severn is

already impatient."
The table had been placed in a

large hall running the whole length
of the house ; and as the three were

about to enter, Assunta paused on

the threshold, in astonishment and

delight at the magical transforma-

tion. The walls were literally gar-
landed with flowers, and fresh

greens were festooned from the

ceiling, while in the centre of the

breakfast-table was a basket of the

rarest exotics. Not only Sienna,
but Florence, had been commission-

ed to furnish its choicest flowers for

the occasion. Assunta's eyes filled

with tears, and for a moment she

could not speak. Mr. Carlisle, per-

ceiving her emotion, offered her his

arm, and led her towards a side'

table, saying :

" And here are our trifling birth-

day gifts, which you must not de-

spise because they fall so far short

of expressing all that we feel for

you."
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There was a beautifully-framed

proof engraving of Titian's master-

piece, the Assumption, from Mr.
Carlisle. Clara had chosen as her

gift a set of pearls, "because they
looked so like the darling," she said.

Mr. Sinclair's offering was a bou-

quet of rare and exquisite flowers.

He had all the penetration of an

experienced man of the world, and
understood well that Miss Howard
would prefer not to accept from him

anything less perishable. Assunta

put her hand in Clara's, as she

said :

"
I never can thank you, it is all

so beautiful." And then she paus-

ed, until Clara exclaimed :

"
Why, Assunta love, what a

solemn birthday face ! To be sure,

the flight of time is a serious thing.
I begin to feel it myself, and shall

very soon dispense with birthdays

altogether such disagreeable re-

minders as they are."
" What is it, petite ?" asked Mr.

Carlisle.
" You know that to-day

you have only to command us, and

we will prove your most obedient

subjects."
" Oh ! it was nothing of any con-

sequence ; only a thought that you
would consider very foolish cross-

ed my mind. I am sure my solem-

nity was quite unintentional."
"
Well, a penny for that thought,

twice told."

Assanta, perceiving that Mr. Sin-

clair was out of hearing, explained :

" All this for my poor worthless

self and nothing for Her whom
God has delighted to honor. I

think I was feeling a little jealous
for my dear Mother. I did not

want my feast to be better than

hers."
"
Is that all ?" said Mr. Carlisle.

" To hear is to obey." And with-

out another word he quickly re-

moved from the table everything

but the picture, and, taking flowers

and candles from the mantel-piere.
he improvised a really artistic

shrine. Giovanni, who was serving

breakfast, lighted the candles, and

surveyed the effect with satisfac-

tion.
" Thank you," said Assunta, and

she would not even remember that

the love was wanting which would

give value to the offering.
"

I shall

hardly dare think a wish to-day, the

consequence is so magical."
" And now, Severn," said his sis-

ter,
''

if you have finished your

popery, you had better call Assun-
ta's attention to my ever-increasing

appetite. Giovanni, too, will not

like to have his efforts to honor the

occasion slighted by a want of ap-

preciation."
Mr. Carlisle offered the young

girl his arm, and led her to the ta-

ble, saying :

" This is my first attempt at Ma-

riolatry. Quite a success, is it

not ?"
"
If it were only an outward sign

of inward grace," said Clara, laugh-

ing, "exterior piety would be quite

becoming to you, Severn. You

really have an artistic taste. But

you are too absent-minded to-day !

Can you not' see that we arc starv-

ing?"
Assunta was so accustomed to

hear sacred things spoken of light-

ly, and often irreverently, that she

had learned to make a little soli-

tude in her heart, into which she

could retire from the strife, or even

the thoughtlessness, of tongues, and

many a short act of reparation was
there performed for those who
were unconscious of offence.

"
I wonder," said Mrs. Grey, as

after breakfast the party were

standing on the loggia
"

I wonder
if Giovanni has .succeeded in find-

ing a good balcony for the races
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to-morrow. I would not miss see-

in;,' them for the world. I dote on

hor-
"

I very much doubt," replied her

brother, ''if the horses will excite

the least admiration, judgirtg from

the specimens Sienna has tlitis far

produced. But the races will be

interesting, because they are en-

tirely unique. I believe that Gio-

vanni has been very successful in

securing a balcony, and he intends

to have it surpass all others in

decoration
;
so I hope that the la-

dies will do their part, not to dis-

grace his efforts. He will expect
the jewels to be set in a manner

worthy of the casket which con-

tains them."
"
Never fear, Severn! Do you

think a lady ever failed to look her

best on such an occasion ? An

open balcony and a crowd surely,
she needs no other occasion for

vanity."

George Sinclair removed his ci-

gar to remark carelessly :

"And so the admiration of one

is, after all, insufficient to satisfy

you ?"
"
No, it is not, you dear, lazy,

old fellow, and you know it. It is

only because I like your taste to be

appreciated that I want others to

admire me. I do not think there

is a more delicious sensation than

to feel that you are pretty to begin
with, and then dressed so as to

show every point to the best ad-

vantage, and to know that every
: fixed upon you. One can be

inocently unconscious of it all

the time."
"
Clara, I am ashamed of you,"

'xd.timed her brother.
" You are

a perfect mirror of your sex
; only,

unfortunately, it is the weaknesses
that you reflect to the life, and
none of the virtues."

"
Hush, impertinence !" replied

Clara, laughing merrily.
" One can-

not always be a well awfully d

and reflecting only the star*.

Come, George, what will be most

becoming to me for to-morrow -"

If it had been a few month

marriage, instead of before, this de-

voted lover would probably have

replied,
" A fool's cap and bells,

for all I care !" As it was, he <

cealed his inward irritation, ami no

one would have doubted his sin-

cerity as he said :

" You cannot

fail to be charming in anything ;

and I will not choose or suggest,
because I would like to enjoy the

pleasure of a surprise."*
Mr. Sinclair was sometimes fas-

cinated by Clara's piquancy and

brightness; but she did not suit all

moods, and to-day Assunta's quiet

dignity and the antagonism that

Mr. Carlisle always excited more
or less, produced an interior dis-

turbance of which a wife would

surely have received the full bene-

fit. It is strange that an entirely

worldly man will often, from a sel-

fish motive, show a power of self-

control which Christians find it

difficult to practise, even for the

love of God. Alas! that the devil

should receive many a sacrifice,

many an offering of suffering and

heroism, which, the intention be-

ing changed, would produce a

saint.

Mrs. Grey had not penetration

enough to see below the surface,

?nd she was entirely satisfied with

her lover, whom she considered the

best and handsomest man in the

world, not even excepting her bro-

ther. She could rush fearlessly

against a mood which would have

kept a more appreciative nature ,.t

a distance; and here, perhaps, she

had an advantage.
She was now about to answer Mr.

Sinclair's very gratifying speech
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when an interruption came in the

shape of Giovanni with a note for

herself, which she read hastily, and
then said: "Severn, it is from

Lady Gertrude. They were passing

through Sienna, and have remained

over a day expressly to see your
humble servant. They wish me to

dine with them this evening, ac-

companied by my prenx chevalier

her own expression, George. But
I do not know about leaving As-

simta alone on her birthday, even

for Lady Gertrude."
'' Oh ! I hope you will not disap-

point your friends on my account,"
said Assunta.

"
I have already

had my celebration this morning,
and it is quite proper that I should

devote thjs evening to reflections

upon my coming responsibilities."

"Besides," said Mr. Carlisle, "I

beg to inform you that Assunta

will not be left alone. I flatter

myself that I count for one, at

least
;
and I will endeavor to act

as your substitute, Clara, in most

effectually preventing those con-

templated reflections. Responsi-

bility and golden hair are an asso-

ciation of ideas quite incongruous,
in my opinion."
"I see," said Clara, "that the

balance is in Lady Gertrude's favor.

What do you say, caro 1
"
If you mean me," said George

Sinclair in a slightly unamiable tone,
"

I am always at your service."

"You bear!" replied the irre-

pressible Clara,
"

I will not allow

you to go if you are cross. Well,

Giovanni, come to my room in ten

minutes for the answer; and re-

member to order the carriage for

half-past five."
"
Truly," said Mr. Carlisle, turn-

ing to Assunta after his sister had

left the loggia,
"

I think I never

saw so sunshiny a person as Clara.

It is always high noon with her.
"

While Assunta assented cordially.
Mr. Sinclair said to himself:

"Too much sunshine makes an

unpleasant glare, and noon is always
the most disagreeable part of the

day. I confess to liking a little of

the shadow of repose."
He was careful, however, to keep

his thoughts to himself. If the

lover could feel imperfections so

keenly, it argued but poorly for the

blindness of love on the part of the

husband. And yet this blindness,
false and unworthy as it is, seems
to be the only chance of peace for

worldly husbands and wives, the

only protection against the evil

tendencies of uncontrolled human
nature. All Clara's sunshine might"
fail to make even a silver lining to

the cloud rising in the distant

future.

The sun shone brightly enough,
however, when Mrs. Grey and Mr.
Sinclair took their seats in the

barouche to drive into Sienna; and
the lady, who so much delighted in

the delicious sensation of undisguis-
ed admiration, must have been
more than satisfied this afternoon.

Many eyes followed the handsome

pair, as they passed rapidly towards
the hotel. Clara knew that she was

looking uncommonly well, and she

was very proud of her companion's

distinguished air and manner
; so,

altogether, she enjoyed quite a

little triumph.
Assunta and Mr. Carlisle dined

alone
; and, as they rose from the

table just at sunset, Mr. Carlisle

proposed a walk down into the

vineyards.
"

It will soil that pretty white

dress of yours, I know
;
but the air

is so refreshing, and I want you to

occupy for a while the new rustic

seat I have had placed near the

brook, in that lovely spot we dis-

covered the other day. Take a
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shawl with you,yV///V, for it will be

cooler as soon as the sun sets."

They strolled along slowly down

through the narrow paths which

separated the vines heavy with the

last-ripening fruit, pausing now
and then, as some new beauty in

the distant view or in their imme-

diate surroundings excited their

attention. At last, at the bottom

of the valley, close beside a brook,

and beneath a clump of trees, they
came upon one of those fairy spots
where nature seems to have arrang-
ed herself expressly to attract an

artist's eye.

"Giovanni is truly invaluable,"

said Mr. Carlisle.
"

I had only to

give him a suggestion, and see how
well he has carried out my id*

This is the very luxury of com-

fort." And seating himself, he light-

ed a cigar, advised Assiinta to put
on her shawl, and was evidently

prepared for a pleasant hour.

As they sat there, almost in

silence, the Angelus sounded from

a distant convent tower; and, as if

in answer to its summons, Assiinta

n to sing in a sweet, low voice

Schubert's Ave Maria. Mr. Car-

lisle did not say a word until it

was finished ; then he begged for

just one more, and, knowing how
much he liked the simple Scotch

songs, she sang
" Robin Adair."

"
Assiinta, your voice grows

sweeter every day. It is perfect
rest to me to hear you sing." Then,
after a pause, he threw away his ci-

gar, and turned towards her a very
earnest face.

"
I'ttite, listen to me patiently a

moment. I am a very proud man,
as you know, and one who is not

apt to sue, even where he greatly
desires. It seems

"
and the pecu-

liar smile broke over his face
"
that you have exercised some

magic power, and with a touch of

your finger have thrown down the

barrier of pride against which an

army might beat in vain. Mv
child, you know what I am going
to say, because 1 have not chang-
ed since that moonlight night in

the Colosseum, except, indeed, that

the feeling 1 then expressed has

strengthened and deepened every

day. 1 made you a promise that

night. I confess that it has been

poorly enough redeemed; still, you
must judge me by my self-con-

quests rather than by my failures.

But to-day releases me : and hav-

ing ceased to be your guardian. I

cannot give you up. 1 need not

repeat to you what I have already
said. You know that you are

dearer to me than the life you have

saved. I only ask, as before, the

right to devote that life to you.

May I?"
"

I had hoped, Mr. Carlisle, that

you would consider my former an-

swer as final," said Assiinta; but,

though her words were cold, her

voice trembled. "I, too, am un-

changed since that night you speak
of. I am compelled to be so."

"
Assunta, you are such a child ;

do you, then, think it nothing to

have won the love of a man who
has reached middle life and has

never loved before ?"

"Mr. Carlisle," said the young
girl sadly, "if I thought it nothing,
I should not feel the pain it costs

me to repeat to you, that it cannot

be. I am so unworthy of your
love; you must not think I do not

value it. Your friendship has been

more to me than I dare tell you,
lest you should misunderstand me."

" Your heart pleads for me,
child."

"Then I must not listen to it;

for the voice of God in my soul

pleads more loudly."
"
Assunta," said Mr. Carlisle,

"
I
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think you did not understand roe

before you do not understand me
now. Do you suppose I should in-

terfere in your religion ? No more
than I have ever done. You do
not know me, child."

"
I think I know you better than

you know yourself, presumptuous
as this sounds," said Assunta, forc-

ing a smile.
"

I am sure that,

were I to marry you, you would
not be satisfied to hold a. place in

my heart second even to God.

But," she added, as the old ex-

pression of bitterness crossed her

guardian's face,
"

all this is useless.

Let me put a question to you, and
answer me candidly. Suppose I

had made a promise to you, who
love me made it, we will grant, out

of love for you and afterwards,

yielding to my own weakness, I

should break that promise. Would

you feel that I had done rightly
that I was to be trusted ?"

"
Certainly not, child. You ask

strange questions."
"

U'ell, I have, out of love for

our dear Lord, made him a pro-
mise which I believed his love re-

quired of me. He is a jealous

Lover, Mr. Carlisle. I dare to say
this reverently. Suppose, for the

sake of a human affection for

your sake I should fail to keep

my promise; would you not have

reason to doubt my fidelity to you,
when I could be unfaithful to my
God?"

"
My child, I do not comprehend

such reasoning. You either do

not, cannot love me, or else you
have suffered religious fanaticism

to get the better of your judgment.
1 hoped that the plea of love would
lie sufficient to win my cause

;
but

it is not all. Look your future

fairly in the face, Assunta. What
are you going to do ? You are

young; 1 need not add, beautiful.

Surely, you understand that without

me you are unprotected. Have

you any plans, or have you al-

ready become so independent that

you prefer not to make me your con-

fidant ? My pride is gone indeed

when I put my suit in another

form. I ask only your hand. Let

me have the right to protect you
in the world you know so little. I

will wait to win your heart."

"Mr. Carlisle," interrupted As-

sunta with more emotion than he

had ever seen in her before,
"
you

are cruel in your persistence. You

wilfully misunderstand me. It

seems to give you pleasure to make
this trial as hard for me as possi-

ble. I have told you before that I

can never marry you; let that be

enough." And bursting into tears,

she rose hastily from her seat.

Her guardian was so taken by
surprise that for an instant he sat

motionless
;
then he followed the

excited girl, and joined her before

she had proceeded far along the

vineyard path.
" Take my arm, petite" he said

gently, and they walked some dis-

tance in silence. At last Assunta

said with regained composure :

" Mr. Carlisle, you asked me
about my plans, and you have a

right to know. I have thought
much of the future, as you may be-

lieve. My desire is to return to

Baltimore with Clara after her mar-

riage, and pass the winter with

Mary 1'ercival Further than this

I need not look."

There was no immediate answer.

After a pause Mr. Carlisle said :

" You are your own mistress now.

I shall of course place no obsta-

cle in the way of your carrying out

any wish or design which will con-

duce to your welfare. As for my-
self, the time may come when I

shall cease to regret that I am in no
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wise necessary to your happiness.

M.-anwhile, it shall be as you say.

(looil heavens! to think that a

more girl should have the power to

move me so," he went on, as if

speaking to himself.

And apparently his thoughts
were so full of Assunta that he

forgot her actual presence, for they

reached the house in silence, and

then Mr. Carlisle proceeded at once

to his own room
;
and so ended the

birthday.

The Sienna races are a thorough-

ly unique spectacle almost child-

ish, like many features of the Ro-
man Carnival, to the over-cultivat-

ed and consequently over-fastidious

taste of this age. They take one

back to the days when men were

more simple, when hearts did not

grow old and faith was strong.
These childlike traits produced a.

race of men who were but
"
chil-

dn-n of a larger growth," and, like

children, amused with even a small

amount of pomp and show, heroes

as they were. And a strange con-

trast were the races of that i6th

of August to the usual occupations
of the Siennese. Mr. Carlisle's car-

riage passed beneath innumerable

flags and between gayly-tapestried

windows, as it drove to the amphi-
theatre-shaped piaz/,a, the centre

of which was already filled, while

every seat placed against the

houses which bounded the square
was occupied. The bright colors

worn by the peasant women, with

their large Tuscan hats and the

more subdued dress of the men,

produced an effect at once very pe-
culiar and very picturesque. A
little cheer from the bystanders

greeted Mr. Carlisle's party, as they

appeared upon the balcony ;
for no

other decorations in all that vast

piazza were so fine as those in

which Giovanni had shown so much

skill, and surely no other ladies

were as beautiful. There \vas no

appearance of heartache or disap-

pointment on any of the four faces

which now looked out upon tin-

crowd. We all, sooner or later,

learn to wear a mask before the

world, and the interior life of each

one of us is often a sealed book to

our nearest friends.
"
Clara," said Assunta, as thejr

seated themselves after their survey,

"you seem to know more about the

races than the rest of us. Please

to enlighten my ignprance.
"

"
I heard about them at the ho-

tel last night," replied Mrs. Grey;
"
so you will find me very learned.

Sienna is divided into seventeen

wards; but only ten take part in

the race, and these are decided by
lot. The victor receives a prize
and a sort of diminutive triumph,
while the losers may think them-
selves lucky if they only get a scold-

ing from their respective wards.

The oracle has spoken, and further

than this she is not informed."
" The rest we shall now see for

ourselves," said Mr. Sinclair,
"
for

I hear the music which I suppose
accompanies the procession." And,
as he spoke, the band entered the

piazza from a side street. Then
followed, in turn, the representa-
tives of the different wards, each

representation consisting of two

flags the colors of the ward a

number of pages, the race-horse led

by an esquire, and the man who was
afterwards to ride the racer, on horse-

back as a knight. The flag-bearers,
as well as all in each division, wore

exactly the colors of the flag of the

ward, in costumes of the olden time
;

and, as these flags were of entirely
different combinations of colors, and
most of them very brilliant, the pro-
cession would have been very eflec-
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live without its peculiar charm.

The flag-bearers were men of grace
and skill, and from the moment of

entering the square the flags were

in continual motion waved above
their heads, flung into the air, pass-
ed under their arms and legs, and
all without once touching the

ground. It was a very poetical
combination of color and motion,
and Mrs. Grey impulsively clapped
her hands with delight a perform-
ance which her dignified lover evi-

dently looked upon as childish.

After this part of the procession
came a large chariot drawn by four

horses, with postilions, and bearing
the ten different flags tastefully ar-

ranged. This was the model of the

old Siennese battle-car, which bore

the standard, and was in conse-

quence the scene of the thickest of

the fight. Upon it, in time of bat-

tle, stood a priest, invoking by his

prayers protection and success.

There also was the trumpeter, in

readiness to give signals. A truly

medioeval picture was this chariot,

with associations which carried one

back hundreds ofyears into the past.

A band of music closed the proces-

sion, which, after passing around the

piazza, entered the court-yard of the

Palazzo Pubblico. Here the knights

exchanged their helmets and plumes
for jockey-caps, and mounted their

racers. As they emerged from be-

neath the archway, and proceeded

slowly towards the starting-place,
across which a rope was drawn,
Mr. Carlisle exclaimed, with a laugh
in which there was more sarcasm

than merriment :

"Are you a judge of horses, Cla-

ra? If so, you, who yesterday an-

nounced your jockey proclivities,

must be greatly disappointed; for

truly a set of sorrier-looking steeds

I never beheld. The prize ought
to be given to the one that comes

in last ; for, where all are so slow,

there would really be no little ex-

ercise of skill in moving more slow-

ly than a coach-horse going up-hill,

and yet moving at all."

"I think, Severn," replied his

sister,
"
that your temper was not

improved by the fever. It is very

disagreeable in you to inform me
that the horses are not Arabian

chargers, for I never should have

been the wiser."
" Most men are disagreeable,"

he retorted.
"
George, you hear that, and do

not resent it?" said Mrs. Grey in-

dignantly.
"

I leave that for you to do when

you can, from experience of the

contrary, deny the charge. But

the horses are starting on their

three times round." And Mr. Sin-

clair leaned over the balcony with

an air of interest.
"
Why do the men carry those

short sticks in their hands?" asked

Assunta.
"

I believe," said Mr. Sinclair

for Mr. Carlisle became strangely
inattentive

"
that the riders are

allowed by rule to do all the dam-

age they can with the sticks, which

are short, so as to limit somewhat

their power ; for their aim is to

knock each other off the horses."

"The barbarians!" exclaimed

Clara.
" Oh ! look, see how many

are falling back on the third round.

It rests with the two now. I bet

on the sorrel."
" And he has won, Clara," said

Assunta.

The whole piazza was now in

motion. Shouts greeted the vic-

tor, and the defeated ratired into

obscurity.
"The modern Olympics are fin-

ished," said Mr. Carlisle.
"
Shall

we go ?"

As they drove towards home in
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the red glow of the setting sun, Mr.

Carlisle said abruptly :

"
( 'Lira, when did you tell me

that you anil Sinclair intend to

make each other miserable?"
"

I will not answer such a ques-

tion, Severn. You are a perfect

dog in tlie manger. You will not

marry yourself or let any one

else."
"
If you wish to know," said Mr.

Sinclair, "when your sister intends

to make me the happiest of men,
she has permitted me to hope that

the end of September will be the

term of my most impatient wait-

ing."
"
Then," continued Mr. Carlisle

in the same abrupt tone,
" we had

better be on our way to Paris. We
might start day after to-morrow, I

think."

Mrs. Grey gave a little scream.

"Severn, you must be out of

your mind. I thought you wished
never to leave Sienna."

"
I am weary to death of it

;
but

that is not all. I have business mat-

ters to arrange, and the prepara-
tion of your trousseau will no doubt

occupy weeks."

" But it will be so warm in Paris,"

persisted Mrs. Grey.
"Do people whose hearts are fill-

ed with love and their minds with

coming matrimony think of weath-

er, then ? I thought such sublu-

nary interests were left to those

whose hearts were still unthawed.

However, there are fans and ices

enough in Paris to cool you off.

I will write to-night to engage
rooms." And then Mr. Carlisle're-

lapsed into silence and abstraction.

Assunta understood well enough
the cause of this change in the

plans; but she was powerless to

act, and could only submit. It,

indeed, made little difference to her.
"
George," said Clara to her lov-

er, as they were strolling down the

avenue in the moonlight, "can

you imagine what is the matter

with Severn ? I never saw him in

such a mood."
"
Disappointed in love, I should

judge from appearances," he re-

plied indifferently.
" Nonsense ! He does not know

the meaning of the word," was

the not very intelligent reply of the

lady.

TO BE CONTINUED.
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SWINBURNE AND DE VERE.-

THE dramas Bothwell and Alex-
ander the Great, which have so re-

cently come into the world side by
side fo challenge the attention of

that portion of it that speaks, or is

supposed to speak, the language of

Shakespeare, offer all the contrasts

that might be expected from their

subjects, as well as from the

known thought, tone, and tendency
of their respective authors. One
writer has taken for his chief charac-

ter a great Christian woman whose

story, look at it as we may, is at

least of the saddest that was ever

told
;
the other has chosen for his

subject the wonder of pagan history,
the exemplar of pagan greatness,
whose short career is the condensa-
tion of all earthly glory and tri-

umph.
Jt will be at once manifest that

to a modern writer, as far as the

materials for the construction of an

historical drama go, the life of

Mary, Queen of Scots, is beyond
measure richer than that of Alex-

ander. Her story is religiously
and politically one of the day.
She is still on trial, no longer be-

fore the narrow circles of York
and Fotheringay, but before Chris-

tendom. The question of her

innocence or guilt, and the con-

sequent justice or injustice of her

sentence, is debated as fiercely to-

day as when alone she faced the

sleuth-hounds of Elizabeth in de-

fence of her honor and her life.

*Eath-Melt : A Tragedy. By Algernon Charles
Swinburne. London : Chatto & Windus. 1874.
Alexander the Great : A Dramatic Poem. By

Aubrey dc Vere. London: H. S. King & Co.

1874. New York: The Catholic Publication Society.

The final judgment of Christendom

may be said already to be a fore-

gone conclusion in her favor, so

fast is the long-withheld evidence of

her innocence accumulating. But

her life-blood stains a nation and
a religion, or what called itself such,

and the verdict that declares her

"not guilty" lays a terrible and

indelible blot on them. Hence

every nook and cranny of history
is searched, every historical cobweb

disentangled, with an eagerness and
minuteness so thorough and com-

plete that the reader is better ac-

quainted often with the history of

Mary Stuart than with that of the

century in which he lives.

For a dramatist a most impor-
tant point is thus at cnce secured.

His audience is interested in ad-

vance
;
and there is no further care

for him than to make a judicious
use of the wealth of material at his

disposal.
And surely to one with a soul in

his body never did a more fitting

subject for a tragedy offer itself

than Mary, Queen of Scots. The

only difficulty would seem to be

a right selection from a great abun-

dance. The scenes and characters,

the very speeches often, are ready
made. Time, place, circumstance,

are ripe with interest. The march
of events is terribly rapid. The
scene is ever shifting, and with it

the fortunes of the queen. All the

passions are there at strife. Plot

and counterplot, tragedy within

tragedy, love and hate, jealousy
and wrath, hope and fear, the basest

betrayal and the loftiest devotion,
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surge and make war around this

one woman, and are borne along
with her in a frenzied whirl to the

Urrible end, when the curtain

(hops silently on that last dread

ne that stands, as it will for ever

id, in startling relief, far out from

the dim background of history.

The name of Alexander the

Great calls up no such interest as

this. His life would seem the least

likely of subjects for a modern
dramatist. Great captains, such

as the first Napoleon, may look to

him as at once their model and their

envy; but happily such great men
are few and far between. Alexan-
der might indeed have formed an

admirable theme for one of the

lesser lights of the English Augus-
tan era to celebrate in those sono-

rous heroics whose drowsy hum
might serve at need as an admir-

able soporific. But he and those

who lived and moved about him
are out of our world ;

and whether
he conquered ten empires or fifty,

whether he defeated Darius or

Darius him, whether he sighed for

more or fewer worlds to conquer,
is now all one to us. The sands of

the desert have buried or wiped out

his empire ages ago; the sands of

time have settled down on his

memory and half obliterated it
; and

the mighty Alexander serves to-day
lor little more than to point a

moral

On the other hand, every scene
and incident in which Mary, Queen
ot Scot:;, figured is intense with dra-

matic fir entered on her

I.e called the

dawn of modern history a lurid

dawn presaging the storm that was
nil is not \et over. The

Reformation was convulsing Ku-

rope. It had jiisl land

before her, and the raven that

i.roaked its fatal entrance was John

Knox. In the person ot this girl

were centred the hopes of the Ca-
tholic party for Scotland and Kng-
land. Mingled with the strife of

creeds around her was the conflict

of the great Scottish families, whose
miserable contentions rent and
wrecked the kingdom. Any chief-

tain who chose and thought himself

.strong enough drew the sword when
and for what purpose pleased him.

More than half of them those of

any note, at least were in Eliza-

beth's pay. Treason constituted

much of the political life of those

days, while under and over and

among the fierce strife of political

parties rang and resounded the

clangor and wrangle of the deli-

rious sects that had just apostatized
from Rome. Such was the period
when the helm of the most distract-

ed state in distracted Christendom
was set in the hand of a gentle girl,

who stood there alone to guide it

over unknown seas. All the tem-

pest gathered together its fury and
broke over her head. This is the

figure chosen by the author of Both-
well for the centre of his tragedy.
It was a time and a scene and a

tragedy worthy the philosophic .

mind of a Shakespeare and the ter-

rible power of an ^Jschylus. Mr.
Swinburne's work scarcely gives
evidence of the combination of

these qualities.

A subject of this kind, when at-

tempted at all, suggests painful re-

flections if failure, emphatic failure,
is the result. A goose essaying an

eagle's flight would scarcely present
a more absurd figure. Mr. Swin-
burne has fallen immeasurably be-

low the level of a subject whose
level is greatness. Not because he
has chosen to paint Mary, Queen
of Scots, as a fiend, is this judgment
passed on his work. Milton has

proved that Satan can be converted
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by genius into the most powerful
dramatic villain that ever trod the

stage. Lady Macbeth may thrill

us with horror, but she never causes

us to yawn. The author of Hoth-

wcil was at liberty, by the license

allowed to poets, to make his he-

roine wicked enough even to satisfy

his fastidious taste, and still have

given us a drama that of its own
force and brilliancy and coherence

would have extorted the admiration

of the unfortunate queen's most

ardent defenders. But even her

heartiest haters could not resist the

tendency to nod over the cumbrous

wickedness, the very heavy villany,

of Bothwdl, which is simply a dilu-

tion of Fronde with a tincture of

Swinburne, well watered and ad-

ministered in the largest possible

doses, or, in plain English, a few

scenes of the history of the period
stitched loosely together and set to

measured lines of blank verse.

Five hundred and thirty-two

pages, with thirty lines to the page,
in five acts and sixty scenes, make a

tragedy indeed. Such is Botlnvell.

Yet, notwithstanding its alarming

proportions, it only extends from

the death of Rizzio to the battle of

Langside, thus omitting the scene

that of all others is the most thrill-

ing and effective Mary's execu-

tion. This may have been done
with a purpose ;

for even malevo-

lence falters there. Such an end,

preceded by her long captivity, so

patiently borne, were she even as

wicked as Mr. Swinburne would

make her, might almost expiate

any crime, as it sanctifies her inno-

cence.

The entire first act, entitled
" David Rizzio," is absorbed by the

murder of the character after which

it is named. As far as its necessa-

ry connection with the drama goes,

it might have been entirely and

very profitably omitted. It serves,

indeed, to introduce many of the

characters, but to no special pur-

pose that might not have been ac-

complished in any of the other acts.

The author forgets that he is not

writing history, but a drama. We
do not want the minutire, everything
that everybody said at any time, in

any place, and under any circum-

stances while Mary, Queen of Scots,

was living, which Mr. Swinburne
seems to think he was bound to

give us, and in blank verse too, in

Jiat/iwcll. We want the situations,

the great facts. What led up to

them may be told or hinted at in a

few lines. Mr. Swinburne does

not seem to have realized this, and,
as a consequence, his drama is

crowded with scenes, incidents, and

personages that not only hinder, but

are utterly irrelevant to, the main

action of the piece, if indeed the

piece can be truly said to possess

any main action. Thus it takes

the entire first act, consisting of five

scenes and eighty-nine pages, to kill

Ri/zio. At last he is happily de-

spatched, to the relief, it must be

said, of the reader, who, already

wearied, finds the second act en-

tirely devoted to a similar sangui-

nary operation, performed on Darn-

ley this time. With a nice sense,

notwithstanding his pronounced
communistic sympathies, of what

is due even to second-hand royalty
of the Darnley order, Mr. Swin-

burne, regardless of the liberal al-

lowance of space allotted to the

stabbing of Rizzio, feels it incum-
bent on him to devote one hundred
and forty-seven pages and twenty-
one scenes to the blowing up of

Mary's husband. Thus, although
two hundred and forty pages in all

are given over mainly to the killing
of these two characters, the tragedy
can be scarcely said to have begun,
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there being still three dreary acts

to fa-

The question naturally suggests
itself here, \Vhat in the name of

common sense, if not of tragedy,
has Mr. Swinburne been doing
with his space? Perhaps we have

reason to congratulate ourselves

after all that he did not pursue
his unhappy victim into England,
and insist upon murdering her also;

for it is impossible, in the contem-

plation of such an event, to form

even a wild conception of when
and where Mr. Swinburne's tragedy
was likely to terminate. The truth

is, he is no dramatist at all ; he is

a writer of speeches, good, bad, or

indifferent, as may be, but no more,

l.ivy or Sallust have almost as just

a title to be styled dramatists as

Mr. Swinburne; Homer far more
so. Speeches form perhaps the

i

, certainly the easiest, portion of

a drama
;
and the speeches in liot/i-

li'ell are more or less ready made.
Mr. Swinburne cannot grasp a situ-

ation; he can only write about it.

He c.mnot picture it to us in a few

telling lines. He cannot hint a

future
;
he must foretell it in full,

or wait until it comes. He cannot

content himself with leaving well

alone. The Karl of Leicester's his-

toric
'' nod

"
that meant so much

is of course a very amusing carica-

ture; but the point of a caricature

in the kernel of truth which it

(overs. Perhaps the most neces-

sary of dramatic faculties is the

rapabilitv i>t saying much in a lit-

tle; and that faculty Mr. Swinburne
does not possess in the slightest de-

gree. If anything, his special ten-

dency lies in an opposite direction;
he says remarkably little in a very

it deal. Instead of mastering
his material, he has become hope-

ly embarrassed by it, and, like

the miser in the story, perishes from

want in the midst of the treasures

piled up around him. His charac-

ters, instead of being moved at his

will, move him at theirs. When
one, no matter of how great or how
little importance, opens his or her

mouth, not even Mr. Swinburne
himself can say when it will close.

Speeches pages in length are thrown

into anybody's mouth on the slight-

est provocation, and all pitched
more or less in the same key. If

Mary curses for Mr. Swinburne
is more liberal than discreet in his

distribution of strong language
she is not content with one good,

round, blasphemous oath once in SL

while, but must indulge in half a

dozen or so offhand. If Knox
argues or preaches, he does so at

as great length almost as when in

the flesh. One of his speeches fills

thirteen pages without a break. If

the inevitable
"

first, second, and
third citizen

"
enter who, for the

manner of their speeches or the

matter of them, might with equal

propriety be dubbed "
first citizen

"

or
"
fifty-second citizen," or any-

thing else they talk and talk and
talk until they talk themselves off,

as they would beyond all doubt
talk an audience out of their seats.

Almost two-third's of the play is to

the reader simply wearisome jab-

ber, whose sense, like Gratiano's
"
infinite deal of nothing," is as

" two grains of wheat hid in two

bushels of chaff."

The drama is so interminable

that we can only call attention to

the chief character, which is not

Bothwell, as the title would seem
to imply, but Mary, whose alleged
amours with Bothwell form the

groundwork of the piece. As this

article does not pretend to enter

into an historical investigation,
this is not the place to advance
reasons for disagreeing with Mr.
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Swinburne's estimate of Mary. One
or two words, however, may be per-

mitted.

The story that forms the founda-

tion of this play has been torn to

shreds by writers of every shade of

opinion. Its truth, based mainly on

the "casket letters," was never ac-

cepted even at the English court.

Elizabeth herself was compelled to

acquit her cousin of all such scan-

dalous charges. Yet on this Mr.

Swinburne, with the chivalry of

a poet and the honesty of a man
who must have read history, builds

his nauseous drama. Again,' Mary
was, by all concession, a lady. High
and royal spirit she had indeed, of

which in some notable instances

she gave ample proof; but she

has never been accused of indulg-

ing in language unworthy the royal

woman she was, or savoring in

any sense of coarseness. She was

also a consistent and practical

Catholic, who knew her religion

and how to hold it, even against
that fierce Calvinistic wolf, John
Knox, to whom it were a happiness
had his insulted sovereign only
meted out the measure he persis-

tently advocated for all Catholics.

But she was too gentle-natured to

adopt means of enforcing silence

and obedience more congenial to

the spirit of her English cousin,

who had a very summary manner

of dealing with theological difficul-

ties. Tim much being premised,
let us now look at the Mary of Mr.

Swinburne.

Here we have her in the very first

scene of the first act. Rizzio is

pleading with her the recall of Mur-

ray :

QUEEN.
" What name is 1m who shall so strength-

en me ?"

Rizzio.
4i Your father gave him half a brother's

name."

QUEEN.
"

I have no brother
;
a bloodless traitor

he is,

Who was my father's bastard-born. By heaven !

I had rather have his head loose at my foot

Than his tongue*! counsel rounded in mine ear."

This is only her fourth speech in

the play. It does not seem to have

impressed Rizzio sufficiently ; for,

turning a page, we find her still

railing at the subject of her wrath

in this vigorous style :

. . .

u
By my hand,

Too little and light to hold up his dead head,
It was my hope to dip it in his life

Made me ride iron-mailed and soldieress."

With occasional spurts of this na-

ture the queen enlivens her some-

what tedious colloquy of thirteen

pages with Rizzio concerning Mur-

ray. She is candid enough to say

in one place of her half-brother,

whom the Mary of history really

believed in too long and too blindly

for her own happiness :

"
I am gay of heart, light as a spring south -wind,

To feed my soul with his foretasted death. . . ."

And again :

"Oh ! I feel dancing motions i:i my feet

And laughter moving merrily at my lips,

Only to think him dead, or hearsed, or hanged
That were the better. I could dance down his life.

Sing my steps through, treading on his dea:! neck,

For love of his dead body and cast-out soul."

Verily, a real Highland fling !

And lest there should be any possi-

ble doubt as to the meaning of "cast-

out soul," this gentle lady pursues
it to its place, and gloats over its

eternal torments in this Christian

fashion :

* l He shall talk of me tothc worm of hell,

Prate in death's ear and with a speechless tongue
Of my dead doings in days gone out. ..."

It is surely punishment enough
to be condemned to carry on a con-

versation of any kind with the

worm of hell and in the ear of death
;

but 10 compel even a ( ast-out soul

to perform this unpleasant duty
"
with a speechless tongue

"
is pun-

ishment that passes ordinary com-

prehension. Doubtless, however,

matters are or will be altered for

Mr. Swinburne's special conveni-
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ence in the lower regions. Aban-

doning tin-' wictched Murray to his

destiny, we look for other revela-

tions of Mary's character, although

something of her mettle may be

gathered from the passages already

given, which have been taken al-

' at random from the first twen-

ty-eight pages of the five hundred

and thirty-two. They are by no

means the liveliest specimens to be

found.

It would display n. lamentable

lack of knowledge of nature sup-

posed to be human to imagine for

a moment that the woman if the

expression is allowable revealed

in these- passages is likely to be at

all squeamish or foolishly coy about

the profession of what Mr. Swin-

burne would probably call her

love for Bothwell. The insignifi-

cant tacts that her own husband,

Darnley, and Bothwell's wife, Jane
Gordon, were still living, would na-

turally weigli lightly as feathers in

the balance against her desire. Most
of the scenes between the queen
and Hothwell might be shortly de-

scribed as "linked foulness long
drawn out." Were they even word
for word true, it would still be a

wonder and a shame to honest man-
hood that they could be dwelt upon
and gloated over by any writer at

all. Horace boasted of belonging
to the

"
Epicurean herd." Were

he living now. he would, we honest-

ly believe, feel conscientious scrti-

; at admitting Mr. Swinburne
into the company. Only such pas-

[ea are quoted here as are pre-
a:i(! n;":i;ssary to endorse

our judgment of this drama.
Without even an attempt ;U

disguise, Mary and Hothwell discuss

the best means of getting rid of

Darnley. As a wife, expecting
'ii to be a mother, and as a

Christian woman, it is onlv natural

that she should urge on the not

unwilling Hothwell in this style :

" U-cxM I werr CoJ !

Time should be quicker to lend help and hand

To men that wait on him. . . . Were I a man,
I had been by this a free man."

In the course of the second .

she falls sick, as she believes, to

death. She makes her dying con-

fession to the Bishop of Ross, who.

it is to be presumed, knew his re-

ligion. That being the case, it was

somewhat rash in Mr. Swinburne

to put into his mouth a gross error.

He assures the dying queen that

44 The man that keeps faith sealed upon his soul

Shall through the blood-shedding of Christ b

clean.

And in this time of cursing and flawed faith

Have you kept faith unflawcd.

Have no fear, therefore, but your sins of life

Shall fall from off you as a vesture changed.
And leave your soul for whiteness as a cliildV,."

Of course there is a sense in

which this may be taken as correct.

The man that really keeps his
"
faith

sealed upon his soul
"
and ''

unflaw-

ed," acts up to his faith and lives

its life. Hut this is not what Mr.
Swinburne means. In several pas-

sages he is at pains to show that it

is not. His meaning simply is that

because Mary held to the profes-
sion of the Catholic faith the bishop
assured her that her sins would be

remitted. -That faith alone was suffi-

cient for salvation was the heresv of

Luther. We do not know whether
those useful little compendium!) of

Christian doctrine commonly known
as catechisms were much in vogue
at the time. Had they been, Mary
would have found in hers the follow-

ing question and answer, which
would have shamed the Bishop of
Ross :

"
Will faith alone save us -"

" No
; it will not without good

works."

It must be remembered, however,
that Mr. Swinburne, and not the

bishop, is the real father conf:

to his own penitent, and a very in-
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dulgent one lie makes. The queen

says :

'

I would have absolution ere I die,

But of what sins I have not strength to

Nor hardly to remember."
say

After all that has gone before, that

reads remarkably like a wilful lie,

as Mr. Swinburne's bishop might
have hinted, particularly as she has

memory enough left to enumerate

her virtues, which conclude with

this :

u
I have held mine own faith fast, and with my lips

Have borne him [God] witness if my heart were

whole."

\Vhereupon the worthy bishop
takes occasion to repeat his blun-

der. Glossing beautifully over her

sins in a graceful sentence or two,

the queen proceeds to
"
remit all

faults against her done," and ends

in this edifying strain :

"
I will not take death's hand

With any soil of hate or wrath or wrong
About me, but, being friends with this past world,

Pass from it in the general peace of love."

Just at this happy moment, by
what would doubtless be consider-

ed
il
a stroke of genius," Murray

is made to enter and announce the

arrival of Darnley, the unfortunate

individual whose crime it is to

persist in being Mary's lawful hus-

band when she is in love with one

who, by her own command, was

somebody else's lawful husband. As

may be supposed from what we

know of her already, the contrite

queen greets the announcement as

contrite queens in similar situations

are wont to do, thus :

"
By heaven ! I had rather death had leave than

he.

What comes he for ? To vex me quick or dead

With his lewd eyes and sodden, sidelong face,

That 1 may die with loathing of him ?

By God, as God shall look upon my soul,

I will not see him."

After this there is clearly nothing

left for the bishop to do but ad-

minister the last sacraments and

bid the Christian soul depart in

peace. Luckily, however, at this

critical juncture, and by another
"
stroke of genius," the well-known

tramp of Bothwell's heel falls on

the ear of the dying queen, who

immediately feels better, and bids

her attendants
"
bring him in."

One more passage, and we have

done with Mr. Swinburne's Mary.

Darnley is not yet murdered ;
Both-

well is not yet divorced from Jane
Gordon

;
he who became James I.

of England is about to be born ;
the

queen has in the preceding scene

made the "confession" noticed

above
;
the time, therefore, was ripe

for her to make the following de-

claration to Bothwell :

"
I purge me now and perfect my desire,

Which is to be no more your lover no,

But even yourself, yea, more than body and soul,

One and not twain, one utter life, one fire.

One will, one doom, one deed, one spirit, ant Gait ;

J'or "Me tu'ain grjwn and uwltcn each in each^

Surely shall l>e as Cud is, and no man"

Were there such a thing as love

in delirium tre-mens, surely this

would be an instance ; only that

Mary is perfectly cool and col-

lected in making so plain and de-

finite a statement. And Bothwell

is just the kind of man to under-

stand and appreciate the pleasant

prospect held out for them both.

He responds cheerily, hopefully,

and prayerfully withal :

" God speed us, then, till we grow up to God 1

"

The reader has probably seen

enough of Mr. Swinburne's Mary
Stuart. It will be clear to any im-

partial mind that beheading w.v;

far too easy a fate for such a cha-

racter.

In one thing at least has the

,

author succeeded. He set out to

paint a monster, and a monster

indeed he has painted in Mary.
The question for the reader to de-

termine is whether his very full-

armed Minerva be an emanation

from the brain of this modern Jove
or one who was a real, living
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woman. A woman ravenous for

blood, lost to all shame, hating

even her unborn offspring, blasphe-
mous as Salan, cruel and pitiless as

hell, brawling as a drunkard, full

of oaths and coarse expressions as

a trooper if this be a true picture
of Mary, Queen of Scots, of the

woman who in her day drew, as she

still continues to draw, the hearts

of all true men and honest women
to her side, then has the author

done his work well and literature

a service. But if she be the oppo-
site of all this a woman cruelly
murdered and systematically wrong-
ed, at mention of whose name the

heart of that chivalry which is

never dead, and will never die

while Christian manhood lives, leaps

up one is at a loss to father the

writer's monster on any other than

himself. Viewed in this light, it can

only be looked upon as the pro-
duct of an imagination diseased,
an 'ntellect debauched, and a mind
distorted the work of a man whose
moral nature has gone astray, and
to whom consequently all that is

true, pure, womanly, manly, godly,
has lost its significance and value.

From the Christian heroine to

the pagan hero we turn with a feel-

ing of relief. The very title of Mr.
de Vere's drama challenges criti-

cism. To write about Alexander the

Great is one thing; to make Alexan-
der speak for himself is another. The
world, fashionable as it is to abuse

isle, is discriminating in the con-

ferring of titles that are universal.

l.nral magnates of greater or less

magnitude are common enough;
but men whom all civili/ed nations
in all ages have agreed to crown
with greatness are very few and

very far between. From the num-
ber of these the son of Philip of
Macedon probably stands out pre-
eminent. In his brief career he

VOL. xx. 23.

accomplished more than any hu-

man conqueror ever accomplished,
and he succeeded in leaving more
after him. So complete and mar-
vellous was his success, and so gi-

gantic his projects, while his m>

were proportionately limited, that,

beyond all possibility of doubt, the

man, young as he was, must have
been a marvellous genius. Being so,

he must not only have done great

deeds, but thought great thoughts.
He must have been fitted in every

way to be a leader of men. This,

perhaps the most marvellous cha-

racter in human history, is the one
of all others whom Mr. de Vere,
with a courage which, if not justi-

fied by the result, can only be look-

ed upon as either rashness or folly,

has undertaken to set living and
real before us, speaking the speech,

thinking the thoughts, scheming
the schemes, dreaming the dreams
of Alexander. Greatness thus be-

comes one of the necessary stan-

dards by which we must judge Mr.

de Vere's work. If his chief cha-

racter is not great in thought and

word, as we know him to have been
in deed, he is not Alexander, and
this work can only be regarded as

a more pretentious failure than the

other. If he is great in thought
and speech, where are the elements

of his greatness to be found? In

the brain of the author, in the

conception of the poet nowhere
else. For in this case the speech-
es are not, as they were in the other,

ready made and to hand. The
record of Alexander's deeds we
have

;
but Alexander we must im-

agine for ourselves. What manner
of man, then, is this that Mr. de

Vere has given us ? is the first and

most natural question to be asked.

Friend and foe alike are busy
about him. At the opening of the

play Parmenio, the testy but honest-
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hearted veteran of Philip, before

Alexander has yet made his ap-

pearance, in words where the admi-
ration of the soldier and the irrita-

bility and jealousy of old age are

admirably blended, says :

il A realm his father owed me,
And knew it well. The son is reverent too,

But with a difference, sir. In Philip's time

My voice was Delphic on the battle-field.

This young man taps the springs of my experience,
As though with water to allay his wine
Of keener inspirations.

'

Speak thy thought,
Parmenio !' Ere my words are half-way out

He nods approval or he smiles dissent.

Still, there is like him none ! I marvell'd oft

To sec him breast that tempest from the north,

Drowning revolt in the Danubian wave.

The foe in sight, instant he knew their numbers;
If distant, gucss'd their whereabout how lay
The intermediate tract if fordable

The streams the vales accessible to horse :

'Twas like the craft of beasts remote from man."

Antisthenes, the rhetorician, de-

scribes the man of action as a rhe-

torician might :

" This king is valued past his worth :

He nothing says that's sage, like Ptolemy,
Or keen-edged, like Craterus. This I grant him :

Sagacity supreme in observation :

He sees with eye inspired. Seeing with him
Is Act and Thought, not sense."

Arsinoe, the daughter of Darius,

thinks that
" he neither loves nor

hates." He is royal-faced,
"
albeit

too eager-eyed." And Hephestion,
the strong friend on whom alone

of all men Alexander leans, tells

her of him :

" He loves not many, and himself the least :

His purposes to him are wife and child"

" Free him from that conceit,"

says. Parmenio later on,
"
that he's

a god,"
u The man of men were he :

None like him we have had since Marathon."

PHILOTAS.
u

I grant his greatness were his god-

ship sane,
But note his brow : 'tis Thought's least earthly

terpple
Then mark, beneath, that round, not human eye,
Still glowing like a panther's ! In his body
No passion dwells; but all his mind is passion,

lyilJ, intellectual appetite, and instinct

That works without a /<r?y."

PARMENIO. " But half you know him.

There is a zigzag lightning in his brain

That flies in random flashes, yet not errs.

Chances his victories seem
;
but link those chances,

And under them a science you shall find,

Though unauthenlic, contraband, illicit,

Yes, contumelious oft to laws of war.

Fortune, that as a mistress smiles on others,

Serves him as duty-bound ;
her blood is he,

Born in the purple of her royalties."

And so they go on describing him,
each in his own way ; for, with

felicitous art, the presence of Alex-

ander is made to permeate the

drama, yet so unobtrusively and

unconsciously to all seeming that

the mind of the reader, though held

fast on the chief character through-

out, never wearies of him. The ex-

tracts given, culled from here and

there, point all in one direction.

They are consistent, however they

may vary in expression, about the

man they describe. He is not like

other men
;
he towers above them

;

he stands alone. But even this

only tells us what men say of him.

It may mean no more than any

young-lady novelist's description
of her hero, whose biting sarcasm

and brilliant wit are gifts that it was

thought were buried with Sheridan.
All which we are willing to concede,

only that by some untoward acci-

dent the brilliant wit and biting
sarcasm never appear on the sur-

face. How does Alexander speak
for himself?

In literature, as in life, very much

depends on the impression a man
makes on his introduction. Alex-

ander's introduction is happy and

suggestive. He meets us first atoo

Troy when setting out on his expe-
dition. Around him rise the tem-

ples of the memorable dead who
died in the Ten Years' War. He is

in search of the fane of Achilles,

his ancestor, as he claims. Aphro-
dite and Helen have no attractions

for him, upon whose mind "
the

wise Stagirite
"
had impressed the

high code of pagan morals, that

the passions were "a yoke which

Action's strenuous sons should

scorn to bear." He stands on

ground where heroes fougl.it and
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strove for ten long years together,
and the question comes at once to

st mind,
" That ten years' war, what fruit thereof remains ?

What empire li\v ;, its \vimo ,- ;in .| iis crown ?

What shall we bay ? That those were common
men

M;i'lu I ir^cby mistsof Time ? Or shall we rather

Conclude them rt:u\, and our age a fraud ?"

His friend He[)hestion is remind-

ed by the fanes around, not of the

greatness, but of the littleness, of

man and of the common ashes to

which we come at last. In what,
had lie the ear to hear it, had been
for his leader a solemn warning, he
cries out :

41 Alas ! how small an urn
Suflic;'* f;irtheearth-o'erstriding dust
Which one lime shook the world 1"

I jut Alexander cannot contem-

plate the end of men and things in

this calm fashion. To him, as to

Vi-hilles, death is
"
malign and in-

tercepting." It bears no thought
of peace or rest. He describes it

as
''
that frustrate, stagnant, in-

effectual bourn where substance

melts to shadow." Far away in

"the dimnessof the dolorous realm
"

he sees, though sad,
"
the unvan-

quishable youth
"
of Achilles surviv-

ing and lamenting
"
Despite the embatm'd, purpurcal airs and glcain
Immeasurable of amaranthine meads.
The keen, reviving, strenuous airs of earth,
And !l i,:.; fiM:n b.utlj-ficlds

"

that is the very breath of his nostrils

earth, life, action, with a pur-

pose in it, and the keen intoxi-

on of occasional
''
blasts from

battle-fields."

Hut he is not a mere genius errant,
.1 I )on Quixote of conquerors, wast-

ing himself on windmills and flocks

of sheep. He has a clear, resolute

purpose before his mind, to which
he shapes all things. It is to make
the world one empire, which Grecian
intellect should rule. The Governor
ot' Sardis. when the Granicus is

won, he bids :

" Tel! those realms

Betwixt the Euxinc ;\:ul Puniphyli.in Seas,
Tin: '

' V,ia,

That Argive choir in eastern cxii*

That Doric garland on \- i rr>w,

We came not here to crush them, but exalt
;

i met sludl lift th':i:i to their firs: estate,
And lodge them mid the skyey heights of Greece."

Such is his plan ;
and whatever

crosses him must break before or

bend to that. Kings, empires,

mighty cities, religion, customs and

traditions, commerce, all must yield

before his indomitable will. No-

thing is sacred to Alexander, save

what is sacred to Alexander's plan.
All things were fashioned to his

purpose, and existed only to be

made subservient to him. He gazes
from the sea-shore on Tyre of the

ships, with its wealth, its energies,
its possibilities, and the little it has

done with them, and bursts forth :

14
Wings without body ! such no more is com-

merce
Which rests not upon empire ! Commerce, r.

Disperses man's chief energies, /'///, ruled
fiy spirit heroic^ increase yields of thoughts
That give to greatness wider basis. Tyre !

How soon thy golden feathers forth shall fly

Upon the storm of War !"

Lacking the "spirit heroic," Tyre's

opportunities and life have hitherto

been thrown away, as were thrown

away the letters that Phoenicia gave,
useless to the inventors. He goes

u Men stumble thus on glories not for them ,

The rightful appanage of the capable.
The empire I shall found shall tread the carlh,
Yet over it go flying. From its vans
The twin-born beams of Grecian Song and Science
Shall send perpetual dawn."

Mr. de Vere's verse is. tempting
to quote; but we must hasten on.

Some idea of his Alexander may be

gathered from the passages given ;

but, as we said, he permeates the

book, and we must leave it to the

reader himself to trace the slow

growth and development of this

singularly-rounded yet most diffi-

cult conception. We do not believe

that the author in this instance has

fallen below the level of his subject.

high and remote as that level was.
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A strong, resolute, far-seeing charac-

ter, possessed with the very passion
of empire, speaks to us in every
line of Alexander. Many of his

sayings have almost the wisdom and

the brevity of proverbs.
" Time

takes still the conqueror's side," he

tells Hephestion ;
and when that

grerU-souled character puts the deep
and solemn question,

"
Is there

foii^ivencss for conquerors ?" his

answer is :

tk

Aye ;
but for half-conquerors, none."

Here is his policy told in a line :

"
Strong hand makes empire ;

hand that heals re-

tains it."

\Vhen, iu a light moment, he asks

his generals, were gods their slaves,

what fortunes would they choose,
and all cry out,

" A kingdom !" he

says aside :

u Note this, Hephestion :

Imagination is economist,
And vastest ends move less the appetite
Than small things near and easier of access.'

1

Here is a truth for conquerors to

ponder. In the height of his con-

quest he is convinced that

" The vanqulsh'd must connive, or victory's self

Its own grave digs in the end."

All the littleness of greatness, all

those surroundings that to small

minds stamp, if they do not consti-

tute, greatness, are for him empti-
ness.
" To breathe applauses is to breathe that air

By breath of men defiled : I stand, and stood,

On the mountain-tops, breathing the breath of

gods."

There is another aspect to his

character at which we must glance.
We have called attention at the

beginning to his jealous hatred of

death. Life and death are to him
constant enigmas, to which he sees

no solution. The only, or at least

the great, obstacle that he sees in

the way of accomplishing his dream
and passion of empire is death. No
human foe he fears

; but the fates.

Time, he passionately says, is no
friend of his. He has to build his

empire in few years. He is run-

ning a constant race with time, and

something seems to whisper to him
ever that his years are few. In this,

too, lies an humbling fact. He, like

others, is human and subject to

death. This inward struggle and
rebellion against his humanity is

constantly going en. The thought,
What am I? What do I? Who
am I ? Whence come I ? Where

go I ? all these things for ever

trouble him. He would be a god ;

but he finds his loftiest aspirations
bounded by a wall of flesh, and

beyond that a blank.

With keen dramatic instinct and

happy thought the author gives
him the opportunity of answering
for himself these questionings. He
visits the temple at Jerusalem, and
converses with the high-priest.

The truth is unfolded to him, and

the true God made known. He
hesitates, and finally rejects the

truth. It clashes with his purpose.
" O'er all the earth my empire shall be just,

Godlike my rule,"

he promises the high-priest; whose
answer is the solemn rebuke :

"
Young man, beware ! God's prophet

Awards thee Persia's crown, but not the world's :

He who wears that should be the Prince of Peace.

Thy portion lies in bounds. Limit and Term
Govern the world."

This revelation tells on his char-

acter throughout the rest of the

play. He has no longer that blind

confidence in himself, though his

mind like a vise holds to its reso-

lution of founding the empire he was

warned he could not found. His

iron will and indomitable energy
overcome all obstacles

;
but time

is creeping on, and he feels it. To
unite Persian and Greek together,
in order to win the Persian, he

must be proclaimed a god ;
and a

god he is proclaimed. But the

emptiness and mockery of the title

are shown with intense force in the
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workings of the king's mind up to

this madness. He strives to argue
himsi-lf up to godhead only by ar-

guing godhead down to him :

" A race of gods hath fallen:

Then Zeus in turn may fall. I find for gods
No thrones secure

;
ta man's mfr'.i t t' HO limit ;

No certain truth amid contending rites ;

No base for faith."

He remembers the warning about

limit and term, only to say scorn-

fully,
44 That's for others :

To grasp a world for me is feasible ;

To keep a half-world, not."

He turns farther and further

away from faith of any kind ;
his

creed resembles that of more mod-
ern conquerors :

"The man that empire founds

Must measure all things by the needs of empire.
1 '

And the final outcome of his

thoughts is this :

41 This only know we
We walk upon a world not knowable,
Save in those things which knowledge least deserve,

Yet cupaMc, in>t less, of task heroic.

My trust is in my work: on that I fling me.

Trampling all questionings down."

And yet the next moment he cries

out :

44
1 sometimes think

That I am less a person than a power,
Some engine in th^ ii;^ht hand of the gods,

fateful wheel that, round in darkness rolling.

Knows this its work, but not that work's far scope.

Hephestion, what is life? My life, since boyhood.
Hath been an agony of means to ends

;

An ultimate end 1 find not. For that cause,

On-reeling in the oppression of a void,
At times I welcome what 1 once scarce brook'd

'i lie cf>/>robriunt of blank sUepC*

There are many scenes of strong
dramatic power in this drama the

death of Darius, the quarrel with

I'armenio, the rebellion of the
( "i recks, the last scene with Philo-

tas, and others; but the power and

intensity deepen at the close, when
;h at last creeps into the veins

of the conqueror. He has lost

Hephestion earlier in the drama,
and this loss rends his heart.

There is much truth in his singu-
lar, almost selfish love for his great-
souled friend, who stood to Alexan-

der as a wife would stand to an-

other man. But he to whom "
his

purposes were wife and child
"

i

could not lean on a woman. It

must be a man, strong, brave, keen-

eyed as himself, but calmer, larger

hearted, humbler, greater souled.

Such was Hephestion, and his

strong yet sweet character is not

only admirably drawn, but affords

an excellent foil throughout to the

eager, impetuous, fiery nature and

fiery words of the king.
Omens thicken around him, and

the end comes at Babylon. The
fever that burns at his heart seizes

on his body while sailing on the

Lake of Pallacopas. As the royal

barge passes, a strain rises up from

the waters :

44 We sate beside the Babylonian river:

Within the conqueror's bound, weeping we s-lte :

We hung our harps upon the trees that quiver
Above the rushing waters desolate.

44
!f I forget thee, Salem, in thy sadness,

May this right hand forget the harper's art !

If I forget thec, Salem, in my gladness,

My tongue dry up and wither, like my heart !"

It is a relic of the Babylonian cap-

tivity. The song forces from Alex-

ander the sad confession, signifi-

cant to all conquerors :

*' The ages pass, like winds
;

The old wrong remains, rooted like tombs, and
moves not :

All may be done through Time
; yet Time does

naught.
Let kings look well to that."

The end is on him. Thoagh
"
maimed, and tamed, and shamed,"

he is resolute still, but impotent,
and the empire lacks completion,
he confesses, while

44 The years, the months,
The hours, like ravening wolves that hunt a stag,
Come up upon my haunches."

Fighting time to the last, he suc-

cumbs; but he will not even die as

other men. In his half-delirium

he tells Ptolemy :

44
I have a secret one for thee alone :

'Twas not the mists from that morass disastrous

Nor death of him that died, nor adverse gods,
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Nor the Fates themselves; 'twas something might-
ier yet,

And secrcter in the great night, that slew me."

And thus, surrounded by his war-

riors and his generals, with success*
within his grasp, but that grasp

nerveless, his last moments troubled

with awful visions and ill dreams,
resentful to the last against what
slew him, in doubt and in fear, in

youth and glory and empire, in tiie

fatality of success, staring with

strained eyes into the dread void

beyond that no ray of faith illumines,

lie whose nod was life or death to

nations, Alexander, the god, passes

away and dies of a little slow fe-

ver that has entered and claimed for

its own the clay of which he was
made.

Mr. de Vere has written at once
a magnificent poem and a powerful
drama. We have devoted our
attention in both instances to the

chief characters, and thus many
scenes and personages in Alexander

the Great on which in reading we
have dwelt with much pleasure and
admiration must pass unnoticed.

The author, if we may say so, has

surprised us by the strength and
finish of thiswork. The action of the

piece is rapid ;
the characters, small

and great, rounded and full
;
the

scenes most varied and dramatically
set. The clew to the play we take

to be that old whisper which first

allured our parents from their alle-

giance, and tempts forever the race

of man : Ye shall be as gods. The

whisper runs through the piece from

the first line to the last, and lends

to it a purpose and a plan of its own.
The dramatist has taken the man
who in human history came the

nearest to exemplifying its truth to

prove its utter and miserable false-

hood, and to read with a new force

the old and eternal command that

alone can order the life of man wise-

ly and well :

" Thou shall love the

Lord thy God, and him only shall

thou serve."

When he died, Alexander was

nearly thirty-three. With him real-

ly, though remnants lingered after

him, his scheme and his empire pass-
ed away ;

and when to-day we look

for what is left of the world's con-

queror, of Alexander the god, we
must search in musty tomes and

grope in desert sands. Nothing is

left of him, save some words and

histories; and even were they lost

also, and his very memory blotted

out with them, the world to-day
would in reality be little or none
the loser.

Some centuries later there died

Another at the age of thirty-three.
He came into life silently; he went
out of life ignominiously. He led

no army ;
he had no following of any

note
;
he was the son of a carpenter,

and born of a despised race. He
was born, he lived, he died, in pov-
erty, sorrow, and suffering, a social

outcast even from his own people.
The last three years of his life he

spent in preaching in and about

Jerusalem. His doctrines were

strange and startling. They were

utterly subversive of all human
glory and greatness. Like Alexan-

der, he proclaimed himself divine,
and claimed to be the Son of God,
Like Alexander, he too died, but a

death of ignominy. Before his name
had spread far beyond Jerusalem,
men rose up, Jew and Gentile, king
and priest, church and state, to-

gether hanged him on a tree, nailed

him there, tortured and slew him,
and when he was dead sealed up
the tomb in which he was buried.

And there, humanly speaking, was
an end to him and his.

To the world what had he left?

A memory nothing more. Men
said that he had wrought wonders,
that virtues flowed out of him, that
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his hands rained mercies, that the

blind saw, the lame walked, the

lepers were cleansed, the very dead

again. Idle rumors ! like that

other of his bursting the tomb and

rising again, walking in the flesh and

.tiding into the heaven from

which he said he had come. And
this was "

the Expected of the na-

tions," "the Prince of Peace," who
was to accomplish what the high-

priest warned Alexander was not

for him, with all his power, to ac-

complish to unite all the nations

under one yoke. A likely prospect
with the material he had left !

He left behind him no empire,
in) record, not a line of writing. He
left a few words, a few maxims, a

few rules of life, a few prayers, a

few promises, a few men who timid-

ly believed in him, a few commands.
The world, its belief and non-belief

alike, its customs, maxims, tenden-

cies, he condemned as wrong. He
commanded it to remodel itself ac-

cording to the few rules he had left

rules singularly comprehensive, sim-

ple, and clear: to believe in hi:,.

obey him as the son of God and

God, to believe and obey those, and
those only, whom he sent forth in

his name, armed with the p_owers he.

gave them, fighting with the weapon
of the cross. And what is the re-

sult ? Who is the conqueror of the

world now? Jesus Christ, in whose
name every knee shall bow, or Alex-

ander the Great ? Here is a mystery
surely that men should ponder.
What shall explain the victory over

the world, over sin, and over death,
of Him whom they nailed to the tree

nineteen centuries ago? Nothing
but the words of Peter

" Thou art

Christ, the Son of the living God."
Thou art he that was to come, and
we look for no other.

" And he
was clothed with a garment sprink-
led with blood : and his name is

called The Word of God. And he
hath on his garment and on his

thigh written King of kings and
Lord of lords."

REQUIES MEA.

KEEP me, sweet love ! Thy keeping is my rest.

Not safer feels the eaglet from beneath
The wings that roof the inaccessible nest,

Than I when thou art with me, dearest, best,

Whose love my life is, yea, my very breath !

Thy Son to Egypt fled to prove our faith.

Not Herod's men had snatched him from thy breast,
Or changed his throned slumber into death.

How wonderful thy keeping, mighty Queen !

So close, so tender; and as if thine eyes
Had only me to watch, thine arm to screen ;

And this inconstant heart were such a prize !

And thou the while, in beatific skies,
Art reigning imperturbably serene !
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ONTOLOGISM AND PSYCHOLOGISM.

OUR readers sometimes complain
that the philosophical articles of

THE CATHOLIC WORLD are too hard

to be understood. Yet some of these

very readers make a great effort to

read these articles, and ask ques-
tions about metaphysical subjects

among others, about the very topic
of the present article showing a

great desire to gain some knowledge
about them. We are going to try

to make this article intelligible to

these readers, even to those who
are yet quite young persons, in

whose laudable efforts to improve
their minds and acquire knowledge
we are greatly interested.

We shall begin, therefore, by ex-

plaining some terms which need to

be well understood before they can

be used in a satisfactory manner,
and especially the two which make

up the title of this article. Onto-

logy is the name given to one branch

of metaphysics, which is also call-

ed general metaphysics, in distinc-

tion from the two other principal
branches of that science to wit,

logic and special metaphysics. It

is derived from two Greek words

that is, the first two syllables from a

word which means being, and the

last two from one which means

reasoning. It is therefore a reason-

ing about being, or the scientific

exposition of the object of the idea

of real being, of metaphysical truth,

good and evil, beauty, substance,

accident, quantity, causality, the

finite and the infinite, the contin-

gent and the necessary, etc. Psy-

chology is also a Greek derivative

signifying a scientific exposition of

the rational soul of man, its powers

and operations, which is a sub-divi-

sion of special metaphysics. There-

fore every philosopher must be an

ontologist and a psychologist, in

the proper sense of those terms.

Yet, there is a difference between

ontology and ontologism, psycho-

logy and psychologism. Ontolo-

gism and psychologism are names

denoting opposite philosophical

systems which diverge in opposite
directions from the scholastic phi-

losophy, or that philosophy com-

monly taught in the Catholic schools

after the method and principles of

the Angelic Doctor, S. Thomas

Aquinas. Of the authority which this

philosophy possesses in the church

we cannot now treat at length. We
will, however, cite here the latest

utterance of the Sovereign Pontiff

which has come to our knowledge,
as a sample of a great number of

similar official expressions of appro-
bation from the Holy See. In a let-

ter to Dr. Travaligni, founder of the

Philosophico-Medical Society of

S. Thomas Aquinas, dated July 23,

1874, Pius IX. says: "With still

greater pleasure we perceive that,

faithful to your purpose, you have
determined to admit only such

members to your society as hold

and will defend the doctrines pro-

pounded by the sacred councils

and this Holy See, and in particu-
lar the principles of the Angelic
Doctor concerning the union of the

intellective soul with the human

body, and concerning substantial

form and primary matter (inaleria

prima)." We shall take for grant-
ed at present that in all its essen-

tial parts, as well as in those speci-
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fied in the above quotation, the phi-

losophy of S. Thomas has the high-

est sanction and authority in the

church which any system of phi-

losophy can have, and that it is the

only true and sound philosophy.
The system of ontologism differs

from it by proposing a totally differ-

ent ontology, which is made the

basis of an essentially different phi-

losophy. T,he advocates of that

system call themselves ontologists,

as claiming to be the only philoso-

phers who understand rightly real

being and the relation of intelli-

gence to it as the object of its in-

tuition and knowledge. They are

also called by that name by their

antagonists for the sake of conve-

nience and courtesy, as those who
believe in God, but not in revela-

tion, are called theists, although
neither party has an exclusive right
to the appellation given to it by
usage. Psychologism is a system
which makes the basis and starting-

point of philosophy to lie exclusive-

ly in the individual soul and its

modifications, like Des Cartes, whose
first principle is,

"
I think, therefore

I am." The opponents of the

scholastic, philosophy who pretend
to be ontologists give it the nick-

name of psychologist), because they
either misunderstand or misinterpret
its ontological and psychological
doctrine. The scholastic philoso-

phy is also frequently called Aris-

totelian, because S. Thomas derived

a great part of his metaphysics
from the great philosopher of

Greece ;
and Peripatetic, which was

the name given to the school of

Aristotle, because the teachers and

pupils used to walk up and down

during their lectures and discus-

sions. Those who diverge from
the philosophy of S. Thomas in the

same direction with the ontologists
are also frequently called Platonists,

because they follow, or are suppos-
ed to follow, Plato, in regard to cer-

tain opinions differing from those

maintained by Aristotle.

The philosophical disputes which

have been lately carried on with so

much vehemence about questions of

ontology are by no means of recent

origin. They have been waged both

within and without the limits of the

Catholic Church. Des Cartes, the

great modern master of psycho-

logism, always professed to be a loy-

al son of the church, and had many
disciples among Catholics. Male-

branche, the author of modern on-

tologism, was a devout priest of the

French Oratory ;
and Cardinal Ger-

dil, who began as an earnest advo-

cate of the same doctrine, but grad-

ually approached toward the scho-

lastic philosophy in his maturer

years, was really the second man to

the Pope for a long time in autho-

rity and influence, as well as a most

illustrious modelof virtue and learn-

ing. More recently, the principal
advocates of ontologism have been

very devoted Catholics. The Lou-
vain professors, Hugonin, Branche-

reau ; for anything we know to the

contrary, Fabre, and many others,

have been most zealous and devot-

ed Catholics. Only Gioberti, who

was, however, the prince among
them all, and one of the most gifted
men of the century, among the

well-known leaders of that school,

was a disloyal Catholic. We have

heard on very good authority that

Gioberti continued to receive the

sacraments up to the time of his

death, and was buried with Catho-

lic rites. Nevertheless, as a num-
ber of priests were still in the ex-

ternal communion of the church

at the time Gioberti was living in

Paris, who were really heretics and
have since apostatized, this fact

alone does not count for much as a
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proof that he died in the Catholic

faith. All his works were long be-

fore on the Index; he was at least

suspended, if not ipso facto excom-

municated, as a contumacious rebel

against the Pope. Dr. Brownson
calls him "

that Italian priest of

marvellous genius, and, we were
about to write, Satanic power."
And again he says :

"
Gioberti

died, we believe, excommunicated,
and his last book, published before

his death, contains a scurrilous at-

tack on Pius IX., and bears not a

trace of the Catholic believer, far

less of the Catholic priest."* For
a long time the Church did not

directly interfere with the philo-

sophical discussions which went on

a:-.iong her children in regard to

ontology. Neither Des Cartesf nor

Malebranche was condemned, nor

were any specific propositions in

the works of Gioberti censured.

The Holy See has never been in

the habit of using its supreme ma-

gisterial authority in deciding scien-

tific controversies considered mere-

ly as scientific. Science is left to

itself, to make its own way and

fight its own battles, unless the in-

terests of the faith become involved

with those of science. When these

interests demand the interference

of the supreme authority, it utters

its disciplinary edicts or its doc-

trinal decisions, as in its wisdom
it deems opportune and necessary.
For a considerable period of time

philosophy was left in the enjoy-
ment of the largest liberty, so long
as the doctrines of the church were

respected and maintained. But

when professed Catholics, especial-

ly in Germany, began to frame

systems of philosophy manifestly

* Broivman's Rev;c, July, 1874, pp. 301, 304.

+ Some of Des Cartes' works were, however, re-

quired to be corrected, and placed on the Index with

that note.

dangerous to sound theology and
subversive of it, the Holy See be-

gan to exercise a more special vigi-

lance over the teaching of philo-

sophy in Catholic schools. Gre-

gory XVI. and Pius IX. have con-

demned a number of works, of sys-

tems, or of distinct propositions in

which philosophical errors were

contained, because these were di-

rectly or indirectly subversive of

the Catholic faith. Among other

errors condemned, ontoiogism holds

a prominent position. After va-

rious means more mild and indirect

of correcting the evils which the

teaching of this system threatened

to produce had failed, the Holy See

pronounced (Sept. 18, 1861) its

condemnation of seven proposi-
tions embracing the fundamental

tenets common to the so-called on-

tologists, and some particular tenets

advanced by individual professors
or writers of the same school. The

professors of the Catholic Univer-

sity of Louvain were required to

make a formal act of submission to

this decision of Rome, which they
did in the most exemplary manner.

The Abbe Hugonin, when nomi-
nated to an episcopal see in France,
was also required to make a formal

renunciation of ontoiogism, which
he had taught in his writings, as

a condition of receiving the con-

firmation of the pope, and com-

plied without hesitation. The Abbe

Branchereau, a distinguished French

Sulpitian and professor of philoso-

phy, voluntarily submitted a state-

ment of the doctrine contained in

his Prelections to the examination

and judgment of the Holy See,

and, when the judgment condemn-

ing his system was made known to

him, promptly submitted and sup-

pressed his work. In fact, there

has been everywhere a most ready
and edifying submission given to
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the judgment of Rome on a system
which was rapidly spreading and

gaining ground, and toward which

at number of the finest minds

aiiKfng Catholic scholars felt the

strongest attraction. The reason

of tliis may he found in the fact that

those who had embraced this system
or were inclined toward it were

generally good Catholics, holding
sound theological principles, and

imbued with the love of truth and

the love of the church, loyal to

conscience, and well grounded in

Christian humility and obedience.

Consequently, ontologism,- as a

ten prevailing among Catholics

and in Catholic schools, is dead, and

rapidly passing into oblivion a

great gain for science, as well as for

religion, since it removes a great

obstacle in the way of the revival

of the genuine and sound philoso-

phy which alone contains the real

and solid wisdom of the Grecian

;s, the fathers of the church,
anil the gigantic masters of the

mediaeval schools, combined, har-

monized, and reduced to method
It is time now to explain in what

the essence of ontologism consists.

In the words of M. Fabre, a pro-

fessor at the Sorbonne,
"
Ontolo-

gism is a system in which, after

having proved the objective reality

of general ideas, we establish that

these ideas are not forms or modi-

fications of our soul ;
that they are

not anything created ;
that they are

necessary, unchangeable, eternal,

absolute objects ;
that they are

concentrated in the being to which

this name belongs in its simple
lification (I'etre siinplcment dit),

and that this infinite licing is the

first idea apprehended by our mind,
the first intelligible, the light in

which we see all the eternal, univer-

sal, and absolute truths. Ontolo-

gists say, then, that these eternal

truths cannot have any reality out-

side of the eternal essence, whence

they conclude that they do not

subsist except as united to the

divine substance, and consequently
that it can only be in this substance

that we see them."
'

We will now give the first two,

the fourth, and the fifth of the pro-

positions condemned at Rome, and

which, with the other three, were

taken from the prelections of a

professor in a French seminary,
never published, but extensively
circulated in lithograph or MSS.,
and which, the reader will see, ex-

press the identical doctrine sum-

marized so concisely and ably by
M. Fabre :

I. The immediate cognition of

God, at least habitual, is essential

to the human intellect, so that with-

out this it cannot know anything,
since it is the intellectual light

itself.

II. That being which we intel-

lectively perceive in all things, and
without which we perceive nothing

intellectively (quod in omnibus et

sine quo ni/til intelligi/nui), is the

divine being.
IV. The congenital knowledge

of God as simply being (ens si/n-

pliciter) involves every other cog-
nition in an eminent manner, so

that by it we have implicit know-

ledge of every being, under what-

ever respect it is knowable.

V. All other ideas are only modi-

fications of the idea in which God
is intellectively perceived (inttlligi-

titr) as simply being (ens simplici-

ter).

Similar propositions to these are

found in the fifteen submitted by
M. liranchereau to the judgment of

the Holy See, viz. :

i. In the act of thought two

* Defense dt ^ p. I.
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things are to be essentially dis-

tinguished the subject thinking
and the object thought.

2. Again, the object thought is

distinguished into two things that

which is being simply, and that

which is being in a certain respect.

3. By that which is being simply
we understand real being, concrete

and infinitely perfect : ... in a

word, that which is being simply is

God.
12. From the first instant of ex-

istence the mind enjoys ideal per-

ception, not indeed reflexively, but

directly.

13. Among the intelligible truths,

which we apprehend ideally, God
occupies the first place, the intellec-

tive perception of whom, although

essentially distinct from the intui-

tion of the beatified, is terminated,
not at a representative image, but

at God himself.

The reader will now, we trust,

understand without difficulty what
is the fundamental idea of ontolo-

gism namely, that God is the im-

mediate object of the intellect, the

ideal object which faces it from its

creation, is present to it as its light

and its luminous, intelligible term

of vision, in which all ideal, neces-

sary, self-evident, eternal ideas, veri-

ties, realities, are concentrated, be-

held, made luminous
; lighting up all

objects whatsoever which exist and

are perceived by sense and intellect,

so that the things that are made are

clearly seen by the invisible things
of God, even his eternal power and
Godhead

;
as Malebranche express-

ed it, "in Deo," and Gioberti, "in

Deo et per Deum
"

in God, and by
or through him, as clouds in a lu-

miniferous ether. For an expla-
nation of the scholastic doctrine of

the origin of universal ideas we re-

fer the reader to a former article

on Dr. Stockl's Philosophy. In

brief, it is the reverse of the one

just delineated, viz., the universal

and transcendental ideas are de-

rived by abstraction from created

things, and the knowledge of God
is obtained by a discursive act of

reasoning, by which we ascend
from the knowledge of creatures to

the knowledge of the Creator, whose
invisible essence and attributes are

understood by the things that are

made. That is, God is known by
a mediate and not an immediate

apprehension, resulting in an intel-

lectual judgment that he is. The
mind terminates at a representative
and inadequate image of God, and
not at God himself or that which is

God, real, concrete, necessary, infi-

nite being, which is the remote and
reflected object of the intellect.

We are now prepared to answer
the question, What is the harm and

danger of ontologism on account
of which it lias been condemned ?

It has not been condemned as here-

tical, for it does not formally, di-

rectly, and explicitly contradict any
doctrine of faith. The Holy See has

simply decided that it cannot be

safely taught that is, that it cannot
be taught with a safe conscience,
without danger to the faith, and

consequently without grievous sin.

It must therefore contain in it an

error which cannot be extensively
held and taught in Catholic schools

without a serious danger of indirect-

ly subverting Catholic faith and

doctrine, especially in the minds of

the young and inconsiderate. While
this danger was only remote or not

yet apparent, the error might be

tolerated, and left to be opposed
and refuted by argument. More-

over, it might be held and advocat-

ed in good faith and without sin by

intelligent and pious men, who are

liable to error when left to their

own reasonings about abstruse mat-
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ters in theology and philosophy.
But when the danger was apparent
and proximate, it was necessary to

appeal to the supreme authority of

the Roman Church, that the whole
matter might be thoroughly exam-
ined and adjudicated; and, the

judgment being once rendered, the

cause is finished for all good Catho-

lics. Thenceforth all that remains

to be done is to study the import
of the decision, and to search into

the reasons by which the condemn-
ed errors may be proved false by
philosophical and theological argu-

ments, and the opposite truths

brought out into a clearer light for

the advancment of sound and solid

science and the protection of the

faith.

That part of Catholic doctrine

which was endangered and indirect-

ly subverted by ontologism is the

me which relates to the distinction

between nature and grace, the ra-

tional knowledge of God attainable

by man in this life, and the immedi-
ate intuition of God enjoyed by the

blessed in heaven. Ontologism
destroys the real distinction be-

tween the natural and the super-
natural orders, between the abstrac-

tive vision of God by reason and

faith, and the intuitive vision of

God without any medium, and
face to face. It is true that on-

tologists have never taught that

man has, or can have, a clear vision

of the divine essence, like that of

the blessed, by his unaided natural

powers. This is a heresy con-
demned by the General Council of

Yienne. Moreover, it would be
too absurd for any sane person
to maintain that such a vision is

( on Lanital and possessed by all men
from the first instant of creation.

Nor would any one who maintains
that the idea of God is impressed
on the soul at its creation be so

extravagant as to assert that the

clear and distinct conception ofGod
which can be obtained by reason

and faith is present to the minds
of all men from their birth. Onto-

logists are careful to state that there

is a difference between the immedi-
ate cognition of God in this life and
that of the life to come. And all

who maintain any kind of ideal cog-
nition which is congenital or innate,

understand by this something which
exists unconsciously in the soul un-

til its powers are developed. The

object is there, facing the intellect,

but the intellect has its eyes closed,
and cannot perceive it. When it

perceives it, it is first obscurely,
then clearly, then more or less dis-

tinctly. Its congenital cognition is

an unconscious, undeveloped act.

But all the principles of conscious,

developed cognition are in that act,

and are only evolved by the opera-
tion of the senses and the intellectu-

al faculties. The error condemned
is the assertion that this cognition
has God in his intelligibility as real

and necessary being as its immediate

object. And though it is not for-

mally a heresy, since it does not as-

sert that the immediate cognition
of God is identical with the beatific

vision, or deny the necessity of the

light of glory to make the soul capa-
ble of the beatific vision, it is erro-

neous, inasmuch as it removes that

which really makes the essential

difference of the vision of the bless-

ed, as distinct from the natural cog-
nition of any created intelligence.
This difference is defined by Bene-
dict XIV., in the Const. Benedictus

l~>i-tis, to be that the blessed see

God "
without the mediation of any-

thing created which presents itself

as the object seen
"

nulla mediante

creatura in rationc cbjecti visi sf ha-

l-cnte. Every other cognition of God
must therefore have some created
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object of intellectual vision as an

intermediary between the intellect

and God that is, must be medi-

ate and not immediate cognition.
An immediate cognition, however
obscure and imperfec.t, must there-

fore be essentially the same with the

clear, beatific intuition of the es-

sence of God, and capable of being

expanded, extended, developed, in-

creased, made more penetrating or

powerful, without being essentially

changed, until it equals or sur-

passes the intuition of the highest

angel in heaven. The light of

faith or the light of glory can be

therefore only aids to the improve-
ment of the human intellect in its

own natural capacity and activity
as if one should see the stars more

plainly by a telescope, and after-

wards receive a more perfect body
with a visual organ superior to any
telescope that was ever made.
A more elaborate similitude will

make the difference of immediate
and mediate cognition of God more

plain. Let us suppose a barbarian

lying asleep on the shore of his

lonely island in the Pacific, while a

large ship, the first which has ever

approached it, has just come within

the most distant range of vision.

There is an object, then on his ho-

rizon, which he has the power to

see, but does not perceive until he

awakes. He perceives it at first as

a very small and dimly-seen ob-

ject as something, he knows not

what. It may be a cloud, a bird, a

wave sparkling in the sun, a canoe.

It is a large man-of-war which is

the real object perceived, but he

does not know that it is a ship, or

know its contents, or even know
what a ship is. This is an obscure

perception. By-and-by he can see

that it is not a cloud, or bird, or

canoe, but a large, moving struc-

ture, whose principal parts are visi-

ble to him. This is a clear percep-
tion. When it has anchored, he

has been taken on board, has seen

its crew and armament, its cabins

and hold, and has learned what is

its purpose and the utility of its

principal parts, he has a distinct

conception. After he has learned

the language of the sailors, and has

been instructed to a greater or less

extent, he acquires a more adequate
and perfect knowledge, like that

which the sailors themselves pos-
sess; he joins the crew, and be-

comes an expert seaman, and finds

himself to have become much su-

perior in knowledge and happiness
to what he was before the ship
came to his island.

Let us also suppose that a bottle

is washed ashore at another island,
and picked up by a native. When
he opens it, he finds in it a drawing
representing a large ship, and a paper
containing particular information
about the ship and its crew. This
bottle had been thrown overboard
after the. ship had sprung a leak in

mid-ocean, and was about to foun-

der. After the bottle has been
found by the native, Europeans ar-

rive at the island, by whom the

papers are examined, and their con-

tents explained to the native, who
learns also from the explanation of

the drawing to understand what
the ship is, its use, construction,

parts, etc. He thus gains substan-

tially the same knowledge of that

ship and its crew with that which
the other native gained about the

other ship, though in a different

way, without ever seeing the ship

itself, but only an image of it. One
has immediate, the other mediate

cognition. One sees the object in

itself, the other sees it in something
else. In the first case the native-

saw something which was a ship,

but while it was distant it was not
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visil)le as a ship, only as an object.

Afterwards it was visible in its

outward shape and appearance as a

ship, in clear, unmistakable con-

trast with every different object, but

not distinctly understood or closely

inspected, or made the principal

object of the occupation, the at-

tachment, the enjoyment, of the

native in a word, the home and

centre of his chief earthly good.
When he first saw something in the

distance, he really saw the ship, and
in tiiat vision was virtually con-

tained all that he afterwards dis-

covered in respect to it
; whereas,

the other native never saw the other

ship, and never could see it by
means of drawings or verbal de-

scriptions, although he could learn

that it was a ship, and what ship it

was, where it sailed from, who
sailed it, and when and where it

foundered.

The above comparison is not

perfect, since every comparison
must limp at least a little; but we
think it is sufficient as an illustra-

tion of the process by which the

human intellect attains to the

knowledge of God and the beatific

vision of God, according to ontolo-

ii as differing from the doctrine

of sound Catholic theology. Ac-

ling to ontologism, God presents
himself to the intellect, when he
creates it, as its immediate Object,

objective Idea, or intelligible Term,
oon as it is capable of appre-

hending eternal verities, it appre-
hends that which is God, although
not yet knowing explicitly that

what it apprehends is God that is,

the one, living, most perfect Being
who is the creator and sovereign
lord of all things. l!y another step
it acquires a clear conception of

tiod, and makes the judgment that

(.<>,! is, and that he is eternal, in-

finite, omniscient, omnipotent. This

judgment is an evolution from that

cognition which existed at the be-

ginning as a habit into an explicit

act, as the explicit act of faith is de-

duced from the habit of faith given
to the infant by baptism. That
God is, is known by what he is that

is, by his essence, which is. seen in

the eternal verities or divine ideas

as they are in reality, not distin-

guishable from the divine substance.
Faith gives an obscure perception
of the interior mysteries of the di-

vine substance which are beyond
the ken of the intellect unaided by
revelation, or, in other words, are

superintelligible verities
; and the

light of glory increases the power
of intellectual vision so that it sees

clearly and distinctly the interior

essence of God, which completes
the beatification of the soul.

In this place we may cite the

third of the seven condemned pro-
positions, which expresses the afore-

mentioned theory, as taken in con-
nection with the fifth. This third

proposition is :

"
Universals, objec-

tively considered, a parti rci, are
not really distinguishable from

God"; and the fifth: "All other
ideas are only modifications of the

idea in which God is intellectively

perceived as simply being tam-
tinam ens simpliciier iiitcl/igilitr."

Universals are general ideas, each
one of which is capable of being pre-
dicated of a multitude of subjects.
The logical universals are five

genus, species, differentia, attribute,
accident. The ten categories of

Aristotle include all the supreme
genera, though some maintain that

a better division may be made.
The transcendental ideas are those
which transcend all generic clas-

sification, because they may be

predicated of every genus and
all its inferiors. They are the ideas

of being, unity, the good, the true,
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the beautiful. They belong, there-

fore, to the universals, although

predicated in analogous and not

identical senses of the diverse ge-

nera and their inferior subjects.

Take the supreme genus substance,
as an instance, and follow it down
to man substance, corporeal sub-

stance, organized substance, ani-

mal, rational animal, i.e., man.

His proximate genus is animal, his

differentia rationality, which con-

stitute the species man. The con-

crete reality of the universals, sub-

stance, etc., terminating in the spe-

cies which is rational animal is

found only in individual men.

The direct universals, genus, spe-

cies, differentia, exist, a parle rei, in

each individual of the human spe-
cies. Each man is a substance,

corporeal, organized, animal, ra-

tional, and these universals can be

predicated of him as their subject.
The transcendental predicates, also,

are connected with individual men
as their subject. Individual men
have being, unity, verity, goodness,

beauty. But these may be predi-
cated in senses which are only

analogous to each other of the

composite essence, of its distinct

parts, soul and body, of the attri-

butes or essential qualities of man,
and of the accidents of individual

men. For instance, the human es-

sence is essentially good ;
the soul

and body are good each in its own
order; rationality is good; learning,

valor, amiability, moral virtue,

sanctity, are good ;
but there is

analogy only, not identity, in these

various kinds of good. The same
is true of being. It is absurd,

therefore, to speak, as Plato does,
of a universal good, true, beautiful,
or to speak of any universal idea,

such as being, or a modification of

being, as having any objective re-

ality as a universal, except as a

concept of the mind with a founda-

tion in that which is or may be an

actually existing thing. They are

metaphysical essences, with their

generic, specific, qualifying, and

transcendental predicates. All the

categories or supreme genera to-

gether make up what is called the

nature of things, considered meta-

physically ;
considered in their

physical being in the sum of all

concrete existences, they make up
universal nature. The metaphysical
essences are necessary, immutable,

eternal, and potentially infinite.

They are the eternal verities, the

necessary truths, which copy the

divine ideas upon nature or the

universe, where God has impressed
them, and are abstracted from the

works of the Creator by the intel-

lect of man. They are distinguish-
able from God, therefore they are

not in the essence of God, or the

divine ideas subsisting in the di-

vine substance, and are not there

seen by the intellect. This was

long ago proved by philosophers
and theologians. It is now de-

clared by authority that it is un-

safe thus to identify them with God,
and thereby make him the imme-
diate object' of the intellect. The
reason why it is unsafe is that it

destroys the differentia which makes
our rational cognition of God spe-

cifically distinct from the intuitive

cognition of the blessed. There
are also other dangers to faith and
sound theology involved in the

doctrines or tendencies of ontolo-

gism, which we have not space to

notice.

Neither the absurdity nor the

heterodoxy of ontologism is avoid-

ed by the system of Gioberti. The
objection of Giobertians to pure
ontologism, that it furnishes no dia-

lectic principle uniting natural theo-

logy with other branches of special
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metaphysics and with ontology, is,

indeed, well taken. But this only
shows that pure ontologism is ab-

surd and incoherent. It does not

remove the absurdity of that which

is common to pure ontologism and
the ontologism of Gioberti. Nei-

ther does it remove its heterodoxy.

Saving that we have immediate cog-
nition of something which is not

God does not make it more ortho-

dox to say that we have immediate

cognition of God. Moreover, Gio-

berti's doctrine, as taught by himself,

and understood by his European
disciples and admirers, as well as

by his acutest and most orthodox

opponents, is far more heterodox

than that of any other ontologist
who is also a Catholic. Evidence
has been furnished which has never

been rebutted that Gioberti was a

pantheist even before he published
his Introduction to Philosophy. In

a letter to Mazzini, written before

that date, but only afterwards pub-
lished from a motive of pique

against him, he says explicitly that

he is a pantheist after the manner
of Giordano Bruno, though a Chris-

tian pantheist. What does this

mean, unless it means that he had
conceived a plan of combining pan-
theistic philosophy with the Catho-
lic dogmas, as a part of his grand
scheme of reconciling paganism
with Christianity, and the European

'ilution with the Papacy? On
this supposition he must either

have acted the part of a deliberate

liar and hypocrite a baseness of

which we believe him to have been

incapable or he must have intend-

ed, and in a subtile manner insinuat-

ed pantheism in the guise of his fam-

ous ideal formula, Ens creat existen-

tias. In this case whatever may
bear a pantheistic interpretation or

m to point to a pantheistic con-
clusion must be pantheistical!)' inter-
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preted, so far as the sense of the

author is concerned. It is not

strange, however, that many have
understood him in a sense not di-

rectly heretical, or even, perhaps,

quite compatible with Catholic

faith. For his works are filled with

passages which, taken in a Catholic

sense, are gems of the purest and
most precious sort. If the formula

Being creates existences be taken in

the orthodox sense, as equivalent
to God creates the world, it is obvi-

ously a directly contrary proposi-
tion to any one expressing panthe-
ism. To make it bear a panthe-
istic sense, definitions of being,

create, and existences must be sub-

introduced which vitiate its ortho-

dox meaning. But, leaving aside

this question, we have already

proved that a Catholic must hold

that the human intellect cannot
have an immediate cognition of the

first extreme of the formula, viz.,

that real and necessary Being which
is God. Without this he cannot
have an immediate cognition of the

creative act, as the act of God, or

of created things in their ideas,

considered as the divine ideas

themselves in the divine mind, and

really identical with the divine es-

sence. It is certain that the Hol'y
See did not intend to condemn pan-
theism in the decree respecting the

seven propositions, for it would
never have affixed such a mild cen-

sure if it had so intended. Onto-

logism, whether couched in Giober-

ti's formula or not, is condemned in

that sense which is not pantheistic,
and under every formula which in-

cludes an affirmation of the imme-
diate cognition of God by the hit-

man intellect, as defined by M.
Fabre in the passage quoted at the

beginning of this article.

Before concluding we are oblig-

ed reluctantly to add a few words
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about a personal controversy with

Dr. Brownson, with whom we al-

ways regret to have a difference re-

specting any matter which belongs
to Catholic doctrine. We desire

to explain, therefore, that we made
no statement to the effect that the

ontologism condemned by the Holy
See had ever been formally and ex-

plicitly taught in philosophical arti-

cles, whether written by himself or

any one else, in this magazine.

Moreover, in the passage where his

name is mentioned there is no di-

rect statement that "his own ontolo-

gism
"

falls under ecclesiastical

censure. The utmost implied or

asserted is that some educated

men might think that some of his

statements are
"
unsound," philoso-

phically or theologically, and de-

mand a certain benignity of inter-

pretation in order to escape the

censure which a professed theolo-

gian would justly incur if he made
such statements in a book written

for school-boys or young pupils. Dr.

Brownson's own defence of his doc-

trine, as based on his definition of

intuition:
"
Intuition is the act of the

object, not of the subject," was cited

as the precise distinction between his

own doctrine and the one condemn-

ed, upon which the question of the

theological soundness of his pecu-
liar ontologism turns. We called

it "a newly-invented distinction be-

tween ideal intuition and percep-
tion or cognition," and qualified

the definition above quoted as an
"
assumption," which we think is

quite correct. It is new in Catho-

lic philosophy, and has not been

proved. We think, therefore, that

the phraseology of Dr. Brownson
makes his doctrine liable to an in-

terpretation, even by educated men,
which makes it similar to that of

the condemned ontologism. That

it is sound and safe we are not

prepared to say. Neither do we

say positively that it is not. If it

is, we think Dr. Brownson can

place it in a clearer light than he

has yet done, and we shall heartily

rejoice to see him distinctly enun-

ciate and vindicate his fundamental

doctrine, whether it does or does

not accord with that which is held

by the disciples of S. Thomas. Of
his loyal intention to conform his

doctrine to the decisions of the

supreme authority in the church
there can be no doubt. That he-

has so far succeeded in doing so,

at least by an exact and explicit

expression of it, we cannot help

doubting. We cannot see that the

distinction between ideal intuition

and cognition, so far as we appre-
hend it, suffices.

We understand him to define

ideal intuition as an act of God
presenting himself to the intellect

as its object, and to call the act of

the intellect apprehending this ideal

object empirical intuition. We un-

derstand him also to identify the

immediate object on which the ac-

tive intellect exercises its discur-

sive operations with real, necessary

being i.e. God although it does

not make the judgment that eternal

verities are real being, and that real

being is God, immediately, but by
means of reflection and reasoning.

Now, we cannot see any essential

difference between this doctrine and
that of M. Branchereau and other

ontologists. We do not think it

possible to escape the ecclesiastical

censure on the doctrine of the im-

mediate cognition of God, unless

something is placed, ratione objecti

visi, between God and the intellect,

making the cognition mediate. More-

over, we consider that the term cog-
nition in the Roman decree covers

intuition and simple apprehension,
even in their confused state, as well
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as distinct conceptions and judg-

ments. Dr. Brownson's peculiar

terminology and informal method of

arguing make it, however, more diffi-

cult to understand his real doctrine

and compare it with that of standard

authors than if it were expressed in

the usual style and method.

Dr. Brownson has also further

charged the author of Problems

of the Age with having actually

taught in the opening chapters of

that essay, as first published in this

maga/ine, the very ontologism con-

demned in the seven propositions.
That there are ambiguous expres-
sions and passages which taken apart
from the whole tenor of the argu-
ment are liable to such an inter-

pretation, we do not deny. But in

reality, it was the doctrine of Gerdil

which was intended, and expressed
with sufficient distinctness for a

ml and critical reader. This

doctrine is expressed by the illus-

trious cardinal in these words :

"
i iod, who contains eminently the

ideas of all things, impresses their

intellectual similitudes in us by his

action, which constitute the imme-
diate object of our perceptions."

Upon which Libcratore remarks :

"
In these words Gerdil did not

modify the ontologism which he

professed in his youth, but retracted

it. And indeed, how can even the

shadow of ontologism be said to re-

main, when the immediate object
of our perceptions is no longer said

to be God, or ideas existing in God,
but only their similitudes, which are

impressed by the divine action up-
on our minds." * A few quotations
from the Problems of the Age
will prove the truth of our asser-

tion that it proposed a theory simi-

lar to the theory of Gerdil.
"

It is evident that we have no di-

Dt Orif. Jdtarum^ art. v. obj. 3.

reel intellectual vision or beholding
of God. The soul is separated from

him by an infinite and impassable

abyss."* "God affirms himself

originally to the reason by the crea-

tive act, which is first apprehend-
ed by the reason \ through the medium

of the sensible. . . . Thus we know
God by creation, and creation

conies into the most immediate
contact with us on its sensible

side." I
" The knowledge of God is

limited to that which he expresses by
the similitude of himself exhibited
in the creation.'^

"
It is of the

essence of a created spirit that its

active intuition or intellective vis-

ion is limited to finite objects as

its immediate terminus, commensu-
rate to its finite, visual power. //

sees God only mediately, as his being
and attributes are reflected and

imaged in finite things, and there-

fore its highest contemplation of

God is merely abstractive." \

More passages might be quoted,
but these may suffice. The form
of expression is frequently Giober-

tian, especially in the early chap-
ters. But the author understood
Gioberti in an orthodox sense.

In our opinion Dr. Brownson, as

well as ourselves, failed to a very

great extent to understand his art-

fully-expressed meaning. We used

language similar to that of ontolo-

gism, but the sense in which we as-

serted the intuition of God was
that of an infused idea of necessary
and eternal truths; having their

foundation and eminent, but not en-

titative existence in God, as Father

Kleutgen teaches; by virtue of

which the mind can rise by discur-

sive reasoning through the creation

to an explicit conception of wli^t

God is, and make the judgment

* CATHOLIC WORLD, vol. iii. p. 394.
t Meaning the understanding.
% Ib. p. 519. $ Ib. p. 530. I Ib. vol. ir. p. 6&>.
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that he is. All that introductory

part of his work which treats of

ontology was, however, suppressed

by the author when the Problems

of tltc Age was published in book-

form, precisely on account of the

tincture of ideas and phraselogy,
which too nearly resembled those

of ontologists, and were too obscure

and ambiguous.
We do not suppose that the ideo-

logy of those Catholic philosophers
whom we may call Platonisers, for

want of a more specific term, has

been condemned; or the Peripa-
tetic ideology enjoined as the only
one which can safely be taught in

the schools
; by any positive pre-

cept of the Holy See. Neverthe-

less, we think the former ideology,
in all its various shapes, has receiv-

ed a back-handed blow, by the

condemnation of ontologism, which

must prove fatal to it. We see no

logical alternative for those who re-

ject psychologism, except between

ontologism and the ideology of S.

Thomas. The objective term of

intellective conceptions must be, if

it has real existence, either in God,
in created things outside the mind,
or in the mind itself. If it is the lat-

ter, a vague idealism which carries

philosophy into an abstract world,

separated by a chasm from the

real, seems unavoidable. There is

no real, concrete being, except in

God and that which God has creat-

ed. Unless the universals are

mere conceptions or ideas, and un-

less ideas are, not that by winch the

intellect perceives, but that which

it perceives and this is psycholo-

gism they must have their entita-

tive existence in the essence of

God, and be indistinguishable from
it

; or they must have it in created

objects. The former cannot be

safely held and taught. Therefore

we must take the latter side of the

alternative, or fall into psycholo-

gism. There is no solid rational

basis, except that of scholastic phi-

losophy, on which we can stand.

The master in this school is the

Angelic Doctor. Our interpreta-

tion, or that of any greater disci-

ple of S. Thomas, has no au-

thority, except that which is intrin-

sic to the evidence it furnishes that

it is really his doctrine. The evi-

dence is clear enough, however, to

any competent person who exam-
ines it, that we have stated his doc-

trine correctly, and that all the

criticisms upon the ideology we
vindicate fall upon S. Thomas, and
not upon us. Any one who will

read the great works of Kleutgen
and Liberatore can see this proved
in the amplest manner from the

waitings of S. Thomas and in his

own distinct statements. And
any person of ordinary common
sense will conclude that a man
of the acute intelligence, con-

scientiousness, and patient appli-
cation which characterize Father

Liberatore, in a lifelong study of

the clearest and most lucid author

who ever wrote, carinot have failed

to understand his philosophical

system. Liberatore avowedly con-

fines himself to an exposition of

the philosophy of S. Thomas pure
and simple. And in his great

work, Delia Conosccnza Intclktuale,

he has given the most ample and
lucid exposition of that particular

part of it, with a solid refutation

of the other principal theories.

Kleutgen is more original, and not

less erudite, though perhaps not

equal to Liberatore in the thorough

mastery of the writings of the An-

gelic Doctor
;
and he has given a

most extensive and complete expo-
sition of scholastic philosophy, ac-

companied by an exhaustive appre-
ciation of modern systems, in his
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Philosophie der Vorseit. It is very
well for those who can do so to

^ttidy S. Thomas for themselves,

though eren they cannot neglect his

Hiimentators. But it is idle to re-

commend this study to the general-

ity of students in philosophy and the-

ology, as a substitute for the study
of the minor approved authors.

Dogmatic and moral theology and

philosophy are real sciences, as they
are taught in the Catholic schools,
and they can be and must be learn-

ed from text-books and the oral in-

struction of professors. The pre-

sumption is in favor of the books
and teachers approved by ecclesi-

astical authority, that they teach

sound doctrine. There cannot be

anything more injurious to the in-

terests of ecclesiastical or secular

education than to depreciate and
undermine their legitimate authori-

ty, and thus awaken distrust in the

minds of those who must receive

their instruction from them, or else

undertake the task of instructing
themselves. Such an undertaking
usually results in a failure which

may have disastrous consequences.
The greater number follow self-

chosen and dangerous guides. The
few of superior intelligence and

activity of mind; who throw off re-

spect for all authority except that

which they recognize as absolutely

infallible, or submit to through the

worship which they pay to genius
and to ideas which have captivated
their intellect and imagination ; are

apt to indulge the futile and dan-

gerous dream of remodelling phi-

losophy and theology. Such have
been the leaders of dissension, of

heresy, and of apostasy. De Lamen-

nais, St. Cyran, Gioberti, and Dol-

linger are examples. They began
to deviate by breaking away from
the common and present sense of

the great body of authors in actual

use and living teachers of theology.

Every one knows where they end-
ed. Similar tendencies and pro-
clivities can be effectually suppress-
ed only by a sound theology and a

sound philosophy, together with

that spirit called the piety of faith,
which goes much beyond a mere
submission to absolute and catego-
rical decrees in regard to faith and
morals. In conclusion, we ven-
ture very earnestly to advise all

converts who have finished a

liberal education before entering
the church, not to study theology
without also going through a
careful course of philosophy, be-

ginning with text-books such as

those of Father Hill and Libera-

tore.
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REMINISCENCES OF A TILE-FIELD.

ONCE upon a time there lived a

king and a queen in a grand old

group of Gothic towers that was
called the Louvre. Nowadays
we should call their house a palace,
but in those good old times kings
built houses to fight in as well as to

live in, and their abodes had to do

duty at once as palace, fortress, and

prison. At the time we speak of

this mass of straggling roofs and

gables resembled a citadel mounting
guard over Paris from the western

side, as the Bastile did from the

east
;
but when Francis I. came on

the scene, he denounced the bar-

baric-looking stronghold as a place
too like a dungeon for a king to live

in, though it did well enough for a

hunting-lodge. It was too venerable

to be thrown down, and too stern

in its original character to bend to

any architectural modifications, so

he decided to leave it as it was, and
build a palace after his own fancy

by the side it. He began, accord-

ingly, the florid Italian edifice

which now forms the western side

of the old Louvre. He did not

live to see the work completed ;

but it was continued by his son,

who d-ied soon after it was finished,

and left his widow, Catherine de

Medicis, in enjoyment of it. But
the wily queen, looking to the

future, saw that her son would one
of these days be reigning in the

Louvre, and that it might not suit

her to remain his guest ;
so she set

about building a palace for herself,

where in due time she might plot
and scheme, distil poisons, and

light civil wars unmolested by the

king's presence or the prying eyes
of his court. West of the Louvre,
and in the then open country, was
a tile-field, which, from the fact

of tuiles being manufactured there,

was called Les Tuileries. The
Medicean sorceress touched the tiles

with her wand, and up rose under
that magic stroke the stately palace
which was to be the centre of so

many high and wonderful desti-

nies, and which continued to bear

through all changes and vicissitudes

its first homely title of Les Tuile-

ries. One life could not suffice

for the completion of such a monu-

ment, however, and Catherine left it

to her three king sons, successively
to finish. But already in her own
time the tile-field was baptized in

blood. From one of its Gothic
windows the mother, pulled the

trigger in the trembling hand of the

son which gave the signal for the

massacre of S. Bartholomew. Thus
in its very cradle did the Tuileries

sign itself Haceldama, a field where
blood should flow, where princes
should sell and be sold, where a

king should wrestle with the powers
of darkness, and be dragged forth

in ignominy to death. The two

palaces, hitherto distinct and sepa-

rate, were united by Charles IX.,

who erected the long gallery by the

river's side. It was not entirely
finished when he died, leaving his

brothers to make it ready for

Henry IV., who is represented as

traversing the gallery, leaning on

De Guise, the day before Ravaillac's

dagger cut short the Bearnais'

career.
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The idea of turning it into a

museum was first suggested by
Louis XVI., who reverted to the

plan frequently, hut was compell-
ed by financial difficulties to leave

the glory of its execution to Bona-

parte. Those who have seen the

beautiful old palace recently, before

its partial destruction, would hardly

recognize it as the same which

fifteen years ago was choked up to

its very windows by the rubbish of

the encroaching town ; the space
now cleared away between the two

palaces, the Louvre proper and the

Tuileries, was filled with mean
houses, for the most part shops.
Even the facade of the Tuileries was
cumbered and disfigured by a va-

riety of shabby buildings, barracks,

stables, and domestic offices, these

latter being necessary for the con-

venience of its inmates since royal-

ty must dine the original plan of

the palace having made no provision
for those vulgar essentials for the

carrying on of daily life. It was an

unsafe abode for royalty when safety
needed to be thought of and the

hearts of the people had ceased to

be the king's best stronghold ; but

when the Medicis reared the noble,

picturesque old pile, they were trou-

bled with no such considerations.

The ghosts of constitutionalism and
sans - citloltisin were slumbering

quietly unsuspected in the womb
of the future, and no provision was
made for slaying or defying them.
For nearly a century the Tuileries

had been uninhabited, when, on the

wrathful day of the 6th of October,
the mob surged from 1'aris to Ver-

sailles, and dragged Louis Seize ana
Marie Antoinette from their beds,
and installed them within its empty,
neglected walls.

"
Buildings, like builders, have

their destiny." Ever since the

memorable morning when insur-

rection reared its hydra-head un-

der the windows of the Queen of

France, and battered in the chamber
door with clubs and tricolor-bediz-

ened pikes, and sent her flying in

terrified deshabille through secret

corridors and trap-tapestries into

the king's room for safety ; ever

since
"
rascality looked in the king'*

face, and did not die," but seized

royalty by the beard, and led it,

amidst hootings of triumph, to lodge
where the people willed, the grand
chateau of Versailles has stood va-

cant of kings and queens, its polish-
ed floors reflecting the dead mon-
archs on the walls, a great hush

filling its broad galleries, grass grow-
ing in its courts, the silence of the

past brooding everywhere. Noisy
demagogues may scream and howl
in the theatre where the Grand Mon-
arch applauded the verses of Cor-

neille and Racine, and their nimble-

heels may tread down some of the

grass between the paving-stones of

the Cour du Roi, but they are but

jackdaws chattering in the deserted

temple. Versailles has lived its day,
and outlived its generation.

Neglected and uncomfortable as

the Tuileries was, the royal family
had no choice but to go there. The
Louvre was partly dilapidated and

quite unfurnished, while the sister

palace, though so long uninhabited,
was still furnished, and needed com-

paratively little to make it, even in

this sudden emergency, a suitable

domestic residence. The discom-
forts of the first few days were great,
but the royal captives were absorb-

ed in graver cares, and bestowed
no idle regrets on such small mat-
ters as personal accommodation.
Louis was satisfied with his truckle-

bed, hurriedly provided by the na-

tion in the tapestried room. "Where
will your majesty please to sleep ?"

inquired an obsequious municipal,
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entering the presence ; and majesty,
with head bowed over his knees,

ajiswers, without deigning to look

around and choose,
"

I am well

enough here
;

let each lodge as he

may." So the truckle-bed is got

ready. Strange days followed this

strange beginning. Paris for a

week was drunk with joy. The mob
had got the king in their possession.

Loyal subjects looked on, not know-

ing whether to weep or to rejoice.

The Orleanist faction chuckled

boldly over the degradation of the

crown, and over the fact that the

persons of the king and, above all,

of the queen were safe in a gilded

prison.

The queen was far too wise and

keen-eyed to be deceived by the

pale glimmer of popularity which,

during the early days of their

abode in Paris, shone upon them.

Louis took pleasure in the scanty
rivals that greeted him when he

sauntered out for a walk on the

terrace his only place of exercise

now and within doors amused
himself with carpentry and lock-

making. The Dauphin played at

soldiering, dressed in military uni-

form, and gave the word of com-
mand to his men, a regiment of

warriors from five to eight years
old. Marie Antoinette had her li-

brary brought from Versailles, and

sought refuge from thought in read-

ing. Mine. Elizabeth, meanwhile,
watches the signs of the coming
storm, prays, loves, and hopes.
The Assembly had followed the

king to Paris, and installed itself in

the Salle de Manege, formerly the

riding-school of the Tuileries, and
situated within sight of the palace
on the north terrace. This prox-

imity, whether accidental or de-

signed, was a source of danger and
humiliation to the king. The
members could see the royal prison-

house from the windows of the

Manege, and the prospect served

to point many an insolent period in

the tribune. Mirabeau used it

with fine effect.
"

I see," he cried,
"
the window whence a king of

France, under the influence of

execrable advisers, fired the shot

which gave the signal of the massa-

cre of S. Bartholomew !"

But the Assembly did not content

itself with pointing the arrows of

its rhetoric at the doomed Louis ;

it sought to give him more practi-
cal proofs of disrespect. The rid-

ing-school being situated on the

Terrace des Feuillants, the mem-
bers declared that this terrace be-

longed to them, and not to the

king ;
it was therefore thrown open

as a public thoroughfare, the palace

being thus exposed to the coming
and going of the populace, who
availed themselves of the opportu-

nity of flaunting their disloyalty
under the very windows of the sov-

ereign. There was no longer any
barrier on the north side, and, the

external posts being all sentinel led

by National Guards, the royal family
had no control over either the

courts or the gardens. This scan-

dalous violation of his privacy
roused even Louis to utter a mild

protest to the Assembly, but it was
met by one of the Girondists re-

torting that
"
the people lodged

Louis in the Tuileries, but it no-
wise followed that they gave up to

him the exclusive use of the gar-
dens." The unhappy king had no
resource henceforth but in digni-
fied patience, fed by the hope of

escaping to the freedom and seclu-

sion of St. Cloud at Easter. We
know how, just as he had entered

his carriage to start for that subur-

ban castle, it was surrounded by the

mob, and he himself only rescued

from personal violence by Lafay-
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ette and his troop, who were, how-

ever, unable to effect his release.

I.ouis re-entered the Tuileries

crushed and humbled, but inwardly
resolved on some desperate attempt
!<> escape from the insupportable

bondage of his position. The
abortive attempt to leave the Tuile-

ries, even for his usual summer resi-

dence, roused a bitter feeling of

suspicion against him, and more

especially against the queen, which

was soon manifested by the in-

creasing insolence of the mob.

They dared no longer show them-

selves in public, and even their

afternoon walk on the terrace by
the river's side became impossible.

They tried to avoid the humiliation

and annoyance it provoked by ris-

ing at daybreak, and taking an hour's

exercise in the early dawn
;

but

this soon became known, and had
i to be abandoned. At last the

queen complained that she "could
not even open her windows on

these hot summer evenings without

being subjected to the grossest in-

vectives and threats."

When things came to this point,
the king was forced to lend an ear

to the proposals which had up to

this time met with a dogged and
somewhat contemptuous refusal.

There was but one way of remedy-
ing the miseries of their position,
and that was by flight. It was no

longer a question of flying from

humiliation, but from absolute and
imminent danger. The most sanguine
or the most obtuse observer could
not but see that things were has-

tening to a fearful crisis, which,
terminate how it may, must work
ruin to the royal family.

Many schemes were arranged, but
for one reason or another they fell

through. Finally, it was settled

that the sovereign should escape
with his wife and children and sis-

ter to Montmedy. This was the

utmost that could be wrung from

Louis, even in this extremity. No
arguments could induce him to

consent to leave France, or even to

cross the frontier v.'ith the purpose
of re-entering France the next day,

though by so doing lie would have
shortened the journey and lessened

its dangers. If even then he had
consented to fly speedily, separate-

ly, instead of losing the precious

days and weeks in preparations that

only awoke suspicion and proved
hindrances instead of helps ! But
in the race of destiny, who wins ?

Not he who flies, but he who waits.

Louis waited too long, or not long

enough ; fled too late, if he should
have fled at all.

The story of the flight to Varen-
nes has been written by historians

of all shades and camps, but it is

generally tainted with such vehe-

ment partisanship that the simple,

underlying facts become obscured,
almost obliterated, by hysterical re-

proaches of this one and that ;

whereas the cause of the failure of

that memorable expedition is to be

sought rather in the attitude of the

entire population, the atmosphere
of the times, or, let us say at once,
the mysterious leadings of the First

Great Cause which overrules hu-
man events, even while it leaves the

human instruments free to decide
the issue. It is easy for one histo-

rian* to lay the blame on Marie

Antoinette, who "
could not travel

without new clothes," showing us

how " Dame Campan whisks assidu-

ous to this mantua-maker and to

that; and there is clipping of frocks

and gowns, upper clothes and un-

der, great and small such clipping
and sewing as might be dispensed
with. Moreover, majesty cannot go

Carlyle, French Revolution, vol. i.
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a step anywhere without her ncccs-

sairf, dear ntcessaire, of inlaid ivory
and rosewood, cunningly devised,
which holds perfumes, toilet imple-
ments, infinite small, queenlike fur-

niture necessary to terrestrial life."

Poor Marie Antoinette ! her grand,

queenlike soul was lifted far above
such silly

"
terrestrial life

"
by this

time, and it is not likely that, when
such tremendous stakes were im-

pending, her care dwelt with new
clothes or perfume bottles so mis-

leading does prejudice make the

clearest mind, the most intentionally
sincere witness. The plain truth is

that the difficulty of the new clothes

existed, but from a very different

motive from that suggested by Mr.

Carlyle. It was necessary that

the queen and the royal children

should be disguised, and for this

purpose new clothes were essen-

tial, and it required all the in-

genuity of Mine. De Tourzel, and
Mme. Campan, and every one con-

nected with the affair to get
them made so as to fit the royal

fugitives, and then conveyed into

the palace without exciting the

keen lynx-eyes that were fixed on

every incomer and outgoer pass-

ing tl.rough the queen's apartments.
As to the ne'cessaire over which the

Scotch philosopher breaks the vials

of his scorn so loftily, it was want-

ed. Some box was wanted to hold

the money, jewels, and certain indis-

pensable papers that were to be

taken on the journey, and the queen
suggested that her dressing-case
should be used, adding at the same
time that she was loath to leave it

behind her, as it was almost the first

present she had received from her

husband no great subject for

philosophical sneers, as far as we
can see. Nor did either nicessaire

or new clothes though the ob-

taining and smuggling in of the

latter caused much delay give rise

to any of the accidents which work-

ed the failure of the scheme.
Then there was the new berlin to

be provided a lamentable mistake,

but not one that deserves Mr. Car-

lyle's withering sarcasms any more
than the nicessaire.

" Miserable

new berlin !" he cries.
"
Why could

not royalty go in an old berlin simi-

lar to that of other men ? Flying
for life, one does not stickle about

one's vehicle." It was not for the

newness or dignity of the vehicle

that the queen stickled, but for its

capability of carrying
"

all her

treasures with her." She positively
refused to fly at all, unless it could

be so contrived that she was not

separated for an hour of the way
from her husband, her children, and
her beloved sister-in-law, the Prin-

cess Elizabeth. She insisted, more-

over, that the few faithful friends

who were to share her flight should

be with them also, and not exposed
to solitary risks in a separate con-

veyance. This was characteristic

enough of the queen's loyal heart

towards those she loved, but it

was unlike her practical sense and

intelligence. M. de Fersen, who
was taken into confidence from the

first, declared that no travelling-

coach was to be found large enough
to answer these requirements, and
that one must be built on purpose.
It so happened that the previous

year he had ordered a berlin, of

just such form and dimensions as

was now wanted, for a friend of his

in Russia; he therefore went to the

coach-maker, and desired him with

all possible speed to build another on

the same model for a certain Bar-

onne de Korff, a cousin of his, who
was about to return to St. Peters-

burg with her family and suite.

The berlin was built, and, to baffle

suspicion more effectually, was
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driven through some of the most

public sin-els in Pans, in order to

try it. The result was most satis-

factory, and M. do Fersen talked

aloud to his friends of the perfect
coach he had ordered and partly

designed for his cousin, Mine, de
KOI IT.

The journey was fixed for the

I9th of June. Everything was ready,

every precaution had been taken,

every possible obstacle anticipated.
The Marquis de Douille, almost the

only general whose devotion the

king could trust to the death, was
in command of the arm^of the

Meuse, and Montmedy, a small but
well-fortified town, was situated in

the midst of it. Here the royal fam-

ily were sure of a safe and loyal

asylum. The minor military ar-

rangements were entrusted to M.
de Goguelat, an officer of engineers,
who was on liouille's staff, and per-

sonally devoted to the king and

ijueen. The Due de Choiseul, under.
I >! Goguelat's orders, was to fur-

nish local detachments from his regi-
ment of Royal Dragoons along the

1, and to precede the royal de-

parture by a few hours, so as to en-

sure all being in order at the va-

rious stations. M. de Goguelat
made two experimental journeys
to Montmedy himself, to ascertain

the exact hour of arrival at each

place. Unluckily, he forgot to cal-

culate the difference between a light

post-chaise and a heavily-built,

heavily-laden "new berlin." Re-
lays of horses were provided at

each stage, and a detachment of

cavalry from De Bouille's army
was to be there also, and, after a
short interval, to follow the new
berlin, picking up each detachment

successively, and thus swelling the
force at every stage. The utmost
secrecy was observed with all ex-

cept the leaders of the expedition ;

the pretext alleged to the troops
for all this marching being that a

treasure was on its way to the
north for payment of the army.
All was waiting, when, at the last

moment, owing to some difficulty
about getting Mine, de Tourzel into
the berlin, the king sent a counter-
order for the departure, saying it

must take place, not on the igth.but
on the 2oth. It was a woful deb\ .

But at last, on the night of the 2oth,
behold the travellers under way.
Mine. Royale's MSinoircs give us
the most authentic account of the
mode of starting :

" At half-past
ten, on the 20th of June, 1791, my
brother was wakened up by my
mother. Mine, de Tourzel brought
him down to my mother's apart-
ment, where I also came. There we
found one of the ganifs-tlit-cci-/>s,
M. de Maiden, who was to assist

our departure. My mother came
in and out several times to see us.

They dressed my brother as a little

girl. He looked beautiful, but he
was so sleepy that he could not

stand, and did not know what we
were all about. I asked him what
he thought we were going to do.
He answered :

'

I suppose to act a

play, since we have all got these
odd dresses.' At half-past ten we
were ready. My mother herself
conducted us to the carriage in the
middle of the court, which was ex-

posing herself to great risk."

The rdlcs were distributed as
follows: Mme. de Tourzel, gov-
erness of the children of France,
was Baronne de Korff

; Mme. Royale
and the Dauphin, her daughters.
The queen was their governess,
Mme. Rocher. The Princess Eliza-
beth was

tttmu-de-eompagnie, under
the name of Rosalie. The king
was Durand, the vdUt-Jt-chambrt.
The officers of the disbanded ^ar-

dcs-du-corps went as couriers and
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servants. This was a grievous mis-

take amidst so many others. These

gentlemen were totally inexperienc-
ed in their assumed characters, and,

by their personal appearance and

ignorance of the duties they under-

took, proved a fatal addition to the

party. The preparations were

altogether too cumbrous and elab-

orate, but it is difficult to accuse

any special portion of them as super-
fluous in a time when the public

spirit was strained to such a pitch
of suspicion and hatred

; though

prudence might have hinted that

this heavy paraphernalia was far

more calculated to awake the jea-
lous mistrust of the people than to

baffle or allay it.

All being now ready, the fugi-

tives furtively left the Tuileries,

and proceeded to enter the hackney-
coach that stood in wait for them
outside the palace.

" Mine, de

Tourzel, my brother, and I got into

the coach first," says Mme. Royale.
" M. de Fersen was coachman. To
deceive any one who might follow

us we drove about several streets.

At last we returned to the Petit

Carrousel, which is close to the

Tuileries. My brother was fast

asleep in the bottom of the car-

riage."
And now another traveller steals

softly out of the palace, her face

shrouded by a gypsy-hat. As she

steps on the pavement a carriage,

escorted by torch-bearers, dashes

past. An unaccountable impulse
moves her to touch the wheel with

the end of her parasol. The occu-

pant of the carriage is Lafayette,
on his way to the king's couchce.

He is late, having been delayed by

urgent matters. They tell him the

king has already retired for the

night. Meantime the lady in the

gypsy-hat, leaning on M. de Maiden,
one of the amateur couriers, loses

her way in the dark street, and

keeps the occupants and driver of

the hackney-coach half an hour

waiting in an agony of suspense.
At last, after crossing and recrossing
the river, they make their way to

the coach, and start. Another

presently follows them. So they

jog on through the dark night to

the spot where the new berlin is

waiting ; but, lo ! they arrive, and
no berlin is there. The king him-

self alights, and prowls about in

search of it. M. de Fersen at last

finds it, overturns the hackney-
coach

j|p.o
a ditch, mounts the

berlin, and drives on to Bondy.
There the travellers find a relay

waiting in a wood. The chivalrous

Swede stands bareheaded in the

dewy dawn-light, and bows his

loyal farewell to the king and Marie

Antoinette. They press hands
in silent thanks, and the chevalier

goes his way to Stockholm, where
that same day, nineteen years hence,
he will meet a more brutal end than

that which awaits the royal pair he
has befriended beaten to death

with sticks by a savage mob, who,
on the impulse of the moment,
accuse him of having been accessory
to the death of Prince Charles

Augustus. But now he breathes

with a glad sense of victory and

security, and stands with bright,
moistened eye watching the huge
berlin lurching on its way, the only

thing that broke the stillness of the

wood, sleeping yet under the fading
stars.

All went smoothly as far as Cha-

lons-sur-Marne, about a hundred
miles beyond Bondy, and here the

programme as arranged by the queen
and De Fersen ceased, to be taken

up by the Due de Choiseul and M.
de Bouille's detachments. The
berlin rumbled on through Chalons
at four in the afternoon, and reach-
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ed the next stage, Pont de Somme-
Velle :it six, where M. de Goguelut's
escort was to meet it. But no es-

cort was to be seen. M. de Choi-

seul had been there at the appoint-
ed time, but owing to the slow pace
of the berlin and the time lost in

the early stages one accident to a

wheel causing two hours' delay

they were four hours behind time,

and M. de Choiseul, taking for

-untrtl something had occurred to

change the plan altogether, drew off

his dragoons, without leaving even
a ralette to say where he was going.

Everywhere these unlucky troops
turned out a hindrance and a dan-

ger. The soldiers accepted without

(ii ;/('; < pi-nafe the plausible story of

their being on duty to protect the

transport of pay for the army of the

Meuse
;
but the municipal authori-

ties looked on them with suspicion,

and, long before the idea of the real

>e of their presence got wind,
the soldiers were eyed askance in

the towns they passed through. At
this very place, Somme-Velle, one
detachment caused a panic. It so

fell out, by one of those disastrous

coincidences which pursued the

lierlin on its adventurous way, that

some few days before there had been
an affray amongst the peasants of a

neighboring estate, they having re-

fused to pay certain rates, in conse-

quence of which the tax-gatherers
had threatened to enforce payment
by bringing down the troops. When
therefore the population beheld De
Choiseul and his cavalry they fan-

cied they had been summoned for

the above purpose, and a spirit of

angry defiance was roused against
them. The municipality sent the

gettdarmerulnfsAty with the troops
and compel them to withdraw; but

they failed in this overture, and
words began to run dangerously
high on all sides. Meanwhile De

Choiseul was straining eyes and ears

for the approach of the berlin, in

mortal dread of seeing it arrive in

the midst of the popular excitement.

When, however, four hours passed,
and there was no sign of it, he said

to an officer, loud enough to' In-

heard by those near,
"

I will draw
off my men ; the treasure I expected
must have already passed."
The accounts of this particular

hitch in the itinerary of the flight

are so conflicting some envenom-
ed by bitter reproach, others equally
hot with recrimination from the ac-

cused that it is difficult to see who

really was in fault. The time lost

in the first instance appears to be
the main cause of all the mishaps.

Goguelat is blamed for not having
taken better measures for ensuring
the relays being found at once at

every stage; but he throws the

blame on De Choiseul, under whose
orders he was, and who was at any
rate guilty of strange thoughtless-
ness in drawing off from the point
of rendezvous without leaving word
where he could be found.

Little time, however, was lost at

Somme-Velle when the berlin at

last arrived there. It changed
horses at once, and away to Sainte-

Me'nehould, which it reached at

half-past seven. But here the in-

capacity of the soi-disant couriers

caused fresh delay and danger. M .

de Valory, one of them, not know-

ing where the post-house was, went
about inquiring for it, exciting cu-

riosity and some suspicion by his

manner and uncourier-like appear-
ance. He was still looking for it

when a special escort of troops
rode up a circumstance which was

very unfortunate, as the angry i

ing excited in the neighboring vil-

lage by De Choiseul's huzzars the

day before had not yet subsided.
The captain of the detachment,
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the Marquis d'Andoins, sees the

hcrlin, and tries to telegraph by
glances to Goguelat which way lies

the post-house ;
but Goguelat can-

not read the signals, and goes up to

him and asks in words, keeping up
the sham of his yellow livery by
touching his hat respectfully to the

aristocrat officer. The king, im-

patient and nervous, puts his head
out of the carriage-window, and
calls to Valory for explanations;
the marquis advances and tenders

them respectfully, but with seem-

ing indifference, as to ordinary
travellers asking information on

their way. Unlucky Louis ! Im-

prudent M. d'Andoins! Patriots'

eyes are sharp, and there are hun-

dreds of them fixed on your two
faces now. These sharp eyes are

suggesting some vague memory, a

likeness to some forgotten and yet

dimly-remembered features. Whose
can they be? And the lady with

the gypsy-hat who bends forward to

thank the gracious gentleman, bow-

ing in silence, but with a grace of

majesty unmistakable, a something
in her air and carriage that startles

even these heavy-souled provincials
into wondering

" who can she be ?"

The lady falls back in an instant,

and is hidden from further gaze ;

but that fat valel-de-chambre keeps
his head protruded for several

minutes. The post-house is found

at last, and the horses are coming.
The postmaster and his son are

busy at their service. The son has

lately been to Paris, and has seen

that head somewhere. He whis-

pers suspicion to his father, old

Drouet, one of Conde's dragoons
in by-gone days, and the two come

closer, and steal a long, sharp,

look. Yes, it is the same as the

head on the coins and the assign-

ats; there is no mistaking it.

What is Drouet to do ? He is a

staunch patriot ;
is he to connive

at the king's treachery to the na-

tion, and let him fly to the foreigner

unimpeded ? Never was the ready
wit of patriotism more severely
tested. No need now to wonder
at all this marching and counter-

marching, this flying of pickets to

and fro, this moving of troops along
the road to the frontier. Treasure
to be transported ! Ay, truly, a

greater treasure than gold or silver.

But what was to be done ? How was
it to be stopped ? There \vere the

soldiers and chivalrous aristocrat

officers, ready to cut all the patriot

postmasters in France to pieces,
and then be cut to pieces them-

selves, rather than let a hair of one
of those royal heads be touched.

A word, and the village would be

in a blaze
;
but only so long as it

would take those glittering swords
to quench the flame in patriot blood.

Drouet is a prudent man. He holds

his tongue until the new berlin is

fairly on its way, with the village

gaping after it, the military escort

lounging about yet a little longer
in careless indifference. M. de Da-
mas was in command of the troops.

Presently, after the appointed inter-

val, he orders them to move on in

the wake of the berlin. But short

as the time was, it had sufficed to

stir up the town to terrified and re-

solute opposition. The people had
flocked into the streets in angry ex-

citement, and would not suffer the

cavalry to advance. M. de Damas
at first took a high tone of com-

mand, but it was of no use
;

his

weapon broke in his hand. The

troops turned round on him and

joined the mob, and after a despe-
rate struggle he was obliged to es-

cape for his life, unconscious, even

at this crisis, of the danger that

threatened his master. Drouet,

meanwhile, was flying after his prey



Reminiscences of a Tilc-FielJ. 33

to Clermont, the next stage to St.

Mciichould, and which by a fatal

chance lie never reached ;
if he had,

the final catastrophe would, in hu-

man probability, have been averted.

( >n the road there he met his own

postilions coming back, and they
informed him that the berlin had

not gone on to Verdon the next

stage beyond Clermont ; that they
had overheard the courier on the

seat say to the fresh postilions,
" A Yarennes !" Drouet, who knew

every stone of the roads, saw at

once what a chance this gave him.

He turned off the main road, and
started by a short cut across the

country to Varennes. Varennes was
a small town, a village rather, where
there was no post-house, but where
M. de Bouille had a relay waiting
lor the travellers, who, having ar-

rived before Drouet, and without

any suspicion that he was pursuing

them, might have congratulated
themselves on being at last safe

over the Rubicon. Yet it was here

that danger was to overtake and
rwhelm them. In this secluded

little dell, near midnight, when every
one was asleep, hushed by the lul-

laby of the river hurrying on its

way beneath the silent stars, no

prying eyes to peer at them, no

patriots to take offence or fright,

with fresh horses waiting in the

(|uiet wood, and young De Bouille,

the general's loyal son, to superin-
tend the relays, with a guard of

sixty staunch huzzars lodged in an
old convent of the upper town, at

hand in case of now seemingly im-

MlJc accident it was here that

the thunderbolt fell, and, as the king
expressed it,

"
the earth opened to

swallow him." Valory, the clumsy
vier in the gaudy gold livery,

has been blamed for it all ; but let

us remember at least that a man
who has ridden one hundred and

fifty miles without breathing-space
in twenty-three hours is entitled to

mercy if, at the end of the ride, his

mind wanders and his thoughts be-

come confused. It was past eleven

when he reached Varennes, and
went looking about for the relays,

where he had been told he should

find them, at the entrance of the

faubourg ; but no relays were to be

seen. He pushed on through the

faubourg to the town, which had

gone to bed, and could find no

sign of the missing horses. After

wandering about for nearly an hour,
he hears a sound of rumbling of

wheels coming along the Paris road.

Can it be the berlin ? And where,
oh ! where are the fresh horses? He
hurries back in the direction of the

sound, and finds the fugitives at

the entrance of the suburb, looking
about for the relays. There was no-

thing for it but to wake up the vil-

lage and make enquiries. The king
and queen themselves got out, and

went, with the couriers, knocking
at doors, and calling to the inhabi-

tants to know if they had seen

horses waiting in the neighborhood.
Drouet, meantime, was not asleep;
he was up with his game now, and
flashed past the berlin, Hke a man
riding, not for life, but against life

for death, just as the king alighted.
He shouted something as he pass-

ed, but Louis did not hear it. It

was an order to the postilions not

to stir from the spot. The relays
all this time were ready waiting not

at the entrance of the suburb on
the Paris side, as had been specified
to the king in M. de Goguelat's pro-

gramme, but at the entrance of the

faubourg beyond the town a safer

and to all appearances more advan-

tageous position, as the change of

horses would be sure to attract less

notice out of the town than within

it. The grievous mistake on De
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Goguelat's part was in not having
told the courier the exact place
where the relays were to be found.

But where were the officers com-

manding the sixty huzzars all this

time ? Fast asleep, it is said, though
it is almost impossible to believe it.

Certain it is that they and their

huzzars, as well as the detachment
of dragoons which, under command
of M. Rohrig, was told off to keep
watch over

"
the treasure," kept out

of the way while all this commotion
was going on, and never appeared
until the entire village was on foot,

lights gleaming in every window,
and the streets filled with the in-

habitants, lately snoring in their

beds. Drouet had managed his

mission with a coolness and clever-

ne'ss worthy of a nobler cause. He
made no row, but went quietly to

the houses of some half-dozen good

patriots, told them what was abroad,
and directed them how to act.

Their first move was to hurry off

to the bridge, and throw up a loose

barricade which would prevent the

berlin passing ; they then flew- to

the other end of the town, and over-

turned some carts that happened to

be close by, and thus barricaded

the exit by the road. They were

but "eight patriots of good-will,"
Drouet proudly asserts, in these

momentous preliminaries, so saga-

ciously and quickly executed.

The mob were by this time

thoroughly roused. They surround-

ed the carriage, and forced the

travellers to alight. Mme. Royale
thus describes the scene :

"
After a

great deal of trouble the postilions
were persuaded that the horses

were waiting at the castle (at the

other side of the town and river),

and they proceeded that way, but

slowly. When we got into the vil-

lage, we heard alarming shouts of

Stop ! stop ! The postilions were

seized, and in a moment the car-

riage was surrounded by a great

crowd, some with arms and some
with lights. They asked who we
were; we answered, 'Mme. de
Korff and her family.' They
thrust lights into the carriage, close

to my father's face, and insisted

upon our alighting. We answered
that we would not; that we were
common travellers, and had a right
to go on. They repeated their or-

ders to alight on pain of being put
to death, and at that moment all

their guns were levelled. We then

alighted, and, in crossing the street,

six mounted dragoons passed us,

but unfortunately they had no officer

with them
;

if there had been, six

resolute men would have intimi-

dated them all, and might have
saved the king. There were sixty

close at hand, but the two officers

who commanded them were asleep ;

and when at last the noise of the

riot awoke them, they coolly rode

away to tell the Marquis de Bouille

that the king had been stopped, and
all was over; while M. Rohrig,
who commanded the treasure es-

cort, rode off likewise, leaving his

men under a disaffected non-com-
missioned officer." M. de Raige-

court, in his account of this event-

ful
"
Night of Spurs," tells us how

he and his brother officer, De
Bouille,

"
at half-past eleven re-

turned to their bed-rooms," after

strolling about the town, in hopes
of seeing the travellers arrive.

"
\Ve

extinguished our lights," he says,

"but opened our windows and

kept a profound silence. About
twelve we heard many persons

passing and repassing, but without

tumult; some even stopped under

our windows, but we could not

distinguish what they were say-

ing." They remained quietly in

their rooms,
"
wondering what was
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the matter," until about half-past

twelve, when faey were enlight-

ened by signals which even their

unsuspicious minds could not mis-

take.
" The tocsin was rung, the

drum beat to arms, the tumult be-

came very great. Terror seemed

to prevail. I believe that at that

moment ten, or even fewer, deter-

mined men would have routed that

scared populace. A general cry
informed us that the king was in

Varonnes, betrayed and a prisoner."
Instead of now, at least, hastening
to call out their men (who, we said,

were lodged above the town in an

old abbey), the two officers
"
took

for granted that the huzzars had

laid down their arms, as otherwise

they would have come to the res-

cue and liberated the king," and so

they simply rode away to report
the lamentable issue to De Bougie.
It was about a quarter to one when

they left Vuivnnes.

At this juncture M. de Damas,
who had escaped with a few faithful

men from the fray at Clermont,
n-aclied Varennes not with the

idea of succoring the travellers, but

of rejoining them. He believed that

the uproar which so suddenly ex-

ploded at (.'.lermont had been

merely against the troops, and that

the royal fugitives were now in

irity, past all further dangers
or hindrances. His consternation

was therefore great when, on ap-

proaching the village of Varennes,
he beheld a barricade across the

high-road, held by a band of pea-
sants, who made an attempt to stop
him. M. de Damas, however, leap-
ed the barricade, and dashed past
them into the town. I!ut the

chivalrous soldier was no war-god
descending on fire-wings to save

the royal prisoners. He saw the huz-

zars walking about the streets, and
in answer to his question,

" What
VOL. XX. 25

were they doing?" they replied,

"Nothing; we have no orders."

Those who should have given tin-

orders had fled. M. de Choiseul

was there with his drawn sword at

the head of forty men ;
and there

was a detachment just arrived from

another direction under M. Deslons.

There was therefore, even at this

point of the disaster, no lack of

armed force to clear the way, if

there had been but one vigorous
will to use it. But everybody
seemed too bewildered to act. No
one had the courage or the pre-
sence ofmind to take the initiative.

As to Louis himself, he was like one

paralyzed ;
not with personal cow-

ardice that odious charge his sub-

sequent conduct amply disproved
but with a sort of dazed, mental

stupor. When Ueslons went the

length of asking him for orders, he

replied,
"

I am a prisoner, and
have no orders to give !" Deslons

might have taken the hint, and act-

ed without orders; but the two
officers present were his superiors,
and he lacked the genius or the

desperation to seize the opportunity
at the cost of a breach of military

discipline. Even the queen's impe-
rial spirit seems to have abandoned
her in this critical extremity, and
she sat passive and dumb in Sausse
the grocer's bed-room, clasping her
children to her heart, and taking
with silent, humble thanks the

sympathy of Mme. Sausse, who
forgets the queen in her pity for the

mother, and stands over the group
weeping womanly, unavailing tears.

Tears even of
"
warlike men" can-

not help now, for the soldiers have
fraternized with the mob, as their

wont is in France
; and even if

Louis could be electrified by the

shock of despair to arise and assert

himself, remembering that he is a

king, it is too late.



386 Reminiscences of a Tile-Field.

The journey so wisely planned,
so deeply thought over, dreaded,
and at last attempted, had come to

an end, and stopped at the first

stage along the road whose goal
was the scaffold. The return to

Paris resembled the capture of a

runaway malefactor. Every species
of insult was poured out on the un-

happy victims of the popular fury.

The brave men who stood by them
in their hour of humiliation, MM.
de Choiseul, de Damas, and de Go-

guelat, were disarmed and sent to

prison ;
the three gardes-tiii-corps,

who faithfully but clumsily played
their part as servants to the last,

were bound with ropes on the front

seat of the berlin, and hooted at in

their glaring yellow liveries by the

mob; the National Guard of Va-
rennes claimed the glory of escort-

ing the fugitives back to the capi-

tal, and the National Guard of all

the towns the berlin had passed

through on its ill-starred journey
fell in with the cortege one after

another, swelling it to ten thousand

strong as it advanced. As these

men were on foot, the journey
homewards lasted four days. When
the king arrived at Sainte-Mene-

hould, M. de Dampierre came out

to salute him, and paid for the loyal

act by being massacred on the spot.

A little further on the prisoners
were met by Barnave, Petion, and

Latour-Maubourg, members of the

Assembly sent by Lafayette to con-

duct them back to Paris. Bar-

nave and Petion entered the berlin,

Mme. de Tourzel leaving to make
room for them, and following in

another carriage. From this strange

meeting grew the quasi-friendship
of Barnave and the queen, which

led to his honorable though futile ef-

forts to save her and all of them. At

first the proud Austrian lady sat in

sullen silence, turned to stone, deaf

to Petion 's coarse sneers, as he sat

opposite in ill-suppressed jocularity
of triumph ;

but Barnave's interfer-

ence to save a priest from being
butchered, like loyal Dampierre, for

saluting the king, moved her to

speech, and soon to confidence in

the young representative of the na-

tion. Barnave was surprised be-

yond measure to discover in Marie
Antoinette's conversation such clear

and strong intelligence, and so tho-

rough a comprehension of the exist-

ing state of things. He was capti-
vated by her grace, as well as im-

pressed by the serenity and cour-

age that stamped her whole de-

meanor throughout that terrible

journey ; while his prejudices re-

ceived nearly an equal blow in the

person of the king. There was no

approaching Louis XVI. without

being convinced of his single-mind-
ed honesty and good sense.

In this sorry guise did the new
berlin re-enter Paris. It had de-

parted on Monday night, and behold
it returning on Saturday towards

sundown, a huge, jolting, captured
whale whom no miracle will compel
to disgorge its prey. In order to

prolong the people's jubilee and the

king's shame, it was brought a

league out of its direct way, so as to

make an entry down the Champs
Elysees, and bear its occupants back
to their gilded prison with due pomp
and emphasis by the front gate of

the Tuileries gardens. So with ser-

ried ranks of bayonets pointed at it

on every side, it reappears in Paris,

and jogs on to deposit its Durden
on the old Medicean tile-field, an

ignominious procession, royalty de-

graded and fettered, a spectacle of

joy to the king-hating citizens.

The royal family enter the Tuileries,

now a prison in the most cruel and
literal sense. The queen and Mme.
Elizabeth are henceforth watched,
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even in their chambers so watched

that, as it is recorded, the queen

being one night unable to sleep, the

National Guard on duty at her open
door offered to come in and con-

verse with her majesty awhile, con-

versation being sometimes condu-

cive to sleep.

Kven at this distance, when we
read the history of the flight to

Varennes, it has the exciting effect

of a fresh tale. We hold our breath,
and fancy that still at the last some
deliverer will arrive just as all is

lost; some accident will prevent
Drouet from reaching the scene in

time; the fugitives will clear the

bridge, and the mob be prevented

by the soldiers from pursuing them.

Never, even in the history of those

most unfortunate of princes, the

Stuarts, was there a series of mis-

haps, blunders, and accidents such
as make up the chapter of the

(light to Varennes. It is idle to

conjecture what would have hap-
pened if it had ended differently.

If, when the berlin was first sur-

rounded and the travellers ordered
to alight, Louis had proudly defied

the insolent command, and bade
the soldiers fire, how quickly the

"pale paralysis" of baffled rage
would have seized Drouet and his

eight patriots of good-will ;
how the

froth of ruffianism they had evoked
would have melted away before that

imperial word, and slunk out of

sight, while the monarch fared on
his way along the high-road, the

troops sweeping back all possible

pursuers, and landing the destinies

of France safe beyond the reach of

regicidal hands ! All this was so

much more likely to be than that

which was ! The reason why it

was not is so mysterious ! Enough
that it was not ; that the bloody
deed of January the 2oth was to

consummate the outrages and suf-

ferings of the Night of Spurs ; and
that the fate of France wa not

shaped to a different issue, as we,

in our short-sighted philosophy,
fancy might so easily have been
done.

THE INGENIOUS DEVICE.

" Doth no man condemn thce ? And she answered, No man, Lord."

" WOMAN ! thou'rt over-confident and sure

To answer thus the Infinitely Pure !

How knowcst thou that He does not condemn,
And will not cast at thee th' avenging stone ?

"

" The pure are merciful. His stratagem
Has left me to be judged by such alone."
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THE Golden Lion of Weggis can

scarcely be said to resemble its now
lamed namesake of Granpere. It

shows neither coach-house, stable,

farmyard, nor bustling village life

around it, and yet there is the one

point of a certain homeliness in

common which suggests that it too

may have seen many a simple ro-

mance acted out beneath its roof,

and have had its share in many a

life's heart-story. It is difficult to

imagine sentiment of any kind in

connection with the monster hotels,

or rather caravansaries, of modern
Switzerland. But this is a true inn,

in the olden acceptation of the

word
;
modest and sedate enough

to feel elated at the arrival of new

guests, who are welcomed by the

landlord himself, and instinctively
made to understand that he will

personally see to their comfort and

proper attendance. At first sight
it appears to be overshadowed by a

new and larger neighbor ;
but the

Golden Lion does not care, for he

enjoys the advantage of mature age
and well-established fame, and just-

ly prides himself on his old custo-

mers, whose constancy is a good
tribute to his honesty and civility.

Some who knew him in the quieter
times of Rigi history still come and

spend two or three days here when

going to, or returning from, the

mountain, and it was one of these

faithful friends who had recom-
mended us to choose it in prefer-
ence to the larger establishment of

more modern date. Truly, no spot
seems more suitable for a romance.
Situated on the lake, surrounded

by the most lovely views of land

and water, removed from the rush

and bustle which somewhat jar on

the sentimental traveller at Vitz-

nau, and even at Gersau, still with

the pleasant splash of the steamers

as they halt alongside the shady
pier, only making just sufficient

noise to remind him that, though
not of the world, he can still be in

it whenever, or fly whithersoever,
his fancy may impel him. Yes

;

every steamer, backwards and for-

wards, stops at Weggis, though gen-

erally merely to drop a stray trav-

eller a man with alpenstock and

knapsack, or two ladies with their

waterproofs neatly strapped across

their shoulders, thereby betraying
their recent arrival from ''

father-

land beyond the Rhine." And

every one walks leisurely and with

consequent dignity on shore, as

though life and plenty of time to

enjoy it in were still at their com-
mand. No feverish train is in the

background ; indeed, it cannot be

even seen on the mountain sky-line
from Weggis, so that strangers may
pause and dine at ease up-stairs in

the clean, airy table-tfhotc room of

the Golden Lion, sip their coffee

on its wide balcony facing the

tJri-Rothstock and Rigi-Nasen, or

lunch a la carte in the leafy arbor

of the garden, which is more trim

and inviting than its counterpart at

Granpere.
It was overpoweringly hot when

we landed from the Helvetia, the

sun bearing down with that full

force which so often follows a

heavy shower; and the leafy arbdr
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in question irresistibly attracted us

by its deep shade and cool, refresh-

in:; shelter. Here we resolved to

dine, in order to strengthen the

"inner being
"
and let the noonday

hours of heat glide by before at-

tempting the ascent to Kaltbad,
which promised to be a matter of

two and a half hours at the least.

The landlord was loud in praise of

his horses and men ''
well known

before that Vitznau railway ex-

isted,
"

he said in a tone rather

contemptuous of such an up-
start.

" The price of each only six

francs to Kaltbad, fixed according
to the tariff." And here an ejacu-
lation in praise of this tariff system,

penetrating even to the heart of

the mountain, may perhaps be al-

lowed to us. None but those who
have benefited by it can under-

stand the advantage of being able

thus to calculate beforehand the

expense of every excursion, nor the

unspeakable comfort it brings when,
on reaching the hotel at night,

tired and sleepy, you know that the

guide cannot cheat you, and he

U-els you cannot cheat him. No
one thing contributes more to en-

sure peace or conduces to happy
wanderings. Nor does any man
more surely

"
deserve well of his

country
"
than that Swiss, whoever

he may have been, who first pro-

posed this arrangement; and after

him we must be grateful to those

authorities who have so well car-

ried it out. The dinner was the

next matter for consultation be-

tween Mr. C and mine host,

which ultimately ended in the lat-

ter promising to do his best, and to

have it ready in three-quarters of

an hour or thereabouts.

liesides the arbor, the Golden
Lion boasts of a tea-house and a

swimming or bath house projecting
into the lake, and also many a

well-placed seat inviting to a most

enjoyable dolce far nit'iift- close by
the pellucid waters, without sound
to disturb poetic musings; bright

coloring and full foliage forming a

framework to the exquisite land-

scape which extends beyond. No-

thing could be more romantic, rural,

or tranquillizing to soul and body;
but before long, prompted by my
"
natural female curiosity," as Mr.

C ungallantly styled it, I pro-

posed a saunter through the vil-

lage.
" There is nothing whatever

to see," he retorted. Still, with

much good-nature, he immediately
offered to accompany his wife and
me in our rambles. It certainly
was true in the ordinary sense of

the term. There was nothing very
remarkable to behold; still, the

Swiss villages are always pleasant
to look at, especially in these forest

cantons, and of this class Weggis is

an excellent specimen. It has

probably seen its palmiest days,
and is at present thrust aside by
the hitherto despised sister, Vitz-

nau, now in the spring-tide of her

charms, who seems to toss her head
at her elderly and fassff rival with

the conceit of young life and energy.
Yet there no signs of decay. Far
from it. It has a steady, old-fash-

ioned commune life of its own, quite

independent of the tourist element,
which only comes in very oppor-
tunely, no doubt to help it on its

way. As at Gersau and many of

these places, the population is

much smaller than appearances
warrant, owing chiefly to the sub-
stantial size of the houses and the

straggling, independent manner in

which they are placed. Sometimes
a dwelling stands endwise or side-

wise to the road, just as the whim
of the ancestral great-great-grand-
father who built it centuries ago
dictated. The walls are now man-
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tied with vines, bright blue eyes

peep through casements embosom-
ed in leaves, gardens of glowing
sun-flowers and fig-trees laden with

fruit surround the cottages, while

here and there a noble Spanish
chestnut throws its deep shade on
all around. The street-road was
almost deserted as we passed along,
on account of the strong sun

;
but

many buxom, pleasant-faced ma-
trons sat working at their doors,
while chubby children played be-

neath the trees hard by. Though
innocent of manufactories, and far

more rural in its general aspect
and atmosphere than Gersau, the

whole place breathes of prosperity
and comfort. It gives the impres-
sion, too, of greater space; for it is

not shut in on all sides, and the

open slopes extend much further

back before they reach the precipi-
tous mountain-side.

And in accordance with this cha-

racter is the church, which stands

on a slight eminence at the end of

the village. The cemetery too,

though large and thoroughly well

cared for, is more simple, and has

none of those pretty monuments
that lend such poetry and beauty
to the Camenzind-Kiittel resting-

place. But, if not, it possesses a

very handsome stone crucifix in

one angle evidently a recent erec-

tion, and of which Weggis may
well be proud with the following

inscriptions on the base :

"
Praise

be to Jesus Christ in all eternity";
on the front facing the entrance :

"
See, is there any sorrow like unto

my sorrow ?" and " In the cross is

salvation and benediction
"
on ei-

ther side
;
whilst on the back, close

to the Mortuary Chapel, the words
run thus :

"
Gentle Jesus, grant

eternal rest to all departed souls."

The children's quarter, too, was re-

markable for its fresh flowers and

superabundance of white ribbon
;

but not until quite near did we
notice a poor disconsolate mother

decorating the grave of her child

her little cngcl, or angel, as they are

so often styled on the tiny head-
stones or crosses. She did not

mind the sun, nor our presence
either, but went on with her work,
while large tears rolled unchecked
clown her cheeks. And this part is

in a striking spot, right under the

northern angle of the Rigi, the

straight rocks of which rise perpen-
dicularly from a green slope of pas-
ture-land behind the village church,
covered with large boulders and
debris that seem to corroborate all

the stories of land-slips and stone-

rolling so common in this region.

Standing here, it was easy to un-

derstand the most noted of these

events the mud - slide of 1795,
which threatened Weggis with de-

struction. Thirty-one houses and

eighty acres of land were buried
beneath the creeping mass. It oc-

curred, like the fall of the Ross-

berg, after a peculiarly rainy sea-

son. Though the story says that

the slide was preceded by ominous

symptoms, the earth so much re-

sembles rich garden-mould, and
looks so loose and friable, that, re-

collecting yesterday's rain, it made
me quite nervous to look at it.

Had I stayed gazing upwards much
longer, I felt that I would certainly
have fancied it was beginning to

move downwards. " What an idea !"

exclaimed Mr. C
, laughing

"
the effect of nerves and sun combin-

ed ! The church-door is open, and
the sanctuary lamp burning; so it

would be much wiser and better

for you to enter in !" Saying which,
he preceded me into the sacred

building.

Large, clean, and simple, as a

rural church should be, it had three
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distinguishing points : first, an altar

dedicated to S. Justus, one of the

patron saints of \\Vggis, who was

an archbishop of Lyons in the first

centuries of its Christianity, thus

affording, as in the case of S. Leo-

degar, another" proof of the early

ecclesiastical connection between

Switzerland and the Frank Empire.
Next, a large processional banner

placed near the altar, and compos-
ed simply of the national standard

the beautiful white cross on the

red ground whose position in this

spot it puzzled us to explain.

Lastly, the model of a boat suspend-
ed from the ceiling, with two sailors

rowing, whilst a bishop in full can-

onicals stood erect in the stern,

in the act of giving them his bene-

diction. It looked like an ex-i'oto,

but our communicative landlord

later informed us that it was the

emblem of the Guild of S. Nicholas,
"
patron of all who navigate upon

the lake." Every Weggis man
who has anything to do with the

water belongs to the confraternity.
Before steamers existed they num-
bered many hundreds, and, though
of late the village occupations have

been turned into other channels,

the numbers are still numerous

enough ;
for boats and smaller

craft are even now much used on

the lake. The confraternity is

still full of life and vigor. The
Feast of S. Nicholas is religiously

kept in the village. The members
of the Guild often assemble, but on
that day they go in a body to

church, accompanied by their wives
and families, to offer thanks for the

past and implore protection for

the coming year.

Who shall describe our charming
little dinner in the deep-shaded
arbor, with the glowing sun-color

lighting up the mountains, seen

through its leaf-framed openings ?

Such a clean Kelltierinn waited up-
on us, and the Gastherr himself

all smiles and conversation ! The
beautiful trout too, "fresh from

the Muotta-Tli.il, just brought by
the steamer from Brunnen." The
Muotta valley !

"But what's in a name?" said

Mrs. C .

"A great deal more than we ac-

knowledge," I answered.
* This one struck again the chord
of Schwytz and the

" Urschweiz
"

in

our minds, but perhaps much more
that of Soovorof and the hard fight-

ing on the surrounding crags of the

Muotta between his Russians and
the French. Mr. C knew the

locality, and waxed eloquent on the

subject, until interrupted by an army
of r-wasps! attracted by some de-

licious cream with which our land-

lord wound up the dinner. It be-

came a regular battle, and a doubt- /
ful one at first, waged in self-defence.
" Never had there been such a year
for wasps," said our host, slaying a

couple so dexterously with his nap-
kin that it betrayed considerable

practice in the art.
" But it had alto-

gether been a prosperous season "-

two more knocked down by Mrs.

C . "So no one had a right to

complain" three or four more tim-

idly but effectually killed by Mrs.

C and myself.
" The villagers

had made a great deal of money by
their fruit and flowers carried up the

mountain by their children," he con-

tinued; until at last, counting our

victims by tens and twenties during
this running dialogue, we were left

in peaceful possession of the scene,
and ready to hear wonderful re-

ports of Weggis prosperity. The
Golden Lion evidently would have
been pleased to keep us longer,
but the horses were waiting and
the afternoon advancing ; so, de-

spite the attractions minus the
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wasps we were obliged to de-

part.

Our path led at first up behind
the hotel, through lanes, and mea-
dows enamelled with wild flowers,
and dotted here and there with pic-

turesque cottages under magnificent
chestnuts and walnut-trees. The
whole of this portion is on the site

of the former land-slip, now the rich-

est and most highly-cultivated dis-

trict of the mountain. On every
side the views were enchanting;O >

Mount Pilatus standing forth in all

his grandeur just opposite, display-

ing folds and tracts of pasture-

ground we had not attributed to

his rugged form. Lost in admira-

tion, we rode on in comparative
silence, until we halted, to refresh

the men and horses, at a cafe under
a splendid tree, and soon after

reached a chapel sheltered by a

rock, called in our hand-book the

Heiligenkreuz, or Church of the

Holy Cross.
" The beginning of

the Stations to Kaltbad," said my
guide, a dark-eyed, refined-looking

man, who had spoken but little

hitherto. "Stations to the Wall-

fahrtort, or place of pilgrimage at

Kaltbad," he repeated, noticing

my perplexed countenance.
"
Kalt-

bad is a Gnaiienort, or 'place of

grace,' to us, madam," he con-

tinued,
"
although you perhaps only

know it as a Curort." And such was

the sober truth. I had never heard

it spoken of as anything but a huge
hotel with salubrious air. So now
I entered into conversation with my
guide, and found that he constantly
made the Stations, in common with

all the Weggis population, up this

rugged ascent, until they reach the

church at Kaltbad.
" Would I not

go to see the church ?" he asked.
"

It was indeed a Gnadcnort. But

the feast of the year I could not see,

for it takes place in the middle of

May, just before the flocks are sent

up to the summer pastures. Then
there is a procession up the moun-

tain, with the banner'we had noticed

in the parish church the white

cross on the red ground."
So here was the explanation of

its place of honor inside the sanc-

tuary one more reason why the

Weggis folks should hold it dear

and we strangers regard it with

reverence. Nay more : should we
not love and cherish a flag which
not only symbolizes, but is practi-

cally used by, a modern free people
in connection with their highest
and noblest feelings ?

"
In this pro-

cession, headed by the priest," my
informant continued,

"
we, the peo-

ple, make the Stations with hymns
and prayers as we go up, and. after

first visiting the Kaltbad church,
all ends by the priest blessing the

pastures on all sides before the cat-

tle are permitted to be brought up
to them for the summer season."

The higher we ascended, the steeper
became the road under a straight
face of rock, and we could readily

fancy how picturesque, even from
an artist's point of view, such a

procession must be, headed by the

red flag, winding its way up this

rugged mountain-road; but, com-
bined with the spirit and faith which

animate it, it is impossible to con-

ceive anything more beautiful.

This peasant was a native of

Weggis, and soon grew communica-
tive.

" Oh ! yes, he had often

been to Einsiedeln
; every one in

that country had many, many times

made the pilgrimage there." And in

fervent language he described the

place to me. He had also been to

Tell's Chapel often, but not yet to

Tell's Platform. That was the

great object of his ambition, what

he most wished to accomplish, with

a visit to Sachslen to see
" Bruder
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Klaus," as so many of his neighbors
had done

;
but another year should

not pass without his carrying out

his intentions. Amidst conversa-

tion of this kind we climbed up
the straight wall of rock, which

seemed to have no issue, until sud-

denly we reached a curious group
called the Felsenthor, composed of

largo fragments fallen from above

exactly in the semblance of a
"
rocky gate," as the- name implies,

and whence the view is magnificent.
The afternoon was lovely. At

each turn one snowy peak after

another had been coming into view.

The air, though warm, was fresher

and brisker than at Weggis, while

the vegetation had sensibly changed
from the luxuriant chestnuts to the

pines and fir-trees of the Alpine

heights. Nothing could be more
lie and tranquil than our half-

hour's repose at this beautiful point,

noticing the approach of sunset-

tints on the mountain-wall just op-

posite which overhangs Vitznau
;

watching the pretty steamers look-

iiv_; like dragon-flies hovering over

the lake two thousand feet below;
and then reflecting on the faith and

piety of our humble attendants,
which shed a vivifying atmosphere
over the whole scene. Our minds
were still full of these thoughts as

we set forth again for our last as-

cent to Kaltbad, about three-quar-
ters of an hour distant, through a

pretty dell of fallen rocks and fresh

verdure. We had quite forgotten
the existence of the railway or its

feverish life, when all at once a

turn in the road gave a rude shock
to our peaceful meditations. There
were the trains laboring up a barren,

p 'nill In side us one that would
be loo steep for any horse without

three or four zigzag turns and wind-

ings. Three separate trains were

.ling up at certain distances in

succession, the engines puffing and

snorting, panting and laboring, in

the effort to push the one can i

before each, as though the struggle
were too much for their fast-failing

strength. It made one tremble to

watch them, and it seemed impossi-
ble to comprehend how the passen-

gers looked so quiet and uncon-

cerned. How Mrs. C and I

congratulated ourselves on having

kept old-fashioned ways and de-

spised
"
progress," at least for once

in our travels ! And when I also

thought of the varied charms of

our ride, and all that I had seen of

the population and their ways, I

felt that no one who rushes through
a country at high-pressure railway

speed can ever hope to understand
its people half as well as those who
come into closer contact with them.

Before we had time to recover

from the impressions of the rail-

way, Kaltbad itself appeared in

sight, high above our heads, like- a

green-jalousied monster of some
German watering-place lifted bo-

dily up from the depths below.

Anything more unpoetic than its

first view is not to be found
; though

it must at once be admitted that

first impressions are not to be trust-

ed in this particular case. It was
a cruel shock, however, to our vi-

sions of pious pilgrimages and pro-
cessions ; a return to the prose of

life we had never contemplated at

four thousand four hundred and

thirty-nine feet above the level of

the sea.

Our young friends, were anxious-

ly awaiting us on the long terrace

in front of the hotel with such sen-

sational accounts of their railway

journey as might well have oblite-

rated all remembrance of the ll'iill-

fahrtort, or
"
place of pilgrimage,"

but for the parting reminder of my
guide, that

"
the church was behind
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the house, and he hoped I would be

sure to see it." But the C s' only

thought now was of the sunset about

to take place, and they hurried us

off, without a moment's delay, to a

beautiful spot, called the Ka'uzli,

ten minutes' distance from the hotel.

Certainly no view could be more

glorious ! Before us spread half

the northern portion of Switzerland

Mount Pilatus right opposite, Lu-

cerne at our feet, Sempach, the

great lake, just beyond, bathed in a

flood of crimson, as though in har-

mony with its memories, and bring-

ing back to our minds at one glance
Arnold von Winkelried and all the

grand history related to us so re-

cently by Herr H . The seven

great peaks of the Oberland, includ-

ing the Wetterhorn, Monk, and Ei-

ger, towered above the clouds to

our right, while the summits on the

south, half facing the sunset, were

lit up by the same kaleidoscopic

coloring that we had witnessed on

the first evening of our arrival at

Luce'rne. Spell-bound by this fairy-

like scene, we lingered here till

nearly dark, and it seemingly be-

came too late to seek out the little

church. But young C had dis-

covered it that afternoon, and led

me by an intricate back pathway to

its very door. Even at that late

hour it was open, the lamp burning
before the altar, and many figures

could be distinguished devoutly

praying in the twilight. These, as

I afterwards learned, were servants

of the hotel the laundresses, bath-

women, and porters, who came to pay
their visit to the Blessed Sacra-

ment before retiring to rest after

their busy day's work. Mass was

celebrated every morning at half-

past seven o'clock, they said. My
own devotions over, I was again
led back to the hotel, where the

brilliantly-lighted rooms and crowd

of fashionably-dressed ladies al-

though the material comforts are by
no means to be despised were still

in harsh discord with our ideas of

mountain life.

Next morning, as if we had been

in the plain, the church-bell tolled

at the stated hour, and found us

ready to sally forth in answer to

its call. In the hotel all was bus-

tle and clatter
;
but what wonder ?

Three hundred guests and up-
wards have, on an average, to be

provided for daily during the sea-

son. In the middle ot July four

hundred and twenty were at one

time under this roof, but, happily
for us, the numbers had now sensi-

bly decreased. No church, how-

ever, was visible, and it was only
on inquiry that I found a pathway
in the rear of the house leading be-

hind two rocks a true felsc/ithor,

or
"
rocky gate," they made hiding

away their little treasure. Once

past them, there stood the church,
with the sun shining on its roof,

small and simple, but perfect in

all its proportions, nestling amongst
the encircling crags and overhang-

ing trees, from amidst which, op-

posite the door, trickled a stream

of the clearest water. Mass
had just commenced at the centre

altar, over which stood a statue

of the Blessed Virgin and Child,

surrounded by a garland of flowers,

and two bouquets were laid, evi-

dently as a pious offering, on the

two side altars, which were also

adorned by excellent paintings. A
handsome silver lamp hung in the

sanctuary, and there was a confes-

sional, besides benches capable of

accommodating a couple of hun-

dred people, all neatly painted and

very clean. To-day the congrega-
tion was small, for the servants

could not be spared, we were told,

at that hour from their work, and
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there were few Catholic visitors in

the- house; but we noticed that the

clerk runt; the church-bell at the

Gospel and the Klevation, so that

the shepherds and others scattered

about on the mountain might join

their intention with the priest at

the altar. Nothing could exceed

the quiet of the spot. It might
have been miles away from the

noisy world hard by, no sound au-

dible but the trickling of the

stream outside, heard through the

open door, and enhancing the deep

tranquillity of the scene. A most

perfect haven of rest it made for

weary souls or pious pilgrims, and
a worthy aim, with the constant

presence of the Blessed Sacrament,
for any procession toiling up the

precipitous mountain-side. When
Mass was over, we lingered awhile,

and, looking round, a large, illumi-

nated tablet caught our attention.

What was our delight to find it

gave the whole history of the place
in the following words :

" KAI.THAD ON THE RIGI.

"
Amongst ttie venerated spots which

the i" t God seems to have espe-

cially chosen for the distribution of rich

iual and temporal gifts, Kaltbad on
the Rigi lias for centuries enjoyed a well-

founded reputation. The natural opera-
tion of the remarkably cold water has in

itself given life and health to thousands.

But far more cllcct has been produced by
trustful prayers, joined with the contrite

and devout reception of the holy sacra-

ini in-;, ;md aided by the powerful inter-

cession of the pure Virgin-Mother of

God and of other saints. Remarkable and
often perfectly miraculous cures of count-

less Christians, in the most different cir-

cumstances of body and soul, have here
taken place, which have partly been re-

corded in writing, and partly live on in

grateful remembrance.
" In former times this place was called

the
'

Schwesterborn,' or '

Spring of the

Sisters'; for the legend relates that in

the reign of the Emperor Albert of Aus-
iria in the beginning of the XlVth cen-

tury three pious sisters retired to this

wilderness in order to escape from pow-
erful governors, or Vogts, and here led

holy and saintly lives. The first miracu-
lous cure on record is that of a devout
].nmtsasscn of Weggis, named Balthasar

Tolen, in the year 1540. From year to

year the reputation of this spring in-

creased. In the year 1585, on the 2oth of

May, the first small chapel was consecrat-

ed in honor of God, of the holy Archan-

gel Michael and the other angels, and of

the holy shepherd Wendelin.by Balthasar,

Bishop of Ascalon. It proved, however,
insufficient for the number of Alpine in-

habitants and pilgrims. Even after those

belonging to the canton Schwytz built

themselves a chapel, a hundred years
later, at Mary in the Snow, or ' Maria
zum Schnee,' the want of a larger church
was still felt. The present one, with

three altars, the middle one of which

possesses the image of the ever Blessed
Mother of God, and the two side ones the

pictures of the holy martyr S. Lawrence
and the father of the church, S. Jerome,
was built in the year 1779, and consider-

ably renovated in the year lS6r. when
the two new side altars and their paint-

ings by Theodore von Dcschwandcn
were added.

" On the 2oth of July, 1782, His Holi-

ness Pius VI. granted a plenary indul-

gence to all the faithful, on any day what-

soever, on the condition that after ap-

proaching the holy sacraments of Con-
fession and Communion, with contrite

and worthy dispositions, they here de-

voutly pray for the union of all Christian

princes, the extirpation of heresy, and
the increase of the Holy Catholic Church
an indulgence which can be applied to

the souls in purgatory.
"
In order to afford the opportunity of

assisting at divine service on Sundays
and holidays to the shepherds as well as

to the pilgrims, and also of approaching
the holy sacraments, a special priest is

here appointed during the whole summer
season."

So here again, even here, the

Austrians and imperial Vogts were
at the root of all things in this

instance, however, and unconscious-

ly, the source of good to many poor
sufferers

;
for numberless ex-votos

filling the end of the little church

eloquently told that it had proved
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to them a true "place of grace," as

my guide of yesterday had so

beautifully called it. And the little

stream outside was the real
"
Kalt-

bad," whose wonder-working effects

had first given the place its name.

Quaint and rude were all the paint-

ings, but full of life and feeling,

mostly from the neighborhood
from Weggis, Vitznau, and Gersau.

Yes, there was a. man in a boat in

danger on the lake, just as we had

seen from the Gersau hotel two

evenings ago ;
but this one is pray-

ing fervently with clasped hands,

and we longed to know if those

who were saved the other day had

done likewise.

Then here is a family of boys and

girls kneeling in rows, the father

and mother behind, all with their

pink, and blue, and green rosaries

twined round their hands, in the

selfsame manner that the Gersau

children had theirs during Mass !

Above, a child of two years old,

kneeling beside its mother, has a

rosary hanging on its arm
; quaint

little things in caps like those of

their elders, or infants tied on

pillows with quantities of red bows.

Red was so much the prevailing
color that it seemed as if it must

have some reference to their belov-

ed national flag. And then there

were small waxen hearts, and ears,

and a wooden hand with a fearful

gash, the offering, no doubt, of a

grateful wood-cutter. Some of

these are upwards of a hundred or

a hundred and fifty years old, with

inscriptions in the native dialect,

full of pathos and local color.

But most striking of all is a large

painting of the very wall of rock up
which we had climbed from Weggis
yesterday, bearing the following

simple-worded inscription :

" Be it known to all, that by the

breaking up of the dangerous Rigi-

rocks on the Weggis mountain
some of the inhabitants were threat-

ened with the complete destruction

of all their possessions. In this

extremity and distress they turned

to heaven, and, with firm confidence

in the gracious Mother of all the

angels, they here sought and found

help ;
for instantly the loosening

of the rocks ceased, and all became

quiet again. Therefore, as a per-

petual memorial of praise and

thanksgiving to God and the Moth-
er of Mercy, they have consecrated

and hung up this tablet, anno 1753."
This was clearly forty-two years

before the fatal mud-slide which

destroyed so much, and it would
be most interesting to know whether

the later victims turned hitherward

for succor
;
but of this no record ex-

ists in the church. In the above

painting the Blessed Mother, hold-

ing the divine Infant in her arms,
is represented standing in the

centre of the rock-wall, with S.

Michael on one side and S. Law-
rence on the other, just as if they
had been visible. Had we only
beheld this tablet before, with what
different eyes should we have look-

ed at this face of rock yesterday
from the cemetery below, as also

during our ascent ! And what

proof such a picture and inscrip-
tion give of the strong faith of the

Weggis population in the unseen

world under whose blessed protec-
tion they live in peace and confi-

dence ! Whilst we tarried, peasant
after peasant came in. One, an

old woman, took out her rosary,
and told her beads leisurely; an-

other, younger and busier, laid down
her basket, prayed for a few minutes

with recollection, and then went

on to her work
;
but what most

struck us was a little girl of about

twelve, who also had her basket,

full of fruit and flowers, and had
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been there before we arrived for

M:iss. She waited until we left,

and then evidently thought that we
had finally departed. Unexpect-
edly, however, I returned to look

at the tablet again, and I beheld
the little maiden in the act of drop-

ping some money into the poor
box, blushing modestly when her

eyes caught mine. I asked, and
found that she was a Weggis child

one of the number that climb the

mountain like antelopes up to this

hotel daily to sell their "fresh figs,"
"
peaches," and "flowers

"
for they

offer them in good English the

majority of whom first pay their

visit to the Blessed Sacrament in

this church, and leave some little

offering for themselves or their

parents. She was a blue-eyed,
intelligent girl one who had made
her first communion two years

previously, and approached the

Holy Sacrament inanchmal many
times, she said, during the course
of the year.
As time went on, experience

taught us that the children of the

K.igi are one of its most distinctive

characteristics. Intelligent, bright-

countenanced, and yet modest, they
are the most attractive race of juve-
niles to be met with in Switzerland,
andr a3 yet, are unspoiled by con-
tact with the stranger crowd. They
form the most remarkable con-
trast to those of the Bernese Ober-
land, where the grandeur of Grin-

dehvald and other spots is so much
marred by the swarms of sickly
lieggar-children that there flock

round one from all quarters. Here,
on the contrary, they are brimful
of health and intelligence, and never
once during all our wanderings in

the forest cantons did a beggar,
old or young, ever cross our path.
So much for the popular fallacy, or
rather calumny, which says that

prosperity, comfort, and thrift are
alone to be found in the Protestant

cantons, and that beggary, want.
and uncleanliness mark the entrance
into the Catholic districts. I.ik.

many such sayings, it does not bear

investigation ; but when even t In-

most just-minded start on their

travels with prejudiced minds, it is

astonishing how readily they accept
the opinions of men whose want of

observation they despise at home.
Above all, should the question be

anything concerning Catholicity,
their wilful blindness surpasses all

belief. Some exceptions to this

rule there certainly are, increasing,

too, each year, like the celebrated

Dr. Arnold, for instance, who frank-

ly admitted that he had found no-

thing in Switzerland to justify such a

verdict being passed on its Catho-
lic population, and was generous
enough to acknowledge this.

Nor are the children who cover
the Rigi, selling fruit and flowers,

idlers in any way. The law re-

quires their attendance at school

up to the age of eight all the year
round, but from eight to twelve-

only during the wirjter months.
This arrangement has been made
in order that they may accompany
their parents to the upland c/t,i/,-t*,

or, as often happens, mind the cat-

tle alone on the higher pastures. A
most interesting class they are, and
one must ardently pray that no-

thing may ever change or modernize

them, according to the present ideas

of so-called
"
civilization

"
!

For several days we took up our

abode at Kaltbad, and never had
cause for one moment's regret.
The hotel is in itself a marvel of

material comfort and luxury at such

an altitude
;
the air brisk, invigorat-

ing, and yet balmy, and the views

simply lovely. Who can forget the

terrace facing the Uri-Rothstock,
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Tittlis, and many another peak and

pass, and overhanging Vitznau,
whence we could even distinguish

my favorite red standard floating
over its hotel, as the steamers came
and went to Lucerne or Fluelen, and
the light smoke of the engines told

that the trains were creeping up to-

wards us ? Sometimes, it is true, the

lake and all below were hidden by the

clouds that settled in thick masses

over the water or floated beneath us

in light, vapory forms, while the

heights and summits opposite shone,
like Kaltbad, in brilliant sunlight;

making us more fully realize the

great elevation we were inhabiting
in such tranquillity.

Then, the mornings spent in the
''

Wilderness," which is represented

nowadays by fir-trees, descendants
of those the three sisters knew,
but at present embedded in vel-

vety turf on the hillside, with seats

and tables carefully placed at the

best points of view ! And the dear

little church to turn into at all

times and hours, with the lamp ever

burning, and never quite empty !

The afternoons we devoted to lon-

ger excursions, ascents and de-

scents in all directions. That to the

Kiilm, or Summit, was made by rail,

despite its terrors and perils. The
young people insisted on our mak-

ing the experiment, but they could

not succeed in persuading us elders

to return, except on foot ! The
Kaltbad world seems to go through
the ordeal unconcernedly; but ner-

vous and uncomfortable work it

must always be, no matter how cus-

tom may familiarize them with it.

One spot especially is most alarm-

ing, where the precipice seems to

go straight down from the railroad

to the plain many thousand feet

below. As a matter of course, the

sunset at the Kulm is the great
event on the Rigi one, however,

which altogether depends upon the

weather. We were most fortunate

in catching a clear atmosphere,
and consequently distinct horizon.

(
Then, sleeping at the large hotel at

the top, we included the famed sun-

rise in the same excursion. Oh !

for the pen of poet to describe

either of these sights properly.

They are among those grand scenes

which nature holds so complete-

ly in her own keeping that no rush

of commonplace humanity can ever

lower or vulgarize them. Crowds
from all countries were present, yet
we saw nothing save the glorious

panorama before us the sun sink-

ing grandly behind the Jura Moun-
tains in the west, or rising majes-

tically from behind the Sentis far

away in Appenzell, after having first

heralded his approach by coloring
with the light touch of

"
rosy-fin-

gered morn "
the Finster-Aarhorn,

Wetterhorn, Monk, and Jungfrau,
as they stand in gradual succession,

facing the east, in the Bernese Ober-

land.

Here, too, were all the scenes of

that famous Swiss history which

we had been studying within the

last few days the town of Schwytz
in the Urschweiz, bright and cheer-

ful on its fresh, green meadows
;

Lomerz, where Stauffacher com-
menced the great revolution

;
the

small lake of Egeri, the site of the

battle of Morgarten ; Kappel, on

this side of the Zurich line of hills

the Albis with its monument to

Zwingle, who was killed here in

battle against the Schwytzers ;
Ko-

nigsfelden, further north, the scene

of Albrecht's murder, and, later,

the site of the sanguinary Agnes'

convent; Kiissnacht at our feet,

with Tell's Chapel close by, the ob-

ject of my guide's pilgrimages, and
where the fatal arrow is said to

have entered Gessler's heart
;
the
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Lake of Scinpacli, and Lucerne to-

wards the northwest every spot,

in short, hallowed by some memory
:,'d to Swiss patriotism or piety.

A rircinnfeience of three hun-

dred miles is said to be included

in this panorama, dotted here and

there with thirteen lakes, distin-

hable in clear weather. But it

needs a mountaineer's eye to detect

this number, for, though they cer-

tainly do exist, as proved by the

map, even the youthful sight of

deoi-go C and his sister failed

to count more than eleven. The
other two had "

to be taken on

trust," on the word of the guides,

who declared that particular gleams
of sunlight rested on distant waters.

But it is not the number of lakes

or the extent of view which gives

such renown to this favorite spot.

It is the grand poetry of its nature,

the interest of its associations, and

that great, indescribable influence

which the poet addresses as

"
Spirit of Beauty, that dost consecrate

With thine own hues all thou dost shine upon."

Amongst the pleasantest of many
pleasant memories, that of Sunday
at Kaltbad stands forth pre-emi-
nent. The weather was brilliant,

and high and low appeared in cor-

responding costume. It cannot be

said that in the hotel proper the

day was altogether sanctified or

edifying: for, except the Catholics,

the English Protestants, and a rare

tew others, the foreigners show lit-

tle outward sign of remembering
the day. Indeed, one lady ingenu-

ously confessed her surprise that

we should be so careful about at-

tending church, considering that

she never thought of it whilst
"
tak-

ing the w.ilers," as she liked to fancy
she was doing at Kaltbad.

" Who
did ?" she asked ; and certainly it

looked as if the majority were of

her way of thinking. Not the pea-

sants, however, and let us hope that

their example may yet influence the

strangers. Alas ! alas ! how one

trembles, lest the reverse may be

the result of this inroad of "civili/-

ed
"
multitudes to their midst ! But

so far no harm seems to have come
of the contact. As the hour for

Mass drew near, men and women
were to be seen coming from va-

rious points, and when we reached

the church it was so full that a

large overflow of the congregation
had taken up their position in the

little porch outside. It seemed as

though the history of the past cen-

tury would repeat itself over again ;

that a new church would become

necessary, and another new tablet

be put up, telling future generations
that the present one had "

proved
insufficient for the number of Al-

pine inhabitants and pilgrims." No
sight could be prettier, considering
the locality, the bright sun, and all

these people in their Sunday dress.

In the latter particular, however,
one peculiarity had a singular ef-

fect, namely, that on the Rigi
"

full

dress
"
for the men seems to consist

in the absence of their outer coats,

and the Sunday distinction is shown

only by the snow-white linen of their

shirt-sleeves and collars. All had
their alpenstocks and their prayer-

books, which they read devoutly

during the whole time. Anna and

I also remained outside, as there

was no room within
;
but we heard

every word distinctly, and could

see the altar through the open door

and windows. The service began

by an oblation of the Mass and the

Acts of Faith, Hope, and Charity
in German, in the very manner and
words used in so many other coun-

tries, but notably in all the church-

es of Ireland. This was followed

by a good sermon, in which the

preacher chiefly urged the neces-
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sity of
"
keeping holy the" Sabbath

day," of living in peace and con-

cord, but likewise of holding fast to

the principles of religion,
"

like their

forefathers of old," of whose vir-

tues and steadfastness he spoke in

glowing language. It was the first

sermon we had had an opportunity
of listening to in these parts, and

it was very curious to hear, even in

a small out-of-the-way place of this

kind, such allusions thus brought
in as a matter of course, and so tho-

roughly in accordance with Herr

H 's predictions. At its termina-

tion we were surprised to see half a

dozen of the hotel guests rise and

leave
;
but these, we later learnt, were

Lutherans, who, having no chaplain
of their own, find no difficulty in

coming to the preliminary part of

the Catholic service, though they
consider it their duty to leave be-

fore Mass commences. It was a curi-

ous instance of liberalism, and of

the little essential antagonism Ger-

man Protestants entertain towards

the Catholic Church. At the end
of Mass a prayer was said in Ger-

man in honor of the Five Sacred

Wounds, joined in by all, after

which the congregation dispersed,
some to the front of the hotel, and

others in various directions. On
these days alone a few picturesque
costumes appear, but they are gen-

erally from other parts, as the

Rigi boasts of nothing special of

this kind. To-day two women in

bright bodices covered by silver

buttons and crosses, and with sil-

vered head-dresses, enlivened the

group of women relations of the

clerk coming, they said, to visit

this spot from Btirglen, a long dis-

tance on the other side of the lake,

and beyond Sachslen, the sanctua-

ry of
" Bnider Klaus."

Not wishing to disturb our An-

glican friends, who were singing

hymns and performing their service

in one of the drawing-rooms of the

house, Anna and I sauntered past

the
"
Wilderness," until we reached

the Kauzli. The atmosphere was

most clear, and the landscape so

enchanting that a rest here seemed

a fitting and heavenly portion of

our morning worship. Weggis lay

below; its church and the chil-

dren's corner, where I had stood

lately gazing upwards in this direc-

tion, were at our feet, and Lucerne,
with its girdle of battlemented

walls at the upper end of the lake,

further north, its houses and boats

distinctly visible in the transparent

atmosphere. The peasants could

be seen here and there returning to

their gray-roofed chalets, but, save

the tinkling bells of the light-

limbed cattle browsing in our neigh-

borhood, no sound broke the per-

fect stillness of the scene. All at

once the peal of Lucerne Cathedral

came booming to us across the

waters ! It was eleven o'clock,

which in those cantons is the Ange-
lus hour, and in a moment the deep-
toned bell of Weggis sent its sound

up to our very resting-place. Then

swiftly the echo was caught up by
the churches of all the numberless

pretty villages that here cover the

land, until the whole country
seemed to sound as with but one

note. A more thrilling instance of

faith and practice it were impossi-
ble to imagine, and, looking down
at such a moment at this fruitful,

prosperous district, one felt as if our

Lord had already heard its prayers,

and in his mercy blessed it.

Our afternoon walk was this day
directed to the other Rigi sanctu-

ary, "Maria zum Schnee," or Mary
of the Snow, the same mentioned

in the Kaltbad tablet, and which,

from Wordsworth's beautiful poem,
has obtained a more world-wide



The Rigt. 401

name than its pretty neighbor ;

though in the locality itself no dif-

ference in celebrity is admitted be-

tween the two. The only striking
distinction is that whilst -Kaltbad

has but the one simple appellation,
"
Mary of the Snow "

rejoices in a

pft name, by which it is more gen-

erally known on the Rigi, where

Klosterli, or
"
the little convent," is

its familiar and every-day title. It

lies deep in a southern fold of the

mountain, unseen from Kaltbad,
but only a couple of miles distant;
so that it is a favorite walk with

those visitors whose strength is un-

equal to the longer excursions.

This year the charms of the moun-
tain-road have been sadly inter-

fered with by the blasting of rocks

necessary to the making of the rail-

way branch to the Scheideck, and
another line up from Arth to the

Staffel, besides the building of an
additional hotel, all which modern
material improvements make one
look forward with trepidation to

their future effect on the old in-

habitants. In a few years more
these heights will be one vast moun-

tain-city a new phase of life, which

may have its own poetic side, it is

true, and bring health and advan-

tage to humanity in general, but

which, during two or three months
of the year, so completely changes
the old character of the beautiful

mountain that its friends of twenty
and thirty years' standing say they
can no longer recognize its former

simplicity. Hence our musings
were somewhat melancholy, as we
wandered on above the new rail-

way-line, until, from a bend in the

hill, we unexpectedly came in sight
of a completely new scene, the cu-
rious M \tlifii rocks rising above

Schwyt/., in the distance, and Klo-
Bterli itself lying peacefully below
us, as if sheltered from all harm in
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a dell beneath the Knlm! It

seemed a spot exactly made for

snow, and one could almost fancy
it buried at times under the soft

embrace of some snow-white drift.

Whether the name first came from

this circumstance of its position,
or from its connection with the

Basilica of Santa Maria Maggiore
at Rome, we had no opportunity
of ascertaining; but, whatever the

cause, the name and connection

seemed most appropriate. Certain

it is that the painting which is the

chief ornament of S. Maria zum
Schnee is a copy of the one at the

great basilica, and, moreover, that

the church at Klosterli has been, as

is fitting, affiliated to the one in

Rome. The festival is kept on
the same day, the sth of August,
and the Rigi church was conse-
crated by a Papal Nuncio in

1700, and endowed since then with

many privileges by Pope Clement
XII., so that the link in interest

and connection has never been

wanting. Mr. C knew all the

particulars, and as we descended
the steep pathway to Klosterli he
recalled to us the beautiful tradi-

tion about the foundation of Santa
Maria Maggiore. He reminded us

how a Roman senator and his wife

having been converted to Chris-

tianity, the latter had a dream which
made her believe they ought to

build a church in honor of the
Blessed Virgin. Her husband, how-
ever, dismissed the idea as a fancy
of her brain, until, having had the
same dream for three successive

nights, his wife on the last occasion
understood that she ought to choose
the site which should be covered
with snow on the following morning.
Her husband, still unwilling, accom-
panied her in the search, when, not
far from the house, they found the

top of the Esquiline Mount com-
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pletely covered with a fine crust of

snow ! This occurred on the sth of

August, and, bringing conviction to

the husband's mind, he at once con-

sented to give up his fortune for

the purpose, and built on the spot
the Basilica, which now covers the

extent of ground marked out by
the fall of snow. Another version

states that it was the result of a

vision which the pope, S. Liberius,

and John, the patrician, had on the

same night, and which was confirm-

ed the following morning, the 5th of

August, by a miraculous fall of snow,
which extended over the space the

church was to occupy. Certain it

is that the fall of snow occurred,
on this very spot too, and that the

recollection of this wonderful ori-

gin is still kept alive in Rome. On
the Feast of Santa Maria ad Nives,
on the 5th of the hot month of

August, a shower of white leaves is

made to fall on the congregation

attending High Mass at the great
Basilica. What affiliation, therefore,

could be more fitting for a moun-
tain chapel ? With renewed inte-

rest we hurried to the spot. The

village consists entirely of a few

inns, the convent where live the

Capuchin fathers who have care

of the church and of the church

itself, much larger than that at

Kaltbad, and which forms the cen-

tre of the whole place. The old

character is maintained up to the

present time, these inns being still

most homely very different from

the luxurious abodes elsewhere on

the mountain and the convent in

reality an hospice for pilgrims,
which at once gives the impression
of a higher aim than mere pleasure-

seeking. The Capuchin fathers,

who glide about with serious mien

in their brown habits, add to the

solemnity, further increased by the

depth of the valley
"
making sun-

set," as the sailors say, to the place

long before it happens on the sur-

rounding heights. It has nothing
cheerful or peculiarly attractive to

the general public, so one might

hope that it would escape the con-

tagion of a worldly spirit. This

year the gloom has been added to

by a dreadful accident connected

with the unwelcome railway, and
one heard of little else on the spot.

A young lady who was sitting with

her father outside the Sonne Hotel,

writing at one of the small tables,

was suddenly struck by a large

stone, thrown by the blasting of a

rock close by, and died in less than

half an hour. She was to have

gone away from Klosterli on the

previous day with the rest of her

family, but had remained a while

longer merely to take care of him.

His grief, consequently, was over-

whelming. It was a melancholy

inauguration of the
"
iron road,"

and for the moment made a deep

impression on all concerned. But
it is much to be dreaded that it will

not be a lasting one. The father,

to whom we spoke, shook his head

gravely, as he pointed to the rail-

way works, expressing his fears that

from a place of pilgrimage they
would soon convert his dearly-loved
Klosterli into a simple Curort, or, in

modern parlance, a Sanatorium. He
complained of its baneful influence

already ; for, though the peasants
are thoroughly good and pious, the

immense influx of tourists gives
them little time for devotions dur-

ing the summer season, especially
in the month of August, when the

church festival occurs. They, the

monks, belong to the large Capu-
chin convent at Arth, from which

two or three have been sent here at

the special request of the commune,
ever since the foundation, to take

care of this church and attend to
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the wants of the pilgrims. But tlie

numbers of the latter are diminish-

ing from the above causes, and

hospitality has this year been chiefly

bestowed on invalid priests, who

here seek change of air for weeks

at a time. The procession similar

to that from Weggis, which used to

come up from Arth for the 5th of

August, making the Stations on the

way, did not take place this time.

Nor had the people leisure, either,

for their old games, which followed

the church services as a matter of

course. Sad and melancholy, he

seemed fearful of this inroad of ma-

terialism and the many temptations
to which the poorer classes may be

exposed. The tranquillity of the

spot will doubtless be ruined by
the puffing engine and obtrusive

railway, and we could not but re-

joice doubly that the "haven of

rest
"

at Kaltbad lies safely hidden

away behind its rocks out of reach

of such disturbance. But so many
have been the prayers answered

and hearts cured within the last

two centuries by the intercession

of holy
"
Mary of the Snow "

that

it is hard to believe so favored a

sanctuary, though this may perhaps
be a moment of transition, will be

altogether swept away or lose its

holy influence on so essentially

pious a population. The church

is crowded with ex-volos, many of

them the same seen by Wordsworth
in 1820, when he sang in the fol-

lowing strain of

" OUR LADY OF THE SNOW.
" Meek Virgin Mother, more benign
Than fairest st.ir upon the height
Of thy own mountain set to keep
Lone vigils thro' the hours of sleep,
What eye can look upon thy shrine

Untroubled at the sight ?

u These crowded offerings, as they hang
In sign of misery reii

Even these, without intent of theirs.

Report of comfortless despairs,
Of mauy a deep and cureless pang
And confidence deceived.

" To tht e, in this afrial cleft,

As to ii common centre, tend

All sufferings that no longer rest

< >n mortal sin'iMr. all dislrrst

That pine of human hope bereft,

Nor wish for earthly friend.

11 And hence, O Virgin Mother mild !

Though plenteous flowers around thee blow.
Not only from the dreary strife

Of winter, but the storms of life,

Thuc have thy votaries aptly styled
Our Lady of the Snow.

" Even for the man who stops not here,
But down the irriguous valley hies.

Thy very name, O Lady ! flings,

O'er blooming fields and gushing springs,
A holy shadow soft and dear

Of chastening sympathies !

** Nor falls that intermingling shade

To summer gladsomencss unkind
;

It chastens only to requite
With gleams of fresher, purer light ;

While o'er the flower-enamelled glade
More sweetly breathes the wind.

" But on ! a tempting downward way,
A verdant path, before us lies

;

Clear shines the glorious sun above ;

Then give free course to joy and love.

Deeming the evil of the day
Sufficient for the wise."

In our walk hither along the brow
of the hill we had talked to some

pretty, bright-eyed children running
about to call in their father's cattle,

asking their names and other ques-
tions ; but, returning the same way,
all our thoughts and attention were

given to the distant sound of ava-

lanches, which the C s declared

came to us across the mountain-tops
from the region of the great Ober-

land range. Anything more sublime

it were difficult to conceive in the

fading light and soft hues of the sun-

set twilight. We had quite forgotten
the children, but they had been

thinking of us, and, passing on by
their chdlci, little Aloysius (a fair-

haired boy of three years old) was

seen skipping down the green slope
with a paper in his hand. It was a

mysterious proceeding, especially
when he came and eagerly presented
it to me. But my surprise was greater
on reading it to find that it consist-

ed of prayers printed at Einsiedeln :

the first teaching how to offer up
one's intention with the Masses that
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are being said all over the world
; my treasures, and that I would say

another to be said when present the beautiful prayers daily, which I

during the offertory of the Mass
;

have never failed to do. But he

and a third, when unable to attend could not altogether know how
in person, for daily recital at home much happiness his act caused me,

in union with the priest at the altar, chasing away the gloomy fears of

The little fellow evidently prized it, the Capuchin father, and giving
as taught by his mother, and it was bright hope that a true spirit of

fortunate that I was able to promise piety will grow up with the rising

him it should hold a place amongst generation.

CHURCH SONG.

' And when they had said an hymn, they went forth to the Mount of Olives." S. MARK xiv. 36.

' Hymnum cccinit, ut et nos sirailitcr faciamus." S. CHRYSOSTOM.

THE DISCIPLE.

A WORLD I'd give to hear thee sing
That song !

Too long
Is life until it bring
The breaking of the bonds that cling
About this deadly flesh.

Sweet Lord, refresh

My weary, longing soul
;

And this sad banishment condole

With one faint echo of that strain

Of melody divine, which must remain

Yet murmuring through space
Of all creation's bound

;

And so controls

The harmony that rolls

, In floods of majesty and grace

Throughout thy dwelling-place,
From tuneful lyres

Of angel choirs,

From ceaseless rapturous songs
Of shining saintly throngs,

That every sound

Heaven hears doth merely seem

Made to accompany thy theme.

Wondrous Singer, O my Lord and King !

Tell me, who taught thee how to sing

So sweet a strain ?
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THE MASTER.

I heard my Mother's voice one morn,
Whilst yet in womb unborn,

Chanting the canticle of praise

She still in heaven doth raise;

And when a boy, oft at her knee,

She did the tuneful mystery
Unfold to me.

Wouldst hear me sing ?

'Tis no hard thing.

Go, hearken to the singing of my Bride

With whom my Presence ever doth abide;

Who is a Mother unto thee,

Like as the Virgin, full of grace, to me.

Her voice, in melody her own,
If thou wilt mark its heavenly tone,

Hath cunning art

To make thy heart

Hear mine again.

A DISCUSSION WITH AN INFIDEL.

XVIII.

PERSONAL CONTINUANCE.

Reader; The next question you
treat, doctor, regards the immor-

tality of the human soul, or, as you
call it," personal continuance." In

your opinion the spirit and the

body, the soul and the brain, are

so intimately and inseparably con-

nected that a soul without a body,
as "force without matter," can

never exist. I remember having

already answered some of the

grounds of this opinion ; but as

you make "
personal continuance

"

the subject of a special chapter, I

presume that it is in this chapter
that you have condensed the

strength and substance of all your
arguments. How do you, then,
establish your position ?

Hii-Jincr.
" \ spirit without a

body is as unimaginable as elec-

tricity or magnetism without metal-

lic or other substances
"

(p. 196).
Reader. Unimaginable! Of course,

a spiritual substance is not the

object of imagination. Perhaps

you mean that it is unthinkable, in-

conceivable, or unintelligible; which
I deny.

Biichtier.
"
Unprejudiced phi-

losophy is compelled to reject the

idea of an individual immortality
and of a personal continuance after

death. With the decay and disso-

lution of its material substratum,

through which alone it has acquir-
ed a conscious existence and
become a person, and upon which
it was dependent, the spirit must
cease to exist

"
(ibitf.)

Reader. Beware of fallacies, doc-
tor. You have not yet proved that

the human soul needs a material

substratum. Again, you merely
assume that it is through the body
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that the soul has acquired a con-

scious existence, whilst the fact is

that the soul through itself is con-

scious of its own existence in the

body. Moreover, the soul does

not become a person through the

body it informs, but, on the contrary,
confers on the body the privilege
of being a part of the person.

Lastly, the spirit is not dependent

upon the body, except for the sensi*

live operations ; and you cannot

assume that the soul depends upon
the body for its own being. Hence

your conclusion is yet unproved.
Biichner.

"
All the knowledge

which this spirit has acquired
relates to earthly things; it has

become conscious of itself in, with,

and by these things ;
it has become

a person by its being opposed
against earthly, limited individuali-

ties. How can we imagine it to be

possible that, torn away from these

necessary conditions, this being
should continue to exist with self-

consciousness and as the same

person ? It is not reflection, but

obstinacy, not science, but faith,

which supports the idea of a per-
sonal continuance" (pp. 196, 197).

Reader. I am rather amused than

embarrassed at your identifying re-

ilection with science and obstinacy
with faith, as I know that you are

absolutely incapable of accounting
for such a nonsensical ranting. It

is not true that "all the knowledge

acquired by our soul relates to

earthly things." We have already
discussed this point, and shown that

our knowledge of earthly things is

only the alphabet of human know-

ledge. Nor is it true that our soul

"has become conscious of itself by
such things." Consciousness is,

even objectively, an immanent act,

and the soul cannot be conscious of

its own self, except by looking upon
itself. No one can say / perceive

without a knowledge of the 1 ; and
therefore the soul knows its own
self independently of the perception
of other earthly things. But, as

there are philosophers who account
for self-consciousness by the primi-
tive accidental sensations experienc-
ed by the child, I will suppose with

you that our soul becomes con-

scious of its own existence by means
of such sensations. Does it follow

from this that the union with the

body is
"
a necessary condition

"

for the existence of the soul ? Such
a conclusion would be absurd. For
it latently assumes that the soul

must lose its consciousness of self

by losing the instrument of its first

sensation. Now, to assume this is

at least as absurd as to assume that

by losing any of your senses you
lose all the knowledge already ac-

quired through them, or that by
going out of Germany you cease to

know everything that is German.
But your greatest mistake regards

the notion of personality. The

spirit, you say, "has become a per-
son by its being opposed against

earthly, limited individualities."

What does this mean ? First of all,

the spirit docs not become a person,
but is itself, the source of human

personality. Secondly, to be a per-

son, there is no need of other earth-

ly, limited individualities, against
which the spirit should be opposed.

Any intelligent being, left to itself,

with the free disposal of its own

self, is a person. Persona, says Boe-

thius, cst rationalis nature- iiuiiridua

siibstantia. ; and this celebrated de-

finition, adopted by all the meta-

physicians of the old school, is far

from becoming obsolete. It would

seem, then, that you speak of per-

sonality without knowing in what

it consists. To prove that the soul

cannot enjoy personal continuance

in a state of separation, you should



A Discussion ivitli an Infidel. 407

prove that the soul separated from

the body is net an intelligent />

/i,ir':ri-j a free use of its faculties.

Whatever else you ni:iy prove, if

you do not prove this, will amount
to nothing.

JiitcInter.
"
Physiology," says Vogt,

"decides definitely and categorical-

ly against individual immortality, as

inst any special existence of the

soul
"

(p. 197).

Reader. Tell the physiologists to

i to their own business. The

question of the immortality of the

soul is not one of those which can

be solved from the knowledge of

our organs and their functions. All

the physiologist can do is to show
the existence in the organs of a prin-

ciple which animates them, and
which at death ceases to show its

presence. What becomes of it the

physiologist, as such, has no means
of deciding. Hence your Vogt is

supremely rash in affirming that
''

physiology decides definitely and

ally against individual im-

mortality."
liiiclnter.

"
Experience and daily

observation teach us that the spirit

perishes with its material substra-

tum "
(//'/</.)

l\ ,:ider. Indeed? Let us hear how

experience and daily observation

h what you assert. It is ex-

tremely curious that mankind
should be ignorant of a fact which
falls under daily observation.

ner.
'' There never has bee'n,

and never will be, a real apparition
which could make us believe or as-

sume that the soul of a deceased
individual continues to exist

;
it is

dead, never to return
"

(p. 198).
Reader. Allow me to remark, doc-

tor, that you change the question.
You had to show that experience
and daily observation teach that the

spirit perishes with the body. To
say that there are no apparitions is

not to adduce experience and daily

observation, but to argue from non-

ricnce and non-observation.

Not to see a thing is not an argu-
ment against its existence, especially
if that thing be not the object of

sight ;
and therefore to infer tin-

non-existence of souls from their

non-apparition is a logical blunder.

But, secondly, is it true that "
there

never has been, and never will be, a

real apparition
"

?

Biichner.
" That the soul of a

deceased person," says Burmeister,
"
does not reappear after death, is

not contested by rational people.

Spirits and ghosts are only seen by
diseased or superstitious indivi-

duals "(ibirf.)

Reader. I do not say that souls,

as a rule, reappear, or that we
must believe all the tales of old

women about apparitions. Yet it

is a fact that Samuel's ghost appear-
ed to Saul and spoke to him

; and
it is a fact that the witch of Endor,
whom Saul had consulted, was

already famous for her power of

conjuring up spirits, as it appears
from the Bible, where we are in-

formed that there were many other

persons in the kingdom of Israel

possessing a similar power, whom
Saul himself had ordered to be

slain. If you happen to meet with

Martintis Del Rio's Magic Disquisi-

tions, you will learn that in all cen-

turies there have been apparitions
from the spiritual world. Devils

have often appeared, saints have

appeared, and, to make the reality
of the apparitions incontrovertible,
have left visible signs of their pre-

sence, or done things which no
mortal man has power to do. I

need not descend to particulars;

yet I may remind you of the great
recent apparition of Lourdes, and
of the numberless miracles by which
it was accompanied and followed,
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in the eyes of all classes of persons,

including infidels and Freemasons,
who left no means untiied to dis-

credit the facts, but they only suc-

ceeded in enhancing the value ol

the evidence on which such facts

had been previously admitted.

Come, no\v, and tell us that all the

witnesses of such public- facts are

''diseased or superstitious indivi-

duals
"

!

It is therefore proved, by ex-

perience and observation, that there

are apparitions, and that the hu-

man soul remains in existence after

its separation from the body. But,

although this proof suffices to con-

vince all reasonable persons, phi-

losophers furnish us with other ex-

cellent proofs of the immortality of

the soul. Are you able to show that

all such proofs are inconclusive?

BiicJincr.
" There is something

suspicious in the great zeal and the

waste ofjjirguments with which this

question has at all times been de-

fended, which yet, for obvious

reasons, has, rarely experienced
serious scientific attacks. This

zeal appears to show that the ad-

vocates of this theory are rather

anxious about their own conscience,

since plain reason and daily expe-
rience are but little in favor of an

assumption which can only be sup-

ported on theoretical grounds. It

may also appear singular that at all

times those individuals were the

most zealous for a personal continu-

ance after death whose souls were

scarcely worthy of such a careful

preservation" (p. 198).
Reader. This is vile language,

doctor. Our zeal in defending the

immortality of the soul arises from

the moral importance of the point
at issue

;
and there is nothing "sus-

picious
"
about it. Our "

waste of

arguments
"

is not yet certified
;

whereas your waste of words is

already fully demonstrated. The

immortality of the soul "has rarely

experienced serious scientific at-

tacks," or rather, it has never expe-
rienced them, because rual science

does not attack truth, and therefore

all attacks against the soul's im-

mortality have been, are, and will

always be unscientific in the highest

degree.
"
Plain reason," without

the least need of" daily experience,"
convinces every thoughtful man
that a truth based on good

"
theo-

retical grounds
"
cannot be rejected

as a gratuitous
"
assumption," es-

pecially when it is also supported

by undeniable facts. Your closing

utterance deserves noanswe:'. Every
sensible man will qualify it as

downright insolence. Meanwhile,
where are your proofs ?

Buchner.
"
Attempts were made

to deduce from the immortality of

matter the immortality of the soul
"

(ibid.}

Reader. This is simply ridiculous.

Who ever admitted the immortality
of matter ?

Biichncr.
" There being, it was

said, no absolute annihilation, it is

neither possible nor imaginable that

the human soul, once existing,

should be annihilated ; which would

be opposed to reason
"

(p. 199).

Reader. Natural reason doe.-a not

show the impossibility of annihila-

tion
;
and therefore it was impossi-

ble for philosophers to argue as

you affirm that they did. But, since-

you think that annihilation is quite

impossible, how can you evade the

argument ?

Eitchner.
" There is no analogy

between the indestructibility of

matter and that of spirit. Whilst

the visible and tangible matter sen-

sually exhibits its indestructibility,

the same cannot be asserted of

spirit or soul, which is not matter,

but merely an ideal product of a
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particular combination of force-en-

dowed materials
"

(il'iil.)

!\,,i,icr. You merely rehash the

eld blunder already refuted in one
(it our past conversations. If the

soul were nothing but a product of

material combinations, it would

certainly perish when those combi-
nations are destroyed, and there

would be no need of annihilation to

make it vanish. But if the soul is

an active principle, as you must ad-

mit, it cannot be a result of mate-
rial combinations, and consequently
it is a special substance, and cannot

perish except by annihilation, just
in the same manner as matter also

cannot perish but by annihilation.

Your ground for denying the ana-

logy between the destructibility of

matter and that of the spirit is

then-lore a false supposition. It is

plain that there is not only analo-

gy, but absolute parity, and that,

if matter were really indestructible,
the indestructibility of the soul

would thereby be sufficiently estab-

lished. But we do not avail our-

selves of such argument ;
for we

know that matter is destructible.

Vou say that
"
the visible and tan-

gible matter sensually exhibits its

indestructibility"; but a little re-

flection would have sufficed to con-
vince you that the possible and the

impossible are not objects of sensi-

ble perception, but of intellectual

intuition. Then you say that the

soul is an "
iJcal product of a par-

ticular combination of force-endow-
ed materials

"
;
which is the veriest

nonsense. For, were it true that a

particular combination of materials

produces the soul, such a product
would be real, not ideal. Thus you
ha\e succeeded in condensing no

than three blunders into a few
lines. But let this pass. Have you
anything to add in connection with
this pretended argument ?

nadiner. "
Experience teaches

that the personal soul was, in spite
of its pretended indestructibility,
annihilated

; i.e., it was non-exist-

ing during an eternity. Were the

spirit indestructible, like matter, it

must not only, like it, last for ever,

but have ever existed. But where
was the soul before the body to

which it belongs was formed ? It

was not
;

it gave not the least sign
of an existence ; and to assume an

existence is an arbitrary hypothe-
sis

"
(pp. 199, 200).

Reader. You grow eloquent, doc-

tor, but without cause. We all ad-

mit that the soul did not exist be-

fore the body was formed. And,
pray, how could the soul be anni-

hilated if it did not exist? Are

you doomed to utter nothing but

blunders ?

Jiiichncr.
"

It is in the very na-

ture of things that all that arises

should necessarily perish
"

(p. 200).
Reader. By no means.

Biichner.
" In the eternal cycle

of matter and force nothing is de-

structible ; but this only applies to

the whole, while its parts undergo
a constant change of birth and de-

cay
"

(iln'if.)

Reader. Try to be reasonable,
dear doctor, and lay aside

"
the

eternal cycle," which has no exis-

tence but in your imagination. You
promised to argue from experience
and observation. Keep your pro-
mise.

Biichmr. I will. "There is a

state which might enable us to pro-
duce a direct and empirical argu-
ment in favor of the annihilation of
the individual soul the state of

sleep. In consequence of corporeal
changes, the function of the organ
of thought is suspended, and the

soul, in a certain sense, annihilated.
The spiritual function is gone, and
the body exists or vegetates with-
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out consciousness in a state similar

to that of the animals in which

Flourens had removed the hemi-

spheres. On awakening, the soul

is exactly in the state it was before

sleep. The interval of time had no

existence for the soul, which was

spiritually dead. This peculiar con-

dition is so striking that sleep and

death have been termed brothers
"

(p. 200).

Reader. This "
direct and empi-

rical argument
"
may be turned

against you. For sleep is not real

death; and the animal, when asleep,

continues to be animated. If, there-

fore, the soul remains in the body,
even when the organs are in a con-

dition which excludes the possibil-

ity of their concurrence to the

work of the soul, does it not follow

that the soul enjoys an existence

independent of the organs ? It is

true that, while the organs are in

such a condition, the soul cannot

utilize them for any special work
;

but it does not follow that
"
the

soul is, in a certain sense, annihi-

lated," nor that "the spiritual func-

tion is gone." You yourself admit

that,
" on awakening, the soul is ex-

actly in the state it was before

sleep." I do not care to examine

whether the state of the soul is ex-

actly the same
;

I rather incline to

say that it is much better; but,

waiving this, it is still necessary to

concede that the soul cannot keep
its state without preserving its ex-

istence, attributes, and faculties,

and a direct consciousness of its

own being, which can be recollect-

ed after sleep, when it has been ac-

companied, as in dreams, by a cer-

tain degree of reflection.

Biichner. I expected, sir, that you
would appeal to dreams

;
for

"
the

phenomena of dreaming have been

used as arguments against the sup-

posed annihilation of the soul dur-

ing sleep, by their proving that the

soul is also active in that state.

This objection is founded upon er-

ror, it being well known that dream-

ing does not constitute the state

properly called sleep, but that it is

merely a transition between sleep-

ing and waking
"

(p. 201).
Reader. I have not appealed to

dreams. I simply mentioned the

fact that in certain dreams, where
a certain degree of reflection ac-

companies the acts of the soul, we
have the possibility of remembering
that we were conscious of our own

being. Take away all dreams; you
will not thereby lessen the certainty
of our direct consciousness of our

own being ; you will only suppress
an experimental subsidiary proof,
of which we are in no special need.

Moreover, remark, doctor, that
"
against the supposed annihilation

of the soul during sleep
" we are by

no means bound to bring arguments.
It is necessary only to say Ncgo as-

siiinpti/in, and it will be your duty to

prove your supposition. I observe,

in the third place, that you cannot

consistently maintain that dream-

ing is a state intermediate between

sleeping and waking. For, as you af-

firm that the soul exists in the latter

state, and does not exist in the

former, you are constrained to af-

firm that in the middle state the

soul cannot be said to exist, and
cannot be said not to exist, but

partakes of existence and non-exist-

ence at the same time. Now,

though you are so thoroughly ac-

customed to blundering, I am con-

fident that you cannot but shrink

from the idea of a non-existent ex-

istence. And thus your definition

of dreaming destroys your suppos-
ed annihilation of the soul during

sleep.

Biichner.
"
Certain morbid con-

ditions are still more calculated to
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piove the annihilation of our spirit.

There are affections of the brain,

sions, lesions, etc.,

which so much influence its func-

tions that consciousness is suspend-
ed. Such perfectly unconscious

states may continue for months to-

gether. On recovery, it is found

that the patients have no recollec-

tion whatever of the period which

has passed, but connect their men-
tal life with the period when con-

sciousness ceased. This whole time

was for them a deep sleep, sleep or

a mental death ; they in a se'nse

died, and were born again. Should

death. take place during that period,
it is perfectly immaterial to the in-

dividual, who, considered as a spir-

itual being, was already dead at the

moment when consciousness left

him. Those who believe in a per-
sonal immortality might find it

somewhat difficult, or rather impos-
sible, to explain these processes, or

to give some clue as to the where-

abouts of the soul during these pe-
riods

"
(p. 202).

Reader. It is neither impossible
nor difficult to ascertain where the

soul is during such periods ;
for it

is in the body all the while. Only
the actual conditions of its exist-

ence in the body preclude, by their

abnormity, the exercise of some fac-

ulties. The soul is, in such cases,

like the organist, who is unable to

it the wonted sounds from the

organ so long as the pipes are not

properly supplied with wind. The

patients you allude to are not

corpses ; and although you affirm

that
"
they /// a sense died and were

born again." it is evident that they
did not die at all, but only lost the

proximate power of performing cer-

tain operations. The soul and the

body, so long as they are together,
must work together. F.vcn the pure-

ly intellectual operations, in which

the body has no part, are alu

naturally associated with the

imaginative operations, in which
the body has a considerable part ;

and when these latter, through the

abnormal condition of the brain,

are suspended, the former also

are suspended, so far at least

there is question of reflex acts.

And this fully accounts for the phe-
nomena accompanying certain mor-

bid states, without resorting to your

pretended annihilation of the spirit.

Accordingly, if you wish to argue

against personal continuance, you
must draw your objections from

some other source.

Jiui/iner.
" The annihilation of a

personal soul has been protested

against upon moral grounds. It

was, in the first place, asserted that

the 'idea of an eternal annihilation

is so revolting to the innermost

feeling of man that it must be un-

true. Although an appeal to feel-

ings is not a scientific method of

proceeding, it must certainly be ad-

mitted that the thought of an eter-

nal life is more terrifying than the

idea of eternal annihilation. The
latter is by no means repugnant to

a philosophical thinker. Annihi-

lation, non-existence, is perfect rest,

painlessness, freedom from all tor-

menting impressions, and therefore

not to be feared
"

(pp. 204, 205).
Reader. This way of reasoning,

doctor, is most extraordinary. First,

you assume that the moral grounds
on which our knowledge of the

immortality of the soul is based

consist of mere feelings. This is

false. Secondly, you do not con-

sider that there are rational ten-

dencies which, whether you call

them feelings or not, ought to be

taken into account in a philosophic

discussion, as they are of such a

character that their fulfilment can-*

not be a matter of doubt. Thirdly,
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you exhibit eternal life as a syno-

nyms ofperpetual torments ; for you

suppose that the idea of eternal life

is terrific, and that, to be free
" from

all tormenting impressions," anni-

hilation is necessary. Thus you
conceive that after this life there

can be nothing but the torments

of hell. This is most certainly true

\vith regard to unrepenting Free-

masons
; they have nothing else to

expect, not even annihilation ; and

it would truly be better for them if

they were annihilated or had never

been born, as we know from the

Gospel. But why should you take

for granted that there is no heaven ?

It is plain that your argument in

favor of annihilation is nothing but

a miserable sophism. Lastly, I

wish to remark, though it is of little

importance to the question of im-

mortality, that annihilation, or non-

existence, is not perfect rest, as you

imagine. For who is it that rests ?

Can you have the subject after its

annihilation, or the rest without

the subject? You see, I hope, that

your logic here, too, is at fault.

Biichner.
"
Philosophers, perceiv

ing the loose ground upon which

they stand in regard to this

question, have, in their endeavors

to reconcile philosophy and faith,

tried to help themselves by very

singular expedients
"

(p. 205).

Reader. Loose ground and sin-

gular expedients indeed ! Who
will believe you ?

Biichner.
" The desire of our na-

ture," says Carriere, "to solve so

many problems requires immortal-

ity, and the many sorrows of this

earth would be such a shocking
dissonance in the world if it were

not to find its solution in a higher

harmony, namely, in the purification

and development of personal indi-

viduality. This and other consider-

ations render immortality, from our

point of view, a subjective cer-

tainty a conviction of the heart
"

(p. 206).
Reader. Do you consider these

words as a very singular expedient
to reconcile philosophy and -faith?

What can you object to the thought

they express ?

Biichner.
"
Every one may, cer-

tainly, have convictions of the heart,

but to mix them up with philo-

sophical questions is unscientific.

Either something accords with rea-

son and experience it is then

true
;
or it does not accord then it

is untrue, and can find no place in

philosophical systems" (ibid.)

Reader. I see your trick, doctor.

There are two kinds of convictions

of the heart. Some of these convic-

tions are accidental, transitory, not

universal, and not invincible
;
others

universal, permanent, and unchange-
able. The first kind originates in ac-

cidental affections of particular per-
sons in particular circumstances

;

and this kind of convictions should

not be mixed up with philosophical

questions. But the second kind

owes nothing to accidental circum-

stances, and shows in its universality
and invincibility its universal and

unconquerable cause, which cannot

be other than our rational nature ;

and this kind of convictions must
be taken into account in the philo-

sophical questions concerning our

rational soul; for it is from the na-

ture of the effects that we discover

the nature of the causes. Now,
"
the conviction

" which Carriere

mentions belongs to this second

kind
;
for it is common to all ra-

tional beings, and cannot be shaken

off even by those who, like you, try

to convince themselves of a future

annihilation. We therefore can

and must take into account such a

conviction when we examine philo-

sophically the nature of the soul.
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Accordingly, it is absurd, on your

part, to pretend that an appeal to

such a conviction is
"
unscientific."

Nothing is more unscientific than

to lay aside the effects while one

wishes to investigate the causes.

As to your aphorism, "either

something accords with reason and

experience it is then true; or it

does not accord then it is untrue,"
I do not think that it can help you
much. A thoughtless reader may
indeed be dazzled by its fine glit-

tering, and candidly believe that

you are a most resolute champion
and acute investigator of truth

;

but he who reflects on your reck-

less disregard of logic, tergiversa-

tion, and intellectual perversity
will only wonder at your audacity
in Appealing to a principle which

you trample upon in every page of

your production. Yes, sir; what

accords with reason and experi-
ence is true; but how can this be

a plea for denying immortality?
Biidiner.

"
It may be that it

would be very fine if in heaven, as

in the last act of a heart-stirring

drama, everything would resolve in

a touching harmony or in general

joy; but science has nothing to do
with what may be, but with what is,

and is accordingly compelled to

infer from experience the finitcness

of human existence. Indeed, a

perfect solution of the enigmas of

the universe, as Carriere desires,

must be considered as impossible
for the human mind. The mo-
ment we arrive at this point we
are creators and capable of shap-

ing matter according to pleasure.
Such a knowledge would be equiva-
lent to dissolution annihilation

and there exists no being which
can possess it. Where there is no

striving there can be no life; per-
fect truth would be a sentence of

death for him who has acquired it,

and he must perish in apathy and

inactivity
"

(p. 206).

Rt'iidcr. It is of no use, doctor,

to heap up assertions of this kind.

They are all groundless. When you
say that science has nothing to do
with what may be, but with what

is, you latently assume that bet\\

what may be and what is there

must be opposition ; whereas it is

plain that nothing is but what could

be. And again, when you mention

science, what do you mean ? Phy-
sics, chemistry, astronomy, geology,
and the like have certainly nothing
to do with the immortality of the

soul ; but philosophy has something
to do with it, and philosophy, the

highest of sciences, decides that the

human soul not only may be, but

must be, immortal. In the third

place, it is ludicrous to affirm that
"
experience shows the finitencss

of human existence"; for our ex-

perience is limited to human life

upon earth, whereas our discussion

refers to after-life. In the fourth

place, you pretend that a full know-

ledge of truth is impossible to the

human mind, for the wonderful
reason that we would then be
"creators and capable of shaping
matter according to pleasure." In
this you commit two blunders; for,

first, the knowledge of natural truths

does not necessarily entail a physi-
cal power of shaping matter accord-

ing to pleasure ; and, secondly, were
our souls to acquire such a power,
we would not yet be creators, as

creation is infinitely above the shap-

ing of matter. You are never
at a loss to find false reasons

when needed to give plausibility
to false assertions. Thus you in-

vent the prodigious nonsense that

a perfect knowledge of natural

things
"
would be equivalent to an-

nihilation," and to support this

strange notion you argue that
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" where there is no striving there

can be no life," as if a human soul,

when in full possession of truth,

could not find in its contemplation
a sufficient exercise of intellectual

life. Yet it is clear that striving

for a good must end in a peaceful

enjoyment of the same good ;
or

else all our striving would be pur-

poseless. On the other hand, if

"
perfect truth were a sentence of

death for him who has acquired it,"

would it not follow that the more
we know, the less we live ? But to

conclude. How can you conciliate

these two things :

" The moment
we possess full knowledge we are

creators," and "the moment we

possess full knowledge we are an-

nihilated "? or these two things:
" We become capable ofshaping mat-

ter according to pleasure," and " we

perish in apathy and inactivity "?

Answer, old fox ?

Biichncr.
"

It may be that we are

surrounded by many riddles
"

(p.

206).
" In doubtful questions we

must apply human knowledge, and

examine whether we can arrive at

any solution by experience, reason,

and the aid of natural sciences. . . .

Some believe they can give scien-

tific reasons for the doctrine of in-
'

dividual immortality. Thus Mr.

Drossbach discovered that every

body contains a limited number of

monads capable of self-conscious-

ness ..." (p. 208).

Reader. There is no need of dis-

cussing such absurdities. We know,
that monads are not self-conscious.

Biichner. In fact,
" Drossbach's

monads are too intangible to con-

cern ourselves about them. We
may, however, take this opportu-

nity of alluding to the unconquer-
able difficulties which must arise

from the eternal congregation of in-

numerable swarms of souls which

belonged to men who, in their so-

journ upon earth, have acquired so

extremely different a degree of de-

velopment
"

{ibid.)

Reader. What unconquerable dif-

ficulties do you apprehend ?

Biichncr.
"
Eternal life is said to

be a perfectioning, a further devel-

opment, of earthly life, from which
it would follow that every soul

should have arrived at a certain de-

gree of culture, which is to be per-
fected. Let us think, now, of the

souls of those who died in earliest

childhood, of savage nations, of

the lower classes of our popula-
tions ! Is this defective develop-
ment or education to be remedied

beyond ?
'

I am weary of sitting

on school-benches,' says Danton.

And what is to be done with the

souls of animals?
"

(pp. 208, 209).

Reader. Indeed, doctor, the ig-

norance of the unbeliever is as-

tounding ! Our children and the

lower classes of our populations
are not half as ignorant as you are.

They would tell you that the light of

the beatific vision dispels with equal

facility all degrees of darkness

which may remain in our souls in

consequence of imperfect educa-

tion, without any need of your
"
school-benches

"
or other imagin-

ary devices. They would tell you
also

" what is to be done with the

souls of animals." on which you
most stupidly confer

"
the same

rights
"

as are possessed by the

human soul. If beasts have the

same rights as men, it is a crime to

kill them ; or, if this is no crime, it

must be as lawful to kill and de-

vour men ! Are you ready to ac-

cept this doctrine ?

Biichncr.
" There is no essential

and natural distinction between man
and animal, and the human and

animal soul are fundamentally the

same
"

(p. 209).

Reader. Do you understand what
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you say ? What do you mean by
"
fundamentally "?

/>'//<////. I mean that the animal

soul is only distinguished from the

human soul
"
in quantity, not in

quality
"

(ibid,}

Reader. Then you yourself must
have the qualities of an ass, and
there will be no difference between

you and the ass, except in this : that

the asinine qualities are greater in

you than in the ass. Your efforts

to prove that beasts are endowed
with intellect, reason, and freedom

are very amusing, but lack a foun-

dation. It would be idle to exam-
ine minutely your chapter on the

souls of brutes ; it will suffice to

state that your reasoning in that

chapter is based on a perpetual
confusion of the sensitive with the

intellectual faculties. Sense and
intellect do not differ in quantity,
but in quality. No sensation can

be so intensified as to become an

intellectual concept or a universal

notion. Hence no intellect can

arise from any amount of sensibility.

Brutes feel ; but, although their

sensitive operations bear a certain

analogy to the higher operations
of the intellectual soul, nothing

gives you the right to assume that

brutes can reason. So long as you
do not show that asses understand

the rules and the principles of logic,

it is useless to speak of the intellect

of beasts. Their cognitions and
affections are altogether sensitive

;

reasoning, morality, and freedom

transcend their nature as much as

your living person transcends your
inanimate portrait in the frontispiece
of your book.

But reverting to the immortality
of the human soul, 1 wisli you to

understand that in the course of

\our argumentation you have never
touched the substantial points of

the question. You not only have

not refuted, but not even mentioned,
our philosophical proofs of immor-

tality. You have been prating,
not reasoning. To crown your
evil work a couple of historical

blunders were needed, and you did

not hesitate to commit them. The
first consists in asserting that

"
the

chief religious sects of the Jews
knew nothing of personal continu-

ance," while it is well known that

the chief religious sect of the Jews
was that of the Pharisees, who held

not only the immortality of the soul,

but also the resurrection of the

body. The second consists in

asserting that
"
among the enlight-

ened of all nations and times the

dogma of the immortality of the

soul has had ever but few partisans
"

(p. 213), while the very reverse is

the truth.

BiicInter.
" Mirabeau said on his

death-bed,
'

I shall now enter into

nothingness,' and the celebrated

Danton, being interrogated before

the revolutionary tribunal as to his

residence, said,
'

My residence will

soon be in nothingness !' Frederick
the Great, one of the greatest

geniuses Germany has produced,
candidly confessed his disbelief in

the immortality of the soul
"

(p.

213)-

Reader. You might as well cite

Moleschott, Feuerbach, yourself,
and a score or two of modern
thinkers, all enlightened by Masonic

light, celebrated by Masonic pens
and tongues, and great geniuses of

revolution. But neither you nor

your friends are "among the en-

lightened of all nations and times."

Before you can aspire to this glory

you must study your logic, and, I

dare say, the Christian doctrine too.

Biichncr. If the soul survives the

body,
" we cannot explain the fear

of death, despite all the consolations

religion affords
"

(p. 214).
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Reader. You cannot; but we can.

Biichncr. Men would not fear

death,
"

if death were not consider-

ed as putting an end to all the

pleasures of the world
"

(ibid.)

Reader. I too, doctor, acknow-

ledge that death puts an end to all

the pleasures of this world ;
but

this does not show that our soul

will not survive in another world.

We fear death for many reasons,

and especially because we are sin-

ners, and are afraid of the punish-
ment that a just Judge shall inflict

on our wickedness. We would

scarcely fear death, if we knew that

our soul were to be annihilated.

And therefore our fear of death is a

proof that the belief in the immor-

tality of the soul is more universal

than you imagine.
Biichner.

"
Pomponatius, an Ital-

ian philosopher of the XVIth

century, says: 'In assuming the

continuance of the individual we
must first show how the soul can

live without requiring the body as

the subject and object of its activity.

We are incapable of thought with-

out intuitions
;

but these depend

upon the body and its organs.

Thought in itself is eternal and im-

material
;
but human thought is

connected with the senses, and

percjptions succeed each other.

Our soul is, therefore, mortal, as

neither consciousness nor recollec-

tion remains
' "

(p. 214). Can you
answer this argument ?

Reader. Very easily. That the

soul can live without the body is

proved by all psychologists from its

spirituality that is, from its being
a substance performing operations

in which the body can have no

part whatever. Such operations
are those which regard objects

ranging above the reach of the

senses altogether; which, therefore,

cannot proceed from an organic

faculty, nor from any combination

of organic parts. Now, if the soul

performs operations in which the

organs have no part, it is evident

that the soul has an existence inde-

pendent of the organs, and can live

without them. Accordingly, the

body is not the
"
subject and object

"

of the activity of the soul.

That " we are incapable of

thought without intuitions
"

is true,

in the same sense as it is true

that we are incapable of digesting
without eating. But would you
admit that therefore no digestion is

possible when you have ceased

eating? Or would you maintain

that I cannot think to-day of the

object I have seen yesterday ?

Certainly not. Yet it is evident

that I have to-day no sensible in-

tuition of that object. That thought
in itself is

"
eternal

"
is a phrase

without meaning. Thought is never

in itself; it is always in the think-

ing subject. That " human thought
is connected with the senses

"
in the

present life is true, not, however,

because of any intrinsic depend-
ence of the intellect on the senses,

but only because our present mode
of thinking implies both the intel-

lectual and the sensible represen-
tation. The consequence, "our
soul is therefore mortal," is evident-

ly false, as well as the reason added,
that

"
neither consciousness nor

recollection remains." Pompona-
tius was a bad philosopher, but still

a philosopher. His objection is

vain, but still deserves an answer.

His reasoning is sophistical, but

there is still some meaning in the

sophism itself. Not so with you.
After three centuries of progress you
have not been able to find a single

objection really worth answering,
either in a scientific or in a philo-

sophical point of view.

Pomponatius brings in another
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argument against immortality by
.saying that virtue is much purer
when it is

"
practised for itself

without hope of reward." You
quote these words (p. 214), but

without gaining much advnn:

from them. You might have argu-
ed that "as the hope of reward
makes virtue less pure, it would be

against reason to suppose that

God can offer us a reward, the

hope of which must thus blast our
virtue." In your next edition of
/('/<? and .IfatliT you may develop
this new argument, if you wish.

Your future adversaries, however,
will refute it. as I fancy, with the

greatest facility, by observing, first,

that the hope of a reward may ac-

company the practice of virtue

without interfering with its purity;
for we ran love virtue for itself with-

out renouncing the reward of virtue.

Do you not expect your fees from

your patients as a compensation for

services ? And yet I presume
that you would take it as an insult

if any one pretended that you prac-
tise medicine for the love of money.
It might be observed, secondly, that
as siu deserves punishment, so vir-

tue ' reward
;
hence a wise

and just Providence, which we
must recognize as an attribute of

Divinity, cannot leave the virtuous
without a reward, nor the sinner
without a punishment. And, since
it is plain that neither the reward
nor the punishment is adequately
meted out in this world, it remains
that it should be given in the next.
I shall not enter into any develop-
ment of this argument, which is the
most intelligible among those usual-

ly made use of by philosophers to

prove the immortality of the human
soul. It suffices for me to have
shown the utter falsity of your rea-

sons against this philosophical and
theological truth.

VOL. XX. 27

XIX.

FKKK-WII.I..

. Do you admit free-will ?

. "A free-will," says
Moleschott,

"
an act of the will which

should I.).; independent of the sum
of influences which determine man
at every moment and set limits to

the most powerful, does not exist
"

(P- 239)-

RtMiicr. 1 )o you adopt this view ?

Buchner. Of course.
" Man is a

product of nature in body and
mind. Hence not only what he is,

but also what he does, wills, feels,
and thinks, depends upon the same
natural necessity as the whole
structure of the world

"
(ibid. )

Reader. Then free-will, according
to you, would be a mere dream ;

political and religious freedom
would be delusions

; //w-thinkers
could never exist

; and, what may
perhaps strike you most of all, Free-
masons would be actual impossibili-
ties.

Biicltncr. "The connection of
nature is so essential and necessary
that free-will, if it exists, can only
have a very limited range

"
(ibid.}

Reader. What ! Do you mean
that free-will can exist, if

"
what

man does, wills, feels, and thinks

depends upon the same natural ne-

cessity as the whole structure of
the world

"
? Can you reconcile

necessity and freedom ?

Buchner. " Human liberty, of
which all boast," says Spinoza,

"
con-

sists solely in this, that man is con-
scious of his will, and unconscious
of the causes by which it is deter-
mined

"
(//>/</.)

Reader. This answer does not
show that liberty and necessity can
be reconciled. It would rather

show, if it were true, that there is

no liberty; for if the human will is

determined by any cause distinct
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from itself, its volition cannot be

free. Accordingly, your assertion

that
"

free-will, if it exist, can only
'nave a very limited range," is in-

consistent with your principle of

natural, essential, and universal ne-

cessity, and should be changed into

this :

"
Free-will cannot exist, even

within the most limited range."
If you admit the principle, you
must not be afraid of admitting the

consequence ;
or if you shrink from

the consequence, it is your duty to

abandon the principle from which

it descends.

JriicJincr.
" The view I have ex-

pressed is no longer theoretical, but

sufficiently established by facts,

owing to that interesting new sci-

ence, statistics, which exhibits fixed

laws in a mass of phenomena that

until now were considered to be

arbitrary and accidental. The data

for this truth are frequently lost in

investigating individual phenome-
na, but, taken collectively, they ex-

hibit a strict order Inexorably rul-

ing man and humanity. It may
without exaggeration be stated that

at present most physicians and

practical psychologists incline to

the view in relation to free-will that

human actions are, in the last in-

stance, dependent upon a fixed ne-

cessity, so that in every individual

case free choice has only an ex-

tremely limited, if any, sphere of

action
"

(p. 240).

Reader. "Limited, if any"! It

is strange that you hesitate to say
which of the two you mean to ad-

vocate. Why do you not say clear-

ly, either that free-will has a cer-

tain sphere of action, or that it has

no existence at all ? Instead of ex-

plaining your opinion on this point,

you try to obscure the question.
Individual free-will is to be ascer-

tained by the statistics of the indi-

vidual, not by that of the collection.

When a crowd moves towards a de-

terminate spot, individuals are car-

ried on to the same spot, be they will-

ing or unwilling, by the irresistible

wave that presses onward. So also

when any collection of men, from a

nation to a family, lives under the

same laws, experiences the same

wants, enjoys the same rights, and
holds the same practical principles,
the general movement of the mass
carries in the same direction everv

individual member of the collec-

tion, by creating such conditions

all around him as will morally com-

pel his following the general move-
ment. But this is only moral ne-

cessity, against which man can rebel

in the same manner as he can rebel

against the divine or the human
law

;
whereas our question regards

the existence or non-existence of a

physical necessity, physically bind-

ing the human will, and determin-

ing every one of its actions. Hence,
even were it true that

"
a strict or-

der inexorably rules humanity
"

that is, the collection of human be-

ings it would not follow that the

individual will is inexorably ruled

by a physical necessity.
Biichncr.

" The conduct and a< -

tions of every individual are depen-
dent upon the character, manners,

and modes of thought of the nation

to which he belongs. These, again,

are, to a certain extent, the necessa-

ry product of external circumstances

under which they live and have

grown up. Gallon says :

' The dif-

ference of the moral and physical
character of the various tribes of

South Africa depends on the form,
the soil, and the vegetation of the

parts they inhabit.' . . . 'It is about

two hundred and thirty years,' says

Desor,
'

since the first colonists, in

every respect true Englishmen,
came to New England. In this

short time they have undergone con-
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sidcrable changes. A peculiar
American type has been developed,

chietly, it appears, liy the influence

of the climate. An American is

distinguished by his long neck, his

spare liguiv. and by something ir-

ritable and feverish in his charac-

ter. ... Jt has been observed

that, during the prevalence of east-

wiuds, the irritability of the

Americans is considerably increas-

ed. The rapidity of the American
state development] which surprises

us, may thus, to a considerable ex-

tent, be ascribed to the climate.'

As in America, so have the English
^iven rise to anew type in Australia,

especially in New South Wales . . ."

(pp. 241, 242).

'<>-. Mas all this anything to

do with the question of free-will ?

Kiichner. Certainly.
"
If the na-

tions are thus in the aggregate, in

ird to character and history, de-

pendent upon external circumstan-

. the individual is no less the

product of external and internal

natural actions, not merely in rela-

tion to his physical and moral nature,

but in his actions. These actions

depend necessarily, in the first in-

stance, upon his intellectual indi-

viduality. But what is this intel-

lectual individuality, which deter-

-lines man, and prescribes to him,
in every individual case, his mode

ction with such force that there

remains for him but a minute space
for free choice ? What else is it but

the necessary product of congenital

physical and mental dispositions in

lection with education, example,
rank, pro <, nationality, cli-

mate, soil, and other circumstances ?

.Man is subject to the same laws as

plants and animals
"
(pp. 242, 243).

/iV<;./,r. 1 do not see any ground
for this conclusion. Our "

intel-

lectual individuality
"

is, 1 surmise,
our individual soul, or our individu-

al intellect. Now, our intellect may
speculative!}' prescribe, in individu-

al cases, some mode of action, but

even then it lets our will free

obey the prescription. Moreover,
it is not true that our intellect pre-

scribes, in every individual ca

determinate mode of action. How
often do we not hesitate, even after

long intellectual examination, what

lineof action we should adopt! How
often do we not entertain distress-

ing doubts, and have no means of

emerging from our state of perplexi-

ty ! It is therefore false that our
"
intellectual individuality

"
pre-

scribes to us, in every individual

case, our mode of action. Hence
your other assertion, that the same
intellectual individuality urges us
"
with such a force that there re-

mains for us but a minute space for

free choice," needs no further dis-

cussion, as being contrary to con-
stant experience and observation.

It is curious that a man who pro-

fesses, as you do, to argue from

nothing but facts, should coolly
assume as true what is contradicted

by universal experience ;
but you

have already accustomed us to such

proceedings. What strikes me is

that your blunder cannot here be

excused by the plea of ignorance,
as you cannot be ignorant of your
own mode of action

; whence your
reader must infer that your direct

intention in writing is to cheat him
to the best of your power.
As to education, example, rank,

climate, soil, and other circumstan-

ces, I admit that they are calculated

to favor the development of par-
ticular mental and physical dispo-

sitions; but I deny, first, that such

dispositions are the
"
intellectual

individuality," and, secondly, that

the v of such dispositions
is incompatible with the exercise of

free-will. ( )f course, we experience
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a greater attraction towards those

things which we are accustomed to

look upon as more conducive to

our well-being, and towards those

actions of which we may have ac-

quired the habit; but this attraction

is an invitation, not a compulsion,
and we can freely do or choose the

contrary, and are responsible for

our choice.

Biichner.
" Natural dispositions,

developed by education, example,
etc., are so powerful in human na-

ture that neither deliberation nor

religion can effectually neutralize

them, and it is constantly observed

that man rather follows his inclina-

tions. How frequently does it occur

that a man, knowing his intellectual

character and the error of his ways,
is yet unable to struggle successfully

against his inclinations !" (p. 244.)
Reader. I do not deny the power

of natural or acquired dispositions,
and I admit that men usually fol-

low their inclinations : but this is

not the question. The question

is,
" Do men follow their inclina-

tions freely or necessarily ?
" The

assertion that "neither deliberation

nor religion can effectually neutral-

ize" such inclinations is ambigu-
ous. If you mean that, in spite of

all deliberation, we continue to feel

those inclinations, the thing is ob-

viously true, but proves nothing

against free-will ; if, on the contrary,

you mean that, after deliberation,
'

we cannot act against such inclina-

tions, the assertion is evidently
false

;
for we very often do things

most repugnant to our habitual in-

clinations.

That a man, knowing the error

of his ways,
"

is unable to struggle

successfully against his inclina-

tions," is a wicked and scandalous

proposition. As long as he re-

mains in possession of his reasop,
man is able to struggle successfully,

I

not only against his own inclina-

tions, but also against his predomi-
nant passions. The struggle may
indeed be hard, for it is a struggle ;

but its success is in the hands of

man. How could criminals be

struck by the sword of justice, if,

when committing crime, they had
been unable to check the tempta-
tion ? Your doctrine would, if

adopted, soon put an end to the

existence of civil society, and trans-

form mankind into a herd of brutes.

If we cannot successfully struggle

against our bad inclinations, then

theft, murder, adultery, drunken-

ness, and nil kinds of vice and ini-

quity are lawful, or at least justifi-

able, and nothing but tyranny can

undertake to suppress them or to

inflict punishment for them. Is it

necessary to prove that a theory
which leads to such results is a libel

against humanity ?

lliiiJtiicr.
" The most dreadful

crimes have, independently of the

will of the agent, been committed
tinder the influence of abnormal

corporeal conditions. It was re-

served for modern science closely
to examine such cases, and to es-

tablish disease as the cause of

crimes which formerly were consid-

ered as the result of deliberate

choice
"

(p. 245).
Reader. Modern science pre-

tends, of course, to have established

a great many things. But how
can you explain the fact that, when
"
the most dreadful crimes

"
are

committed by common criminals,

science still considers and con-

demns them as a result of deliber-

ate choice, whilst, if such crimes

are committed by members of

secret societies, science attributes

them to abnormal corporeal con-

ditions ? Can we trust a science

which so nicely discriminates be-

tween the Freemason and the Chris-
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tian ? Yet even your modern sci-

ence, not to become ridiculous,

is obliged, in order to absolve

criminals, to put forward a plea of

temporary insanity, thus acknow-

ledging that a man who enjoys the

use of his reason is always respon-

sible, as a free agent, for his ac-

tions. Hence, even according to

your modern science, our actions,

so long as we are not struck with

insanity, are the result of our de-

liberate choice. It is only when

you lose your brain that you are
" under the influence of those ab-

normal corporeal conditions
"
which

prevent all deliberate choice.

Hi finer. Yet man's freedom
"
must, in theory and practice, be

restricted within the narrowest

compass. Man is free, but his

hands are bound; he cannot cross

the limit placed by nature. For
what is called free-will, says Cotta,
is nothing but the result of the

strongest motives" (pp. 245, 246).
ii'r. It is difficult, doctor, to

hold a discussion with you. Your
views are contradictory, and your

argumentation consists of asser-

tions or quotations for which no

good reason is, or can be, adduced.
If man is free, his hands are not

bound
;

and although he cannot
cross the limits of nature by which

he is surrounded, he has yet a

great latitude for the exercise of

freedom within said limits. We
are not free to attain the end with-

out using the means, to live on air,

to fly to the moon, to add an inch

to our stature
;
but these are limits

of physical power, not limits of free

volition. Our will is moved by
objects through the intellect; and
no object which is apprehended as

unn to our intellectual na-

ture can necessitate the will. To
admit that what is presented to the

will as unnecessary can produce ne-

cessity, is to admit an effect greater
than its cause. Hence the range
of free-will is as wide as creation

itself; for no created object can be

considered by the intellect as ne-

cessary to our rational nature.

One object alone may be so con-

sidered that is, God, whose posses-
sion alone is sufficient, and there-

fore necessary, to fill the cravings
of our heart. Thus man's freedom
is not to be restricted "within the

narrowest, compass," as you pre-

tend, but is to be stretched to the

very limits of creation.

But " what is called free-will,"

you say,
"

is nothing but the result

of the strongest motives." I an-

swer that the stronger the motive

is, the intenser is the movement of

the will, since the effect must be

proportionate to its cause. But
the movement of the will is not a

reflex act; it is merely an indis-

pensable condition for it, and its

existence does not necessarily en-

tail the existence of the rational

volition. The first movements of

our appetitive faculty are not for-

mally free
; for they are not origi-

nated by the will, but by the ob-

jects. It is only when we reflect

upon ourselves and our move-
ments that we become capable of

rationally approving or reprobat-

ing that towards which or against
which we feel moved; and conse-

quently it is only after such a re-

flection that our will makes its

choice. Now, it is impossible that

the rational soul, reflecting upon it-

self and its first movements towards
a finite good, should consider its

possession as a necessity of its own
nature; for all good that is finite is

deh< ient, and if the rational soul

considered finite good as necessary
to its happiness, it would in fact

consider its deficiency also as

necessary to its happiness; which
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cannot be. Hence, whatever the

strength of the motives by which

we are impelled, no movement ex-

cited by finite good interferes with

the freedom of the volition.

And now, is it true that our choice

always answers to the strongest mo-
tives? This question may be un-

derstood in two ways, according
as the motives are considered ob-

jectively or subjectively. The mo-
tives which are the strongest ob-

jectively may become the weakest

subjectively, and rice rcrsa. It is

with our will moved by different

motives as with the lever loaded

with different weights. The heavier

weight absolutely prevails over the

lighter; but if the arms of the lever

be suitably determined, the lighter

will prevail over the heavier. Thus
the lightest motives may prevail

over the strongest ones, when our

soul adapts itself to them, by shift-

ing, so to say, its own fulcrum, and

thus alterir.g the momenta of the

opposite forces. The motives which

prevail are therefore the strongest

in this sense only : that the will has

made them such
; and, properly

speaking, we should not even say

that they are the strongest, but only
that they are the most enhanced

by the will.

These explanations may be new
to you, but they are the result of

experience and observation. I ab-

stain from developing them further,

as it is no part of my duty to vindi-

cate them by positive arguments.
No truth is so universally and un-

avoidably recognized as the exist-

ence of free-will. A man of com-

mon sense must be satisfied of this

truth by simply reflecting upon his

own acts. Criminals may pretend
that thev have not the power to

avoid crime ;
but doctors should

not countenance such a pretension

contrary to evidence. To excuse

crime on such a miserable plea is

to encourage the triumph of villany
and the overthrow of human so-

ciety.

Biichner. Indeed, it has been
said that

"
the partisans of this doc-

trine denied the discernment of

crime, and that they desired the

acquittal of every criminal, by which
the state and society would be

thrown into a state of anarchy. . . .

What is true is that the partisans
of these modern ideas hold differ-

ent opinions as regards crime, and
would banish that cowardly and ir-

reconcilable hatred which the state

and society have hitherto cherished

with so much hypocrisy as regards
the malefactor

"
(p. 247).

Reader. To denounce the state

and society as hypocritical is scarce-

ly a good method of exculpating

yourself. Yet your denunciation

is false, so far at least as regards
Christian states and Christian so-

ciety ;
for as regards anti-Christian

societies connected with Freema-

sonry, and states fallen under their

degrading influence and tyranny, I

fully admit that they cannot, with-

out hypocrisy, hate malefactors.

Those who plunder whole nations,

who corrupt public education, who

persecute religion, who sow every-
where the seeds of atheism, mate-

rialism, and utilitarianism, have no

right to hate malefactors. As to

those who teach that
"
neither de-

liberation nor religion can effec-

tually neutralize the dispositions of

man," and that "man, knowing the

error of his ways, is yet unable to

struggle successfully against his in-

clinations," what right have they
to speak of crime or of malefactors ?

Can there be crime and malefactors

without free-will ? You see, doc-

tor, that your materialistic doc-

trines do away with all morality,

and that a society imbued with
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them cannot he moral. Hence it

is had t.iste in you to declaim

against modern society, as you
do (p. 247), on account of vices

which are nothing hut the result

of materialism.
" We are aston-

ished," you say,
"
that our so-

ciety is so ticklish as regards cer-

tain truths taught by science a

society whose social virtue is no-

thing but hypocrisy covered by a

veil of morality. Just cast a glance
at this society, and tell us whether
it acts from virtuous, divine, or

even moral motives! Is it not, in

i.irt, a bi'llum omnium contra omncs'l

Does it not resemble a race-course,
where every one does all he can to

outrun or even to destroy the other ?

. . . Every one does what he be-

lieves he can do without incurring

punishment. He cheats and abuses

others as much as possible, being
convinced that they would do the

same to him. Any one who acts

differently is treated as an idiot.

I-. ii not the most refined egotism
which is the spring of this so-

ci.il mechanism ? And distinguish-
ed authors who best know human
society, do they not constantly de-

pict in their narrations the cow-

ardice, disloyalty, and hypocrisy
of this European society ? A so-

\ which permits human beings
to die of starvation on the steps of

houses filled with victuals
;
a so-

ciety whose force is directed to op-

press riie weak by the strong, has
no right to complain that the na-

tural sciences subvert the founda-
tions of its morality." These last

words should be slightly modified;
for the truth is that such a society
is the victim of your modem theo-

ries, which you dignify with the

name of natural scif/ii-cs, and which
have already subverted the foun-

dations of social morality. The
society you describe in this pas-

sage is not the old Christian so-

ciety formed on the doctrine of the

Gospel, but the materialistic so-

ciety formed on modern thought.
The moral distemper of modern

society is the most irrefragable con-

demnation of all your doctrines.

By its fruits we know the tree.

CONCLUSION.

We ask the indulgence of our

readers for having led them through
so many disgusting details of pes-
tilential philosophy. Without such

details it was impossible to give
a clear idea of the futility and

perversity which characterize the

teaching of one of the, greatest lu-

minaries of modern infidelity. We
have shown that Dr. Biichner's

force ami Matter, in spite of all its

pretensions, is, in a philosophical

point of view, a complete failure.

We have omitted many of the au-

thor's passages, which we thought
too profane to be inserted in these

pages, and which, as consisting of

vain declamation, arrogance, and

assumption, had no need of refuta-

tion. As to our mode of deal--

ing with our adversary, we have
been pained to hear that some
consider it harsh. We beg to say
that a man who employs his talents

to war against his Creator has no

right to expect much regard from

any of God's creatures. Men of

this type are frequently treated

with too much forbearance, owing
to the false idea that every literary
character should be treated as a

gentleman. Blasphemers are not

gentlemen, nor should they be dealt

with as gentlemen. They should

be made to feel the disgrace which
attaches to their moral degrada-
tion. Such was the practice in the

good old times; and we may jus-

tify it by the example of One who
did not hesitate, in his infinite wis-
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dom, publicly to rebuke the Scribes

and Pharisees in terms not at all

complimentary, and certainly much

stronger than those which we have
used in censuring the author of

Force and Matter.

THE ICE-WIGWAM OF MINNEHAHA.

THE winter of 1855-56, memor-

able for its excessive and prolonged

cold, while it brought suffering to

many a household throughout the

land, and is recalled by that fact

almost solely, is fixed in my memory
by its verification of an old Indian

legend of the ice-wigwam of Minne-

haha. Longfellow has made this

name familiar to the English-speak-

ing world, and beyond. A little water-

fall, whose silvery voice is for ever

singing a love-song to the mighty
Father of Waters, and into whose

bosom it hastens to cast itself,

bears the name aud personates the

Indian maiden.

On the right bank of the Mis-

sissippi, between the Falls of St.

Anthony and the mouth of the

Minnesota, is a broad, level prairie,

starting from the high bluffs of the

Mississippi, and running far out in

the direction of sundown. In the

month of June this prairie is pro-

fusely decked with bright flowers,

forming a carpet which the looms

of the world will never rival.

Stretching far into the west is a

tortuous ribbon of rich, dark green,

marking the path of a stream which

stealthily glides beneath the sha-

dows of the long grass. As it nears

the eastern border of the prairie,

this stream becomes more bold.

Its expanded surface glistens in the

noon-day sun. Here it passes

slowly under a rustic bridge, upon
an almost seamless bed of rock.

Then its motion quickens, as if in

haste to reach the ledge which

overhangs the broad valley of the

Mississippi, when, with one bound,
it plunges into its basin sixty feet

below. This is Minnehaha, the

little hoiden who throws herself

upon the outstretched arm of the

great Father of Waters with a

merry laugh that wins the heart of

every coiner. Beautiful child of

the plain ! How many have sought

you in your flower-decked home,
and loved you ! Hoiden you may
be; but coquette, never. Your life

is freely given to be absorbed in the

life of him you seek.

But Minnehaha is at times the

ward of another an old man whose
white locks are so often the sport
of the winds, whose very presence
makes the limbs of mortals tremble,
and their teeth chatter at his ap-

proach. Yet he is wondrous kind

to his beautiful ward touchingly
kind is the Ice-King of the North.

When the blasts from his realms,

freighted with the chill of" death,

scourge the lands over which they

pass, and a silence awe-inspiring
and complete falls on all

;
when

the flowers are being buried beneath

the snow, and the mighty river

bound with ice, then it is the ice-

king exhausts his powers to build

for Minnehaha a palace worthy of

her. The summer ftrough (and

spring and autumn scarce are known
where Minnehaha dwells) the maid
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has worn about her, as a veil, a

cloud of mist and spray. () won-
drous architect ! Of mist and spray

you build a palace even Angelo
might not conceive in wildest dreams,
were marbles, opals, pearls, all gems
and stones and precious metals,

cut and fashioned ready to his

hand! Thy breath, O ice-king!
fashions mist and spray into grand

temples, palaces, more chaste and
cold than any stuff Italian quarries

yield ! Behold the ice-king build !

He breathes upon the mist, and on

all sides strong-based foundations

fix about the space he would en--

close. The walls on these rise up,
as mist and spray are gathered
there and set with his chill breath.

1 1 fight on height they rise, until the

arch is sprung ;
and then the dome

is gathered in to meet the solid

rock above, and all the outer work is

done. Within, the decorations form

as do the stalactites within the caves.

Then these are covered with the dia-

mond frost, such as December's

shrubs and trees so oft put on to

t the rising sun. And .Minne-

haha, so the legend says, sings here

the winter through. This is the

masterpiece of the great ice-king.

Solomon in all his glory possessed
no temple to compare with this, nor

Queen of Sheba ever saw its coun-

terpart.

A party of four started from St.

Paul in the latter part of March,

1856, to visit this wonder of the

North. For many years the win-

ters had not been protracted enough
to permit the planting of a May-
pole upon the ice o/ Lake Pepin,
nor had eye seen the ice-wigwam of

Minnehaha. Marquette, Hennepin,
Lesueur, and the early Catholic

missionaries had carried with them
their love for the month of Mary
into that cold region, and settlers

and Christian Indians made the

opening day of this month one of

joyful festivity. To plant a May-
pole upon the ice of Lake Pepin
(which is always the last point on
the Upper Mississippi where the ice

breaks up, as no current helps to

cut or break it) was quite an

event. The May-pole, decked with

garlands of green and dotted with

the many-colored crocuses that

spring up and bloom at the very

edge of the melting snow, and long
before the drifts and packs have

disappeared, if planted on the ice,

permitted dancing on its smooth

surface, and pleasanter footing than

the loose, moistened soil. May-day
can seldom be pleasantly celebrat-

ed in that region out-of-doors, ex-

cept upon the ice. Ice on Lake

Pepin, then, is to the young folk of

that latitude as important an event

as a bright, sunny day in latitudes

below,

During the month of March, 1856,
a bright, warm sun melted the snows
to such an extent as to cover the

level prairies with several inches

of water, confined within banks of

melting snow. Wheels were taking
the place of runners. Our party
drove over the undulating prairie
to St. Anthony, crossed the Mis-

sissippi by the first suspension

bridge which spanned its waters

just above the Falls of St. Anthony,
and from Minneapolis, on the west

bank, moved out into the dead
level which extends south and west

toward the Minnesota River. A
splashing drive of four miles brought
us to the bridge above the Falls of

Minnehaha, from which we could

see on our left a cone of dirty ice,

disfigured here and there with

sticks and stones and clods of earth ;

its base far down within an ice-

lined gorge, its top close pressed

upon an overhanging ledge. Was
this the wonder we had come to
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see ? A wonder, then, we came.

But we did not turn back at this

unsightly scene. There was a

charm about this legend of Minne-
haha's' ice-wigwam that surely did

not have its source in the charmless

thing before us. Nor could we
believe the imagination of the red

man capable of drawing so poetic
an inspiration from so prosaic a

source. We therefore set to work
to discover the hidden things, if

such there were. With large stones

we broke away the ice about

the top of the cone, hoping to

peer through the opening by which

the water of the stream entered.

We failed in this, but let in the

western sun through the opening
we had made. Then we descended

to the bottom of the gorge, over

ice and snow, to seek a new point
of observation. Here, to the east,

lay the broad, snow-covered valley
of the Mississippi ;

before us, at

the west, rose the cone of ice full

sixty feet in height, its wrinkled

surface all discolored and defaced,

inspiring naught of poetry, stifling

imagination. Moving northward

around the ungainly mass, and part

way up the north side of the gorge,
we reached a terrace which led be-

hind the cone and underneath the

overhanging ledge. We enter from

the north (by broad steps of ice,

each rising three or four inches

above the other) a hall twelve by

twenty feet, floored, columned, cur-

tained, arched, and walled with ice.

At somewhat regular intervals ellip-

tical columns of ice rose from floor

to spring of arch. Between these

columns curtains hung, with con-

volutes and folds and borders, fill-

ing all the space and all of ice.

Above us was the ledge of rock

overhanging the basin of the fall,

behind us the bluff, and under our

feet the terrace of earth midway

the cone
;
and all was paved and

curtained and ceiled with ice. Be-

fore us stood the upper half of the

cone, meeting the ledge above.

While giving play to admiration

of the architectural beauties of the

place, our ears were greeted with a

sound muffled or distant, as of fall-

ing water. Whence could this

come ? Could there be life or mo-
tion within that frozen mass ? In

the chill of that drear winter was
not the laughing voice of Minne-
haha hushed?
The sun was dropping down the

western sky. and a shadow length-
ened in the gorge below. The
broken edges of the ice which over-

hung the quiet stream gave back

the borrowed rays of sunlight more
brilliant than they came.

One of the party had, slung to

his side, the customary long-knife
of those days. With it in hand he

started in search of the creature

whose voice lured him on, not, as

the siren, to destruction, but to a

scene of beauty, brilliance, glory,
with which the fabled cave of Sta-

lacta was but as shadow. Between
him and the voice he sought a wall

of ice imposed. The knife at once
was called to play its part. Be-

tween two columns this wall was

cut away,,a window opened, through
which we saw the glories of the

wigwam. Our eyes were dazzled

and our senses mazed. The cur-

tain rent exposed to view the inner

surface of a dome high-arched and

perfect in its curves. From base,

through all its height, it was hung
with myriad stalactites of ice, which
seemed to point us to the laughing
voice still rippling on the waters far

below. These stalactites were cov-

ered thick with richest frost-work
;

and from ten thousand upon thou-

sand points the glinting light fell off

in floods. Near to the centre of the
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upper dome the waters of the

ii pour in in one broad sheet.

An instant only is such form pre-
1. The sheet of water breaks,

:md countless globes, from rain-

drops to a sphere the hand would

ly grasp with ease, comedown,
and break still more in passing

through theair, until within the basin

all is mist and spray. These globes
at first arrange themselves in sys-

not unlike the planetariums
of the schools, where sun and plu-

. ith their satellites, are shown
the youths, to aid such minds as

seek to learn the grander works of

i ms, as

11, are countless
;
and by com-

mon impulse, which means law, the

smaller range themselves about a

i central orb. And so they

pass through space, to fall upon
ol the pool in mist. Is

there no emblem here of life and
God?
And as we look, behold! the

walls and dome are striped and
d with silver and with gold;

then barred; and then again are

p.melled with this silver sheen and

gold. The gold and silver inter-

'lions, fade, return, as the

.HI Lights dissolve or chase

each otlur here and there. The
mystery of this party-colored scene

was soon resolved. The ice \ve

away with stones had let the

sun shine through the opening, and
the waters, flowing in, disputed pas-

\vith the light. There is an

ebb and (low in running water so

like to pulse-beats that it may not

o those who stop to

think, that ruder men have wor-

shipped streams as gods. This ebb
and llow upon the ledge so chang-
ed the depth of water there that

the sunlight, as it struggled through

these different depths (for ever

changing), cast the light in silver

or in gold upon the walls and dome.
And now the sun bows down still

more, and shines still more within

the dome ;
its rays are kissed by

countless water-drops, and chang-
ed by that caress from white to all

the colors of the bow orprism. But,

strange, no bow is formed ; but in

its stead a circle of the varied hues

is poised within the midst of all

this splendor, as though the sun

and flood had come to crown the

Indian maid, and vie with the ice-

king in doing fullest homage to his

ward.

Such is the legend realized. The
time, the accidents, and every im-

pediment we overcame seemed but

steps so prearranged that we might
see complete the efforts of the cold,

the light, the water, all combined to

create The Beautiful. It was the

meeting of extremes in harmony
for common end, instead of con-

flict. Here was a grand display of

powers without jealousy. The cold

took irresistible possession of the

water, mist, and spray, and reared

a work that art can scarcely copy.
Hut all was cold and chaste and
white. The light possessed itself

of the water also, but with a touch
so delicate and warm that color

mantled the coldest, chastest, whit-

ic.e.

Do you, dear reader, imagine
this a fancy sketch ? Be unde-
ceived. Three of the "four" still

verify its truth. The fourth has

fallen upon the outstretched arm of

the great Father of mankind. It is

in tribute to his memory that I

write; for never soul more chaste,
or heart more warm, or life more
full of love for all the beautiful,
made up a man.
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A RUSSIAN SISTER OF CHARITY. '

BY THE REY. C. TONBINI, BARNABITE

ON the fifth of August died in

Paris Sister Nathalie Natishkin, a

Russian by birth, and descended

from the same family from which

sprang the mother of Peter the

Great. Born on the TVth of May,
1820, Sister Nathalie Narishkin ab-

jured the Greek Church August the

iSth, 1844. This first step had cost

her a fearful struggle that struggle
of heart for which Jesus Christ pre-

pared us when he said,
"

I came to

set a man at variance against his

father, and a daughter against her

mother
"

(S. Matt. x. 35). We mean
that endurance which is perhaps
the hardest of martyrdoms, at least

when God requires it of a soul whose
love of him is combated by an un-

usual tenderness of affection towards

the authors of her being. Such was

Nathalie Narishkin.

But as any sacrifice we offer to

God enables us, by strengthening
our will, to make fresh sacrifices for

his love, she had not yet attained

the age of twenty-eight when she

resolved to follow more closely the

footsteps of our Lord, and in March,

1848, she entered the novitiate of

the Sisters of Charity in Paris. A
few years afterwards she was named

superioress of the convent in the

Rue St. Guillaume, where she died.

Foreigners who visit Catholic

countries often imagine themselves

acquainted with Catholicity when

they have hastily glanced through
the streets of our capitals, visited

the museums, the public buildings,

and theatres, and inspected the

Catholics in the churches at some

mid-day or one o'clock Mass on

Sundays. Hence it follows that in

reality they have nothing to relate

concerning the influence of the

Catholic faith in the sanctification

of souls. What would have been
their edification, and perhaps sur-

prise, had they visited that con-
vent of the Rue St. Guillaume, and
had the good-fortune to converse
with Sister Nathalie ! No one who

approached her could help feeling
that he was in. presence of a soul in

continual union with God, and in

whom self-abnegation and the pro-
foundes't humility had grown, as it

were, into a second nature. With
these qualities, which at once
struck the beholders, she combin-
ed the most refined gentleness of

manners and- language a gentle-
ness which, let us remark, was in her

the same when soliciting from the

Emperor Alexander II., at the Ely-

se'e, in 1867, permission to enter

Russia for the purpose of nursing
the sick attacked with cholera, as

when answering the meanest beg-

gar asking at her hands a morsel

of bread.
"
Every one who had to

deal with Sister Narishkin depart-
ed satisfied

"
this is the general

testimony of all who ever had oc-

casion to speak with her.

It is needless to add that, with

regard to charity that virtue which
is the special vocation of the daugh-
ters of S. Vincent de Paul, and the

surest token of true Christianity, as

pointed out by Christ himself-

Sister Nathalie was second to no

one
;
and this was made manifest on
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the day of her funeral by the mul-

titude of poor who accompanied her

remains to the cemetery, and the

tears they shed on their way to the

grave. What is the pomp of the

sepulture of kings and the great
of the nations when compar-

ed to this tribute to the memory
of a Catholic Sister?

Father Gagarin, S.J., himself a

Russian convert, though scarcely
'\ered from an illness, and in

spite of his age and physical suffer-

which did not permit him to

walk without difficulty, and leaning
on a stick would not fail to follow

the funeral on foot. The body was

deposited in the Cemetery of Mont
1'arnasse in that same cemetery
where for fifteen years past have re-

posed the remains of that other

Russian convert and liarnabite fa-

ther, Schouvaloff, who, speaking of

those among his countrymen who
had become Catholics, said :

"
Fear

not, little flock ; we are the first-

fruits of that union which every
Christian should desire, and which

we know will take place. Fear not ;

our sufferings and our prayers will

find grace before God. Russia will

/>f Catholic."

NEW PUBLICATIONS.

THE ILHTSTRATKII CATHOLIC FAMir.Y AL-
MANAC roit Till', I'M i i-.i> Si A i

mi. VI.AR OF OUR LORD 1875. Cal-

culated for Different Parallels of Lati-

tude, and Adapted for Use through-
out the Country. New York : The
Catholic Publication Society.
This annual is already known in al-

most every Catholic home in the land.

Its cheapness places it within the reach
>)! all, whilst its literary and artistic ex-

nce renders it acceptable even to the

most fastidious. The issue for 1875 even

siirpassrs its predecessors in the variety
<>!" subjects treated and in the beauty of its

illustrations.

Publications of this kind undoubtedly
do very much to awaken a truly Catholic

interest in the contemporary history of the

church, and therefore tend to enlarge the

views and widen the sympathies of our

people. The life-current of the universal

church is borne through the whole earth,
and whatever anywhere concerns her
welfare is of importance to Catholics

everywhere.
The opening sketch in the Almanac for

the year which even now "waiteth at the

door
"
carries us to Rome, in a biographi-

cal notice of Cardinal Barnabo, whose

name will long be held in grateful re-

membrance in the United States.

There are also sketches of the lives ol

the late Archbishop Kenrick, Archbishop
Blnnc of New Orleans, Bishop Whelan.

Bishop McFarland brief, but sufficiently

comprehensive to give one an insight
into the character and labors of these

apostolic men. Col. Meline and Dr.

Huntington, who strove so faithfully and
so successfully, as men of letters, to de-

fend and adorn Catholic truth, receive

due tribute, and are held up as examples
for those of our Catholic young men to

whom God has given talent and oppor-

tunity of education.

Cardinal Mezzofanti, the greatest of lin-

guists; Cardinal Allen, who was the first

president, and we may say founder, of the

Douay College, which, during the dark-

est peijod of the history of the Catholic

Churrfi in England, gave so many noble
confessors of the faith to Great Britain

;

Archbishop Ledochowski, who is to-day

suffering for Christ in the dungeons of

Ostrowo, all pass before us in the pages
of the Catholic Almanac for 1875.
Then we have sketches of John O'Don-

ovan, the famous Irish antiquarian ;
of

Father Gahan, the great Irish preacher; ol
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Father Clavigero, the historian of Mexico

and California, and of Joan of Arc, whose

name may yet be inscribed by the church

among those of her saints. The miscel-

laneous matter with which the present
issue of the Catholic Almanac is filled

has been chosen with admirable tact and

with a special view to the wants of our

own people.
If the standard of excellence which

this publication has now reached be

maintained, it cannot fail to command a

steadily increasing patronage, and to be-

come in yet wider circles an instrument

for good.

NOTES ON THE SECOND PLENARY COUN-
CIL OF BALTIMORE. By Rev. S. Smith,

D.D., formerly Professor of Sacred

Scripture, Canon Law, and Ecclesias-

tical History at Seton Hall Seminary.
New York : P. O'Shea. 1874.

The author of these Notes makes his

observations on a considerable number
of very practical questions, some of which

are of the greatest moment and of no
small difficulty, with great modesty and
moderation of language. Evidently, he

seeks to promote piety, discipline, and
the well-being of the church in an orderly

manner, and with due respect to authority
and established usage. The Decrees of
the SecffiiJ Plenary Comcil of Baltimore

is intended as a text-book of instruction

for the clergy and seminarists on what we
:I;.M call

"
pastoral theology

"
that is, on

the whole range of subjects relating to

the conduct, preaching, and administra-

tion of those who are invested to a lesser

or greater degree with the pastoral office.

The author makes the Act^of the' Council

therefore the basis of his Notes, or familiar

disquisitions on practical topics of canon

law, giving also a general exposition of

certain fundamental canonical principles
and laws, chiefly derived from the stan-

dard authors Soglia and Tarquini. Some
valuable documents are also contained

in the appendix. Such a work as this is

evidently one that, if it can be made com-

plete, and also carry with it sufficient

intrinsic and extrinsic authority to give

its statements and opinions due weight,
will be one of great utility. Due respect

to the author, who has given us the results

of careful and conscientious labor, as well

as the great importance of the topics he

discusses, demand that e should nut

attempt to express a iuJ';ment ii( on his

work or the opinions contained in it with-

out a minute and detailed examination
and discussion of every point, supported

by reasons and authorities. We are not

prepared to do this at present. We may
sav, however, that, in our opinion, a work
of this kind cannot, easily be brought to

completion by a first and single effort.

It is, in many respects, tentative in its

character. As such, we regard it as a

promising effort, creditable to its author,

and in many ways likely to prove a ser-

viceable manual for the clergy and those

who are engaged in teaching canon law

in seminaries.

THE MISTRESS OF THE MANSE. By J.

G. Holland. New York : Scribner,

Armstrong cS: Co. 1874.
We never pardon the reviewer who

praises a novel by telling us its plot.
Therefore we shall not spoil the pleasure
of the reader by revealing the story of this

poem. We will only say that the heroine

is the wife of a "country parson," and
that their conjugal life is beautifully
drawn. A Catholic will not find any-

thing to move his righteous indignation,
as he did in the author's Marble Prophecy

though here and there he will come upon
something which

" In the light of deeper eyes
Is matter for a flying sinile."

For instance, a poet who can write such

Tennysonian verse does not blush to

place in the same "evangelical
"

library

"Augustine" and " Ansel "
(we suppose

he means S. Anselm) by the side of

u Great Luther, with his great disputes,
And Calvin with his finished scheme ''

(!)

After the flood of light which even Prot-

estant research has poured on the char-

acters of Luther and Calvin., how can a

poet (of all men) dare to hold them up to

admiration?

MARIA MONK'S DAVC.IITER. An Autom-

ography. By Mrs. L. St. John Eckel.

New York : Published for the Author

by the United Stales Publishing Co..

13 University Place. 187.1.

The writer of this notice wcil remem-
bers reading, when a boy of fifteen, tin-

A'i'ful Discfosiires of Maria Monk, and

Six Months in a Convent, by Rebecca
Reed. With great satisfaction he recalls

the fact that his own father, who was a

Presbyterian minister of Connecticut, to-

gether with a very large number of other

most respectable Protestants, condemned
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and repudiated tlir calumnies ol Maria

Monk tioin tin- lusl iiiniiirnt of tln-ii pin.

lication. The clicct of these bunks and

ot [lie exposure M hnnoiably made by
Col. Stiinc on oiii own vomig mind, and

undo;. MI the minds ol thousands

besides, \v.is to open our eyes to the lalse'

I misrep-
-.lations oi the Catholic religion and

its prute>sors which have been life among
1'iotestaiiis, and an- still prevalent among
the less enlightened of them, both gentle
and simple. Afterwards the task de-

volved upon us to prepare a set of docu-
ments concerning Rebecca Reed and
Maria Monk which Bishop England had

collected, for publication in the edition of

his works issued by his successor in the

ol Charleston. While we were cor-

recting tin: last proofs of the printer at

Philadelphia, the Times of that morning
furnished us the last item of news respect-

ing the unfortunate Maria Monk, which
came to the knowledge of the public be-

fore the publication of the volume under

notice, vi/.. , that she had died in a cell on
Swell's Island. After the lapse of

twenty-live veais, we find before us the

autobiography of a daughter of Maria

Monk, who seeks to expiate her mother's

ciime, and to make reparation for the

:;; done to the clergy and religious
of the Catholic Church by her pietended
disclosures made in the fictitious charac-

ter of an escaped nun. The unhappy
young woman herself, though we believe

she was die daughter of an English offi-

i Montie.d, seems to have had a very
unkind mother, and, for some reason to

us unknown, to have been brought up
without education, and early turned adrift

without any protection. Having fallen

into a condition of desperate miseiy, she
Med to the expedient of inventing

her A'i'f::! J>isi/i<mret in order to get

money and escape from present wretch-

uen far more malicious
and base in their villany than this poor

MII girl, so much sinned against and
so feailully punished for her own sins

that we pity more than we blame her
who ihe vile book of Awful

1 published it under the
nan;. \M> H.\i i x, .heated her
out of hi i ,i : profits. We are

glad to nfamy once more ex-
!. and the honor of the Catholic re-

ligion avenged. Although the most hon-
"i Protestants are exempt

from complicity with this and Similar

gross libel i H s and caricatures

of all they hold dear and sacicd, ue

tin less their cause and name are

graced by the fact that they aie so fre-

quently and gcncially implicated in a

mode .iiholic Chinch
which is dishonoiable. The statements

which are continually made current among
them ii-specting Catholics and their re-

ligion, and which are so generally be-

lieved, do no credit to their intelligence

or fairness. We ienninbei hearing the

Archbishop of Westminsti i remark that

the most ridiculous fables about the Cath-

olic religion are accepted as truth among
the aristocratic residents of the West End
of London. The coarse and angry as-

saults of the English press upon the Mar

qtiis of Ripon, on account of his conver-

sion, show, what Dr. Newman has so hu-

morously and graphically described, the

extent and obstinacy of vulgar prejudice
and hostility in England. There is less

here, and it is diminishing; yet there is

enough to make Mrs. Eckel's audacious

spring into the arena of combat against
it well timed as well as chivalrous.

We do not intend a criticism on her

book, but merely, as an act of justice to

one who has braved the criticism of the

world, to aid herself and her book to

"meet this criticism fairly, without preju-
dice from any false impressions which

may be taken from its title. We there

fore mention the fact, which may not be

known to those who have not read the

book or any correct account of its con-

tents, that Maria Monk, according to the

probable evidence furnished in the book,
and which does not seem to have any-

thing opposed to it, was really married to

a man who was a gentleman by birth and
of respectable connections, although re-

duced by his youthful follies to a condi-

tion which was always precarious and
sometimes very destitute. Mrs. Eckel is

the offspring of this marriage. After a

childhood of hardship, she was adopted
into a respectable family related to her

father, Mr. St. John, and made the most
strenuous efforts to acquire the education

and good manners which are suitable for

a lady. She married a gentleman of re-

spectable position and of very superior
intellectual gifts and culture. Mr. Eckel,
who afterwards fell into distressed cir-

cumstances, and' died in a very tragical
manner. Mrs. Eckel separated herself

from him some time before this occurred,
and very shortly before the birth of her
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daughter, as it seems to us for very

good reasons which exonerate her from

all blame for the misery into which her

husband fell when he lost the support of

her sustaining arm. The remarkable

history of her subsequent career in Paris

must be sought for in the pages of the

autobiography. The circles in which she

moved while there were the highest, and

many of her intimate friends were persons
of not only exalted rank, but of the most

exemplary piety, and of universal fame

among Catholics. Of her own accord,

without either compulsion or advice, she

did what she was not bound in conscience

to do abandoned her brilliant position in

the world, made known the secret of her

origin, and has now thrown open the his-

tory of her life to the inspection of the

world. That history must plead for itself

and for the author before impartial and

judicious readers. In our opinion it is

substantially true. We believe the au-

thor has written it from a good motive,

and that she is sincere in her statements.

Divested of all the adventitious glitter of

the successful woman of the world, she

presents herself for precise!)' what she is

in herself, and, as we think, is far more

worthy of honor and respect now than

ever before, or than the most brilliant

marriage in France could have made her.

Kverybody who can read this book
will do so, as a matter of course, even if

they have no other motive tlmn they would
have in reading one of Thackeray's ro-

mances. It is a romance in real life, and

an instance of the truth of the old adage,
"Truth is stranger than fiction." Such

fictitious works as Lothair and the Schiin-

berg-Cotta Family have served as a po-
lemical weapon against the Catholic

Church, and we do not see why a roman-
tic but true history, of much greater lit-

erarj' merit than the whole class of that

sort of trash, should not answer a good
purpose on the other side. If the readers

of the book find in it many things open
to criticism, and jarring upon a delicate

and cultivated Catholic sense of propriety
and reverence, they should remember that

the author lacks the advantage of long
and careful Catholic discipline, is still

comparatively young, and a novice in

everything that relates to the spiritual

and religious life. She does not profess
to give the history of her life as a model
to be imitated, or to instruct others as

one competent to teach on spiritual mat-

ters, but to write her confessions for the

encouragement of other wayward and

wandering souls, and to speak out freely
what she thinks as she goes along, with

very little regard to censure or fear of it.

There seems a Nemesis in the publi-

cation of such a book which should givx
1

a salutary lesson to those who dare to

throw dirt on the spotless robe of the

( 'atholic Church. We have often thought
that this Nemesis is frequently apparent
of late in the punishments which have

come from divine or human justice on

notorious corrupters of public and pri-

vate morals. Dreadful as are the actual

corruptions and the corrupt tendencies

in the tiosom of our political and social

state, we hope this is a sign that God has

not abandoned us. It is hardly necessary
to say that this is not a book suitable for

very young people.
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THE PERSECUTION OF THE CHURCH IN THE GERMAN
EMPIRE.

CONCLUDKD.

IN the spring of 1870, whilst the

discussion concerning the oppor-
tuneness of defining the infallibility

of the Pope was attracting the at-

tention of every one, and when the

distant mutterings of the Franco-
Prussian war were not yet audible,
the leading organs of the Party of

Progress in Berlin sought to weigh
the probable results of a definition,

by the Vatican Council, of the much-
talked-of dogma. In case the Pope
should be declared infallible, the

Volksseitung, of Berlin, affirmed that

many would favor the interference

of the government to prevent all

further intercourse between the bi-

shopsof Prussia and the Roman Pon-

tiff, which would result in the crea-

tion of a national church wholly in-

dependent of Rome.
But this organ of the Party of

Progress openly avowed that there

was not the slightest probability
that the state could, by any means
at its command, succeed in separat-

ing the Catholic Church in Prussia

from communion with the See of

Peter; nor was there, it confessed
with perfect candor, a single bishop
in Germany who would desire such
a separation.
And yet. as we have shown in a

former article, the task which the

German Empire has set itself is pre-

cisely the one which is here pro-
nounced impossible; and we propose
now to continue the history of the

tyrannical enactments and harsh

measures by which the worshippers
of the God-State hope to destroy
the faith of thirteen millions of

Catholics. The project of the Falk
laws was brought before the Land-

tag on the gth of January, 1873, and
on the 3oth of the same month the

Catholic episcopate of the kingdom
of Prussia entered a solemn protest

against this iniquitous- attempt to

violate the most sacred rights of

conscience and religion.
In the name of the natural law,

Entered accordinj; to Act of Congress, in the year 1874, by Rev. I. T. HBCKBR, in the Office of
the Librarian of Congress, at Washington, D. C.

VOL. XX. 28
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of the historical and lawfully-ac-

quired rights of the church in Ger-

mai/y, of the treaties concluded by
the crown of Prussia with the Holy
See, and, in fine, in the name of the

express recognition of these rights

by the Constitution, they protest

against the violation of the inalien-

able right of the Catholic Church to

exist in the integrity of its doctrine,

its constitution, and its discipline.
It is of the duty and right of each

bishop, they declare, to teach the

Catholic doctrine and administer

the sacraments within his own dio-

cese ;
it is also of his duty and right

to educate, commission, and appoint
the priests who are his co-operators
and representatives in the sacred

ministry; and it is of his duty and

right to exhort and encourage them
in the fulfilment of their charge, and,
when they obstinately refuse to obey
the doctrine and laws of the church,
to depose them from office, and to

forbid them the exercise of all ec-

clesiastical functions
;

all of which

rights are violated by the proposed
laws. As to the Royal Court for

Ecclesiastical Affairs, they affirm

that they can never recognize its

competency, and that they can see

in it only an attempt to reduce the

divinely-constituted church to a

non-Catholic and national institu-

tion.

The Memorial concludes with

the following noble and solemn
words :

" Concord between church and
state is the safeguard of the spirit-

ual and the temporal power ;
the

indispensable condition of the wel-

fare of all human society. The

bishops, the priests, the Catholic

people, are not the enemies of the

state
; they are not intolerant, un-

just, rancorous towards those of a

different faith. They ask nothing
so much as to live in peace with all

men
;
but they demand that they

themselves be permitted to live ac-

cording to their faith, of the divin-

ity and truth of which they are

most thoroughly convinced. They
require that the integrity of reli-

gion and their church and the liber-

ty of their conscience be left invio-

late, and they are resolved to de-

fend their lawful freedom, and even

the smallest right of the church,
with all energy and without fear.

" From our inmost souls, in the

interest of the state as much as of

the church, we conjure and im-

plore the authorities to abandon
the disastrous policy which they
have taken up, and to give back to

the Catholic Church, and to the

millions of the faithful of that

church who are in Prussia and in

the Empire, peace, religious liberty,

and security in the possession of

their rights, and not to impose

upon us laws obedience to which

is incompatible, for every bishop
and for every priest and for all

Catholics, with the fulfilment of du-

ty laws, consequently, which vio-

late conscience, are morally im-

possible, and which, if carried into

execution by force, will bring un-

told misery upon our faithful Cath-

olic people and our German fath-

erland."

The organs of the government
declared that the Memorial was

an ultimatum,
"
a declaration of

war"; that "it was impossible to

keep the peace with these bishops ;

and that they should be reduced as

soon as possible to a state in which

they could do no harm." Accord-

ingly, the discussion of the Falk laws

was hurried up, and they were adopt-
ed in May by a majority of two-

thirds.

In the meantime, the govern-
ment continued to follow up its

harsh measures against the reli-
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gious orders, going so far as to close

the churches of royal patronage in

Poland, in order to prevent their

consecration to the Sacred Heart
of Jesus. It even forbade the

children of the schools to assist at

the devotions of the Sacred Heart.

The Catholic casinos were clos-

ed
; the Congregations of the Bless-

ed Virgin, the Society of the Holy
Childhood, and other religious as-

sociations were suppressed. The
Catholic soldiers of the Prussian

army bad already been outraged

by having their church in Cologne
turned over to the Old Catholics.

By the beginning of 1873 nearly
all the Jesuits had withdrawn from

the territory of the German Em-
pire, and taken refuge in France,

England, Austria, Belgium, Brazil,

the Indies, and the United States.

Those who still remained were in-

terned, and, deprived of all means
of subsistence, placed under the

supervision of the police. The

government next proceeded to take

steps to suppress those religious or-

ders which it considered as affiliat-

ed to the Jesuits. A mission which

the Redemptorists were giving at

Wehlen, near Trevcs, was broken up
by the police. Another mission

which they were about to open at

Oberjosbach (Nassau) was inter-

dicted
;
whilst almost at the same

time several Redemptorists were

decorated
"
for services rendered

to the fatherland during the war."

A community of Lazarists at Kulm
was dissolved, and houses of the

Ladies of the Sacred Heart, of

the Sisters of Notre Dame, of

the Sisters of Charity, and of the

Sisters of S. Charles were closed.

Van Gerlach, the President of

the Court of Appeals of Magdeburg,
himself a Protestant, has informed

us, in a pamphlet which he publish-
ed about this time, of the effect of

these persecutions upon the Catho-
lics of Germany.

" As for the Catholic Church,"
he wrote, "persecutions strengthen
her. In fact, her moral power is

increased under pressure. The
Catholic Church is to-day more

zealous, more compact, more unit-

ed, more confident of herself, more

energetic, and better organized, than

she was at the commencement of

1871. The Roman Catholics have

good reason to be thankful that

their church has gained in faith, in

the spirit of sacrifice and prayer, in

devoutness in worship, and in all

Christian virtues.
"
It is even evident that the in-

terior force of the religious orders,

especially that of the Jesuits, has

been proportionately augmented.
Around these proscribed men gath-
er all those who love them to

protect and help them."
The courageous conduct of the

German bishops in taking a firm and
decided stand against the persecu-
tors of the church met with the

almost unanimous approval of both

priests and people. Dr. Dollinger
and his sect were forgotten. If there

had ever been any life in the im-

possible thing, it went out in the

first breath of the storm that was

breaking over the church. All the

cathedral chapters gave in their

adhesion to their respective bishops,
and their example was followed by
the pastors, rectors, and vicars of

the eleven Prussian dioceses. They
repelled with horror, to use the

words of the clergy of Fulda, the

attempt to separate the members
from the head, and to give to the

priesthood tutors in the person of

a state official. Even the twenty-
nine deacons of the Seminary of

Gnesen entered their protest, recall-

ing in their address to Archbishop
Ledochowski the beautiful words
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of S. Laurence to Pope Sixtus as

he was led to martyrdom : Quo
sine filio, pater ?

The Catholic nobility, in their

meeting at Miinster in January,

1873, openly proclaimed their fidel-

ity to the church and their firm

resolve to defend her rights and

liberties; and the Catholic people

began to organize throughout the

Empire.
" The Association of the Catho-

lic Germans," which now counts its

members by hundreds of thousands,
was formed, with the motto, Neither

rebel nor apostate. Its Wanderver-

saminliingen (migratory reunions)

spring up everywhere, and become
the centre of Catholic life. This
association is based upon the

constitutional law,
'

its acts are

public, the means it employs are

lawful, and the end it aims at is

distinctly formulated in its statutes.

In this manner the Catholics of

Germany prepared themselves, not

to commit acts of violence or to

transgress the law, but to offer a

passive resistance to tyranny and

oppression, to uphold liberty of

conscience against state omnipo-
tence, and to suffer every evil

rather than betray their souls'

faith.

The Imperial government, on the

other hand, showed no intention of

withdrawing its arbitrary measures,
but through its organs openly de-

clared that
"
the execution of the

clerical laws would form a clergy
as submissive and tractable as the

Prussian army
"

;
whilst Herr Falk

proclaimed in the Reichstag
"
that

the government was resolved to

make use of every means which the

law placed within its power; and
if the present laws were not suffi-

cient, others would be framed to en-

sure their execution."

The ukase, signed by Bismarck on

the aotli of May, 1873, suppressed
the convents of the Redemptorists,
of the Fathers of the Holy Ghost,
of the Lazarists, and of the Ladies
of the Sacred Heart

;
and the mem-

bers of these orders were command-
ed to abandon their houses before

the end of the following November.
The Ladies of the Sacred Heart
were accused of desiring to acquire
"universal spiritual dominion."
The bishops were called on t

submit for the approval of the gov-
ernment, in accordance with the

tenor of the May laws, the plan of

studies and the disciplinary rules

of their diocesan seminaries
; which,

of course, they declined to do,

whilst foreseeing that their action

would bring about the closing of

these institutions. Herr Falk, the

Minister of Worship, ordered an ex-

amination into the revenues of the

different parishes, without even ask-

ing the co-operation of the bishops ;

and the civil authorities were warn-

ed of their duty to notify the gov-
ernment of any changes which
should be made in the body of the

clergy. The police received orders

to interfere, at certain points, with

Catholic pilgrimages, which, in

other instances, were positively in-

terdicted.

The annual allowance of t\velve

hundred thalers to Mgr. Ledo-

chowski, Archbishop of Posen, was

withdrawn, his seminary was closed,

and all teachers were forbidden to

ask his permission to give religious

instruction. In November, 1873,

the archbishop's furniture was seiz-

ed
;
even his paintings were carried

off. The people, gathering in crowds,

shouted after the officials :

"
Thief !

thief!" On the 23d of the same

month Mgr. Ledochowski was con-

demned to pay a fine of five thou-

sand four hundred thalers, or, in

default, to an imprisonment of two
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years, for having made nine ap-

pointments to ecclesiastical offices

rontrary to the laws of May.
IJefore the end of December, the

lines imposed upon the archbishop
readied twenty-one thousand tha*

UTS. In January, 1874, he was

cited before a delegate judge of the

Royal Court for Ecclesiastical Af-

fairs, but refused to appear, since he

could not, in conscience, recognize
the competency of a civil tribunal to

pass sentence on themanner in which

he had exercised his pastoral func-

tions. He moreover averred that, in

rase the threat to drag him into

court should be carried out, it was

his firm resolve to say nothing.
Several priests of the Diocese of

Posen had already been incarcerat-

ed for failure to pay the fines of the

government, and on the 3d of last

February, at five o'clock in the

morning, the archbishop was himself

arrested and carried off to prison in

< )strowo, a town of about seven

thousand inhabitants, chiefly Pro-

lestants and Jews.
The bishops of Prussia at once

drew up a letter to the clergy and

the Catholic people of their dioces-

es, in which they declared that" the

only crime of Archbishop Ledo-
i liowski was thatof havingchosento
suffer everything rather than betray
the liberty of the church of God
and deny Catholic truth, sealed by
tue precious blood of the Saviour."

The canons of the Chapter of

Posen were ordered by the govern-
ment to elect a capitular-vicar;
and as they declined to give their

approval to the cruel and unjust

imprisonment of their archbishop, a

state official was appointed to take

charge of the affairs of the diocese.

1'n it'u the priests and people of

russian Poland remain firm, and
i\x noble examples of steadfast-

ness in the faith.

The history of the persecution
in one diocese is, with a few un-

important differences, that of all.

More than a year ago, the annual

allowance of three thousand four

hundred and seventy thalers made
to the Theological Seminary of Co-

logne was withdrawn. . Archbishop
Melchers and his vicar-general were

cited before a civil tribunal for

the excommunication of two apos-
tates. The Lazarists were driven

from the preparatory seminaries of

Neuss and Milnstereifel.

On the 2zd of November, 1873,
the archbishop was condemned to

pay a fine of twenty-five hundred
thalers for five appointments made
in violation of the May laws ; and al-

most every week thereafter new fines

were imposed, until finally his furni-

ture was seized on the 3d of last Feb-

ruary, and in a very short time the

venerable prelate was incarcerated,

not even his lawyer being allowed

to visit him. His prison-cell was

thought to be too comfortable, and
he was soon changed to one under

the very roof of the jail. A great
number of pastors and vicars of

his diocese were deprived of their

positions, and some of them impri-
soned.

On the 2oth of November, 1873,
the priests of twenty-eight towns
and villages of the Diocese of

Treves were interdicted by the

government, and the bishop fined

thirty-six hundred thalers. The
Theological Seminary was closed,
" not to be reopened until the bishop
and rector should accept in good
faith the laws of May, 1873." Any
seminarians who might be found
there on the I2th of January, 1874,
were to be forcibly ejected.
The 151)1 of this same month

the professors were forbidden to

instruct the students of theology,
under penalty of a fine of fifteen
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thalers or five days' imprisonment
for each offence

;
and this prohibi-

tion is to remain in vigor until the

bishop accepts the Falk laws. On
the 2ist of January, an inventory
of the furniture of the episcopal

palace was taken. The goods
were sold at public auction on the

6th of February ;
in a few days,

Bishop Eberhard was thrown into

prison ;
and before the end of last

August sixty of his priests were

confessing the faith in the dun-

geons of Treves and Coblentz.

The old Dominican convent in

Treves had been converted into a

prison, and it is there that the bi-

shop and some thirty of his priests
were incarcerated. The prison dis-

cipline is rigid and harsh in the ex-

treme. These confessors of Christ are

forced out of their beds at five

o'clock in the morning, and from this

until they retire at nine in the even-

ing they must either walk to and fro

in their cells, or sit upon stools, since

chairs are not allowed. If during
the day they wish to lie down for a

moment, an official at once informs

them that this is not permitted ;
if

they lean against the wall, the table,

or the bed, they again receive the

same warning. A jailer accom-

panies them whenever necessi-

ty forces them to leave their cells.

All letters to and from the prison
are read by the officials, and, in

case the slightest pretext can be

found, are destroyed. None save

those who have voluntarily given
themselves up, and who, after a first

imprisonment, have not received an

ovation from the people, are allow-

ed to say Mass. The bishop is

permitted to celebrate the Holy
Sacrifice, but no one is suffered to

be present except the server aiid

the indispensable government offi-

cial.

The food seems scarcely suffi-

cient to sustain life. We have
received from a most reliable per-

son, who during the past summer
examined into this whole matter on
the spot, the bill of fare of the

priests confined in the prison of

Treves, which we here submit to

our readers :

Breakfast. Dinner. Supper.
Sunday . .. .Porridge. Peas Soup and Bread.

Monday.. ..Coffee.... Beans Soup and Bread.

Tuesday Porridge Potatoes. . . Soup and Dread.

Wednesday.. Soup Rye Meal. Soup and Bread.

Thursday Soup Peas Porridge.
Friday Coffee.. . . Rice Soup.
Saturday.. . Porridge . Cabbage. . .Soup.

Three times in the week, each of

the prisoners receives a small piece
of meat, and this is the only change
ever made in the bill of fare which
we have just given. What we have
called "porridge" is known at

Treves under the name of Schlicht.

and is a kind of flour-paste. When
we reflect that there are in Germany
to-day not less than a thousand

priests who are suffering this slow
and cruel martyrdom, we shall be
able to realize that the present

pagan persecution may in all truth

be compared to those which, in the

first ages of Christianity, gave to the

church her legions of martyrs and
confessors. It is not necessary
that we should enter into a detail-

ed account of the persecution in

the other dioceses of Germany.
The same scenes are everywhere
enacted fines, citations, seizure of

effects, interdicts, and imprison-

ments, on the part of the govern-

ment; whilst the Catholics, stand-

ing in unshaken fidelity to God and

conscience, suffer in patience every
outrage that their enemies can in-

flict, rather than betray the sacred

cause of the religion of Christ. The
May laws of 1873 did not prove

sufficiently harsh or tyrannical to

satisfy the Prussian infidels
;
and

they were consequently supplement-
ed by clauses which passed both
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houses of the Reichstag last May.
In virtue of these amendments, the

state can decree the sequestration
of the goods of an ecclesiastical

post not occupied in the manner

prescribed by the Falk laws. In

this case, these goods are to be ad-

ministered by a royal commissary.
The Royal Court for Ecclesiasti-

cal Affairs receives the power to

depose bishops ; and, this deposi-
tion being once pronounced, they
are forbidden to exercise any eccle-

siastical functions in their respec-
tive dioceses, which by this very
fact are placed under interdict.

When the bishop is deposed by the

Royal Court, the cathedral chapter
is summoned to 'proceed to elect

his successor
;
and in case it fails

to comply with this injunction
within ten days, all goods belong-

ing to the episcopal see, as well as

those of the chapter of the diocese,
and of the parishes, are sequestrat-
ed and administered by the govern-
ment.

This miserable legislation gives
to the state the entire spiritual

power, and ignores alike the rights
of God and those of the free Chris-

tian conscience. Still, it is only
the legitimate and logical expres-
sion of the views and aims of the

modern heathendom which is or-

gani/ing throughout Europe for

the destruction of the religion of

Christ.

The May laws of 1873 required
the bishops to convert all the

incumbents having charge of
churches into permanent and irre-

movable parish priests ; in conse-

quence of which the position of
twelve hundred and forty-one in-

cumbents in the Rhine Province
her,nne illegal on the nth of last

May. A general interdict was
therefore expected, and even a pro-
cess to compel the bishop to com-

ply with this clause was looked for;

but Herr Falk seems to have
been frightened by his own legis-

lation, since already, on the 8th

of May, he announced in the

Reichstag that only those priests
whom "the government considered

dangerous
"
would be notified of

the proceedings taken against the

bishops, and that no others would
be held to come under the opera-
tion of the law. In this manner
the Prussian Minister of Worship
avoided the odium of a general in-

terdict, whilst by a slower process
he hopes eventually to bring about

this result. The moment the in-

cumbent of a church receives offi-

cial notification that his bishop
has been put under restraint, he is

by the very fact forbidden to per-
form any ecclesiastical function,
and his post is considered vacant.

The Landrath then declares this

vacancy, and invites the parishion-
ers to prepare for the election of a.

successor to their former pastor.
That this election may take

place, it suffices that ten men, who
are of age and in the full posses-
sion of their civil rights, put in an

appearance, that the person chosen ,.

by them and approved of by the

civil authority may be recognized
as the lawful incumbent.

The evident aim of this law is to

create a schism in every parish in

the German Empire, which, by fo-

menting divisions amongst the Ca-

tholics, would greatly aid the gov-
ernment in its efforts to destroy the

church. But this is only one of

innumerable instances in which the

persecutors have been wholly mis-

taken.

They counted first upon the

weakness of the Catholic bishops ;

confidently expecting that one or

the other of them would place him-

self at the head of the Old Catho-
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lies, and thus, whilst causing great
scandal in the church, give to that

still-born sect at least a semblance
of respectability. But not one
of the German prelates wavered.

They go to prison, like the apos-

tles, rejoicing that they are found

worthy to suffer for Christ, and de-

clare that they are willing to shed

their blood for the holy cause.

Their enemies are not more ready
to inflict than they to bear every-

thing for the love of Jesus. Then,
there was no doubt in the minds
of the Prussian infidels that large
numbers of the clergy would take

advantage of the bribes offered by
government to apostates to throw
off the authority of the bishops,
and to constitute themselves into a

schismatical body. On the con-

trary, the persecution has only
drawn tighter the bonds which
unite the priests with their chief

pastors. In all Germany there

have not been found more than

thirty rationalistic professors and

suspended priests who were willing
to take sides with Dollinger in his

rebellion
;
and the juridically-pro-

ven immorality of Bishop Rein-
kens will no doubt give us a true

insight into the characters of most
of the men who have elected him
their ecclesiastical superior.
When the persecutors found that

both bishops and priests were im-

movable in their devotion to the

church, they appealed to the Ca-
tholic people, and, by the laws of

last May, placed it in their power
to create a schism, by giving them
the right to elect their own pastors,
with the promise that government
would turn the churches over to

them. But this attempt to show
that the bishops and priests of Ger-

many have not the sympathy and

confidence of the laity has met
with signal rebuke.

The elections for the Prussian

Landtag in November, 1873, and
those for the Reichstag in January
last, had not merely a political sig-

nificance ; their bearing upon the

present and future welfare of the

church in the German Empire is of

the greatest importance. Opportuni-

ty was given to the Catholic people to

make a public confession of faith
;

to declare, in words which could not

be misunderstood, whether or not

they were resolved to stand firm in

the struggle into which their leaders

had been forced.

In the November elections, in

spite of every effort of the govern-
ment, the Catholics increased their

representatives in the Landtag from

fifty-two to eighty-nine; whilst in the

Reichstag their members have grown
from sixty-three to considerably
more than one hundred.

The entire Rhenish Province elect-

ed Catholics. Cologne, Diisseldorf,

Treves, Coblentz, Aix-la-Chapelle,

Crefeld, Bonn, Neuss, Diiren, Essen,

Malmedy, Mulheim, all the cities

of the Lower Rhine, made their vote
an act of faith. Windthorst, the

leader of the Catholic party, was
elected at Meppen (Hanover) over

Falk, the author of the May laws,

by a majority of nearly fifteen thou-

sand. The entire vote for Falk was

only three hundred and forty-seven.
The result of the elections un-

doubtedly startled the government,
and possibly shook Bismarck's con-

fidence in the power of persecution
to destroy Catholic faith ; but the

struggle had grown too fierce to al-

low him to think of withdrawing.
On the contrary, the firmness of

the Catholic people incited the per-
secutors to still harsher measures ;

but nothing that they have done or

can do will succeed in breaking the

combined passive opposition of the

clergy and the laity.



The Persecution of tlie C/ntrc/i in the German Empire. 441

In the Vatican Council, the most

determined resistance to the defini-

tion of the infallibility of the Pope
was made by the German bishops,
who felt no hesitation in openly de-

claring with what anxiety they re-

garded the probable effects of such

a definition upon the Catholics of

their own country. Divisions, apos-

tasies, schisms, seemed imminent
;

and it is not easy now to determine

what might have been the result had
not God's providence interfered.

In the first place, at the very mo-
ment when the definition was made,
the terrible conflict between France
and Prussia broke forth, and raged
so fiercely that the loud earth was
struck dumb, and men held their

breath till it should be ended. In

the meantime, the angry feelings
aroused by the discussions in the

Vatican Council had, in great mea-

sure, been calmed, and it was possi-
ble to take a fairer and more dis-

passionate view of the whole subject.
Then the attempt of the govern-

ment to destroy the Catholic Church
in Germany, by tearing it away from
its allegiance to the Pope, and de-

basing it to a mere function of the

state, roused those who might have
been disposed to waver, and brought
about a universal reawakening of

faith. It is the fate of the enemies
of God's people to bless when they
mean to curse. In fact, when
Catholics begin to suffer, they

begin to triumph ; and hence even
those who hate us have of nothing
so great horror as of making martyrs
:md confessors. They know the

history of martyrdom that in the

whole earth and in all ages it

means victory.
Tile church, which sprang from

the conflict of the God-Man with

death, like him, in her greatest
humiliation shows forth her highest

power.

Her march through the world

and through the ages is not along

pleasant roads and through peace-
ful prospects, or, if so, only at

times and rarely. If she move in

pomp amid the acclamations of

peoples, her triumphal procession
ends in sorrow. The bark of Peter

must be storm-tossed ; and when
the angry waves would swallow it,

the divine voice speaks the magic
word, and the quiet deep bears it

up on her peaceful bosom.

The road wherein the progress
of the church is most secure is the

blood-stained way of the cross.

When she is all bruised, and there

is no comeliness left in her; when
her eyes are red with weeping, and
the world, beholding her agony,
mocks and jeers and laughs her to

scorn, then is she strongest ; for

her strength comes from humility,
from suffering, from the cross.

When she is humbled, God exalts

her; when he permits her enemies
to entomb her in ignominy, he is

near at hand to crown her with the

immortal glory of a new life. The
word of Christ is :

" You shall

live in the world in the midst of

persecutions ; but take heart : I

have conquered the world."

Within the memory of those

who are still young.it was the fash-

ion with our enemies to proclaim
that the church was decrepit, that

she was dying, that of her own weight
she would fall to pieces in the new

society that was growing up around
her : to-day we hear that she is

everywhere waxing too strong, and
men appeal against her to tyranny
and to brute force.

The most powerful and the most

thoroughly organized of the modern

nations, the great Cultur-Staat of

the age, has confessed that it is

unable to check the growth of the

church by legitimate means, and it
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has therefore had recourse to the

most arbitrary legislation and to the

harshest measures of compulsion
and violence. This, of course, is

the most explicit avowal of its own

impotence. We find also that the

two nations which have manifested

the most supercilious indifference

to the Catholic Church, as being

something which did not and
could not concern them, now ap-

plaud this Prussian tyranny, in

spite of the pretence of the love of

freedom and fair play. The sym-

pathy of the English press, and to

a great extent of the American

press, in this struggle, is with the

absolute and liberty-destroying gov-
ernment of Prussia. The favorite

motto of
"

civil and religious liberty

all the world over
"
has been wholly

lost sight of, and Englishmen and
Americans give moral aid to a state

which wantonly tramples upon
both.

This, too, was a cherished watch-

word : The church is the friend of

absolutism, the enemy of freedom.

But to-day we behold the Catho-

lic Church, single-handed, fighting

again the same battles of liberty

which she fought and won in the ear-

ly centuries of Christianity. Now, as

then, she opposes absolutism in the

state; denies, as she then denied, that

Cfesar can lawfully lay claim to
"
the things of God "

;
and protests,

in the name of the outraged dignity
of human nature, that there is a free-

dom which transcends the sphere
of all earthly authority. Her chil-

dren, when nothing else remains to

be done, utter the divine words :

Noiipossumus we cannot ; we must

obey God rather than men.

Referring to this struggle, Bis-

marck has said, in a memorable

speech, that
"

it is the ancient con-

test for power, which is as old as

the human race itself the contest

for power between king and

priest." This is necessarily the

view which he takes, since he be-

lieves in nothing but force. But
the dualism here is not in the com-
batants alone

;
it is in the objects

for which they contend.

It is indeed the ancient contest

between good and evil, between the

spirit and the flesh, between the

Christ and the rulers of this world,
which makes life a warfare and the

earth a battle-field, and which must
continue until the end. Never has

it been fiercer than in our day, and
the battle is yet hardly begun. But

very few indeed understand, as yet,

the nature of the struggle, or are at

all aware of the real principles and
interests which are at stake. Few
men can see further than an hour

or beyond the little circle that

bounds their private interests
;
but

each day it is becoming more evi-

dent that men must take sides
;
that

not to be for Christ is to be against
him.

Twice in the last eighteen hun-

dred years the church has been the

ark of the nations : she destroyed

paganism; she converted and civi-

lized barbarism. Some historian

will tell, in another age, how, when
Christian society, grown luxurious

and corrupt, without God and with-

out future hope, was sinking back
into the flesh-worship and the death

of ancient paganism, she, gathering
around her the remnant of her chil-

dren, and fearlessly facing the storm

and the wrath of those who had

ceased to know her, kept her own

pure and undefiled till the dawn of

the brighter day. to become the

leaven of the social state that is to

be.
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CHRISTMAS-TIDE.

'TWAS the hallowed Christmas even
Christmas of the olden time,

'

Earth in snowy robes lay sleeping,
But there came a ringing chime

From the forest

Deck'd with glittering frozen rime.

Bright the golden stars were gleaming
Through the cloudless frosty air,

Like the tapers softly beaming
Round some holy shrine of pray'r,

And the night wind
Chants an anthem faint and rare.

Cheer'ly shone the Yule-log, glowing
In an old baronial hall,

Ghost-like shadows rose and faded
On the ancient panelled wall :

O'er my spirit

Mournful fancies seemed to fall.

Happy hearts were gathered round me
Laughing childhood, free from stain

;

Maidens, in their girlish beauty ;

Manhood's gaze, undimm'd by pain;
And the aged,

Who might never meet again.

Gathered on that Christmas even
In the old ancestral home,

Breathing words of hope and kindness,
'Neath that lofty arching dome,

Ere they parted

Through life's thorny paths to roam.
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Two beside the hearthstone lingered

Aged sire, and lady fair
;

He of life's long journey weary ;

But her softly waving hair

Graced a forehead

Yet unmarked by trace of care.

Spake then out that youthful mother
With her babe upon her knee

To the grandsire old and hoary,
Like a leafless forest tree :

"
Tell me, father,

What thought Christmas brings to thee.'

Silently he gazed upon her,

On her brow so pure and white,

On her dark eyes, softly beaming
With affection's holy light ;

But a shadow

Lay upon his soul like night.

"
Daughter, in life's joyous morning
Christmas comes with merry cheer,

Fancy tints a glowing pathway
Bright'ning with each coming year :

On the picture
Falleth not a shade of fear.

"Childhood smileth in its gladness,
Archeth Hope her rainbow bright

Ah ! he strives to grasp the vision
;

Fades it from his eager sight :

Soon around him

Closes Disappointment's night.

"
In the noontide, manhood kneeleth

Low before Ambition's shrine,

Praying :

'

Goddess, hear thy vot'ry,

I no altar seek but thine
'

:

Fame's wan fingers

^Withered chaplets for him twine.

" But when fall the length'ning shadows,
When life's even stealeth on,
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Memory opes her golden casket,

Counts her jewels one by one

Earth's dream fadeth ;

Her bright smile remains alone.

" One by one my loved departed
To the far-off spirit-land

One by one they crossed my threshold,

Till, the last of that bright band,

Sad and weary,

By a stranger hearth I stand.

" As the wand'rer homeward speeding
Marks the Southern Cross decline,

I am looking ever backward

To the stars that faintly shine;

But one beameth

With a radiance all divine.

"
Star of Bethlehem ! ere the sunlight

Of another Christmas blest

Rises in the glowing Orient,

Light, oh ! light me to my rest !

I would slumber

Calmly in earth's quiet breast."

Slowly, slowly crept a Shadow

Through that silent, dark'ning room-
Softly loosed the cord of silver,

Led that soul from Sorrow's gloom
To the valleys

Where the flowers immortal bloom.
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THE VEIL WITHDRAWN.
TRANSLATED BY PERMISSION, FROM THE FRENCH OF MADAME CRAVEN, AUTHOR OF "A SISTER'S STORY,'

,
"
FLEURANGE," ETC.

XXX.

THE portrait of Gilbert I have

drawn is not incorrect. He was as

noble as I have represented him,
and it is certain that, in speaking to

me as he did that day, he was very
far from the thought of laying a

snare for me, or even for himself.

Whether he was absolutely sincere

or not I cannot say, but probably
as much so as I, at least during the

few first days after this conversation.

Thanks to the method of reasoning
I have given above, and which I

thought original, it seemed to me
that tliis frequent intercourse with

a man unusually superior to any one
1 had ever known, and who, very
far from addressing me any silly

flattery, almost invariably appeal-
ed to all that was highest in my
nature, and, without alluding to the

cause of my troubles, knew how to

divert my mind completely from

them it seemed to me, I say, that

this intimacy, this sort of imaginary

relationship which I had accepted,
was not only lawful, but beneficial,

and I regarded it even as a just

compensation for so many cruel de-

ceptions. In a word, I had lost,

through the frivolity of my recent

life, that clearness of spiritual vijion

which is maintained by vigilance

alone, and I was a long time with-

out suspecting that this idle frivo-

lity, with all the exuberant gayety
that accompanied it, was a thousand

times less dangerous than the long

conversations, to which the perfect

harmony of a kindred mind, and

the contact with a soul so noble
that it seemed to ennoble mine, lent

such a charm, and gave to my life

a new interest which I had never

experienced before.

There was no apparent, or even

real, difference in our interviews

from what they were before, and any
one might have heard every word
he addressed me. And yet I felt

that he by no means talked to me
as he did to others, and I, on my
side, conversed with him as I did

with no one else. We were seldom
alone together, it is true, but every

evening, either in the drawing-room
or on the terrace, he found an op-

portunity of conversing with me a

few moments without witnesses. He
did not conceal from me that he re-

garded these as the most precious
moments of the evening; and as to

this I scarcely differed from him.

Occasionally, something inexpressi-
ble in his voice, his looks, and even
in his silence, made me tremble,
as if I felt the warning of some ap-

proaching danger. But as he never
deviated a single word from the rdlc

he had taken, my torpid conscience

was not aroused ! Lorenzo was
still absent, though the time fixed

for his return had long gone by ; and
when I was expecting him the sec-

ond time, I received a letter an-

nouncing a further delay, caused, as

lie said, by" a circumstance that was
unforeseen and independent of his

will."

A flush of anger rose to my face
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while reading this letter, though I

felt and acknowledged that the pro-

longation of his absence did not

iiisc me the same chagrin it once

would. I did not ask why. I took

pl.-asure in recalling with a kind of

complacency the aggravating wrongs
I had repeatedly endured, and it

seemed to me he had less right than

ever to deny a heart he had so cruel-

ly wounded any consolation what-

ever that remained.

The day this second letter arrived

we were on the point of starting for

Ml. Vesuvius, where, for a week,
crowds of people had been going
out of curiosity, as is the case at

every new eruption. It was nearly

night before we set out. My aunt

and her two daughters were of the

party, besides Gilbert, Mario, and

Lando, as well as two foreigners

who, from the time of the Carnival,
had assiduously haunted the steps
of my two cpusins. One was a

young Baron von Brunnenberg, an

excellent dancer and a great lover

of music
;
the other an Englishman,

no less young, of fine figure and
herculean proportions, whose name
was Harry. Leslie.

There was a certain embarrass-

ment at our departure among the

members of the party, caused by the

simultaneous desire of several of

them to avoid the caliche in which
Donna C.lelia had at once installed

herself. I observed this hesitation,
which was far from flattering to my
poor aunt, and hastened to take a

beside her. The young baron,
who escorted her, then concluded
to follow my example, and I made

:n to Lando to take the vacant

place. He obeyed me less eagerly
than usual. Stella, my two cousins,
and the young Englishman took

possession of the other carriage,
which assumed the lead, followed

with an envious eye by the baron

as well s Lando, who, I remarked,
seemed in a less serene frame of

mind than usual. Gilbert and Ma-
rio came after in a carozzella, which
formed our rear-guard.
At first everything went on plea-

santly. My aunt was very fond of

pleasure excursions, and she re-

garded this as one, particularly as

we were all to take supper together
at my house on our return. The
conversation did not slacken an in-

stant as far as Resina, where we ar-

rived at nightfall. There we left

the main road to take that which
led directly to Mt. Vesuvius.
A new crater had this time been

formed below the well-known cone
from which the fire and smoke gen-
erally issued. It was like a large,

gaping wound on the side of the

mountain, which sent forth torrents

of fire, ashes, and red-hot stones.

Consequently, instead of being

obliged to climb to the summit in

order to witness the eruption, we
were able to drive so near the

stream of lava that we only had to

walk a short distance to see the ter-

rible opening, which was approach-
ed more or less closely, according
to the degree of boldness or curi-

osity with which each one was en-

dowed.
But the spectacle presented an

imposing appearan<* long before

we saw it close at hand, and I was
in the height of admiration when 1

heard a murmur beside me :

"
( )

Gesti, Gesii ! . . . O Madonna
santa! . . ." Turning around, I be-

held my aunt, pale with fright, kiss-

ing the cross of the rosary she held
in her hand.

Donna Clelia, as we are perfectly

aware, knew how to brave danger
when she found an occasion worthy
of the trouble. We had a proof of

this on the memorable day of the

combat on the Toledo. But, as it
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has perhaps also been perceived,
she was rather indifferent to the

picturesque. Consequently, there

was nothing at this moment to

stimulate her courage, and I was
alarmed at the condition in which I

saw her.
" O Ginevrina mia ! . . ." said

she at last in a trembling voice,
"
non mi fido ! No, I have not the

courage to go any further. . . . Ma-
donna ! . . ."

This last appeal was caused by a

stream of fire brighter than any of

the preceding ones, and accompa-
nied by a loud detonation.

" But merciful Lord ! What fol-

ly !" she continued. "What ca-

price! What madness! How can

you wish to rush into such a lake of

fire while you are still alive ! . . .

Oil! no, not yet; no, never! O
mamma mia ! misericordia ! ..."

Each new stream of fire produc-
ed a more lively exclamation of

terror. All at once she leaned her

head on my shoulder, exclaiming :

" Ginevrina ! . . . I feel I am
going to have a papariello .'"

*

At this we stopped the carriage.
It was evidently dangerous to take

her any further. But what should

we do ? . . . Must we give up our

excursion, and retrace our steps ?

We were not inclined to do this.

Besides, the *otlier carriage was

some distance in advance, and could

not be recalled. In this dilemma
we were rejoined by the carozzella.

Gilbert and Mario leaped from their

carriage to ascertain what had hap-

pened to us.

"What is it, Zia Clelia?" said

Mario, approaching the carriage,

and perceiving my aunt in the at-

titude I have just mentioned. She

raised her head.

"O Mario! figlio mio ! It is

* Neapolitan for a nervous attack.

because I cannot endure this storm
of fire. It is the end of the world

the day of judgment ! . . . How
it oppresses me ! . . . How it stifles

me! . . . O my God! and \\\epovere

ragazze, dove so/to 1 . . . O holy

Virgin, lead us all back safe and
sound to Naples, and I promise
you that for nine days ..."

She finished her vow mentally,
for Mario at once decided on the

only thing that could be done, and
devoted himself to the task. He
would take her back to Resina in

the carriage, and there await our
return.

The exchange was soon effected.

My aunt did not require any insist-

ing, after we promised to bring her

daughters back without allowing
them to incur any danger. In the

twinkling of an eye she was placed
beside Mario in the carozzella with

her back to Mt. Vesuvius, while

Gilbert took her place beside me,
and we pursued our way as fast as

possible, in order to make up for the

time we had lost.

We soon arrived at the place
where we were obliged to leave the

carriage. Gilbert aided me in de-

scending, and then gave me his arm,

while Lando and the baron went in

search of the other members of the

party, who only had Mr. Leslie to

protect them. They were soon out

of sight, and Gilbert remained alone

with me.

I will not repeat here what every
one has seen or read concerning the

eruptions of Mt. Vesuvius. 1 will

merely say to those who have not

had the experience, that this ex-

traordinary spectacle, assuredly the

most wonderful and at the same
time the most terrific in the whole

world of nature, causes a singular
fascination which induces the spec-
tator to approach continually near-

er and nearer the fiery crater. It
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seems impossible to turn away his

eyes. He keeps on, therefore, with-

out looking to the right or left,

without seeing where he is walking,

stunbling at every step over heaps
of lava scarcely cold, regardless of

the rough path with its sharp, burn-

ing stones, the effect of which is

afterwards seen on his garments
and shoes, though he does not think

of it while exposed to the danger,
more apparent, perhaps, than real,

but which indubitably exists, how-

ever, as is proved by the numerous
accidents that occur at every new

eruption.

Leaning on Gilbert's arm, I was
too firmly supported to stumble,
and was able to ascend to the top
of a ridge of lava formed by pre-

ceding eruptions ;
and there, pro-

tected by an immense block on the

very edge of the flaming abyss, I

contemplated the awful, imposing
spectacle ! Gilbert did not utter a

word, and I attributed his silence

to the impression which likewise

rendered me dumb in the presence
of this terrific convulsion of nature.

The burning lava, issuing, as I

have said, from a crater on the side

of the mountain, did not spring up
to tall back again on the summit, as

usual, but it advanced like a large
river of fire over the heaped-up
masses of cold, black lava, giving
them the most singular, fantastic

forms. It was like a city, not on

fire, but of fire! It seemed as if

one could see houses, towers, and

palaces; and in the midst of these

imaginary edifices moved the fiery
stream ! For lava does not flow.

However steep the descent, it

.-.tops and goes no further as soon

.is the crater ceases to emit it.

lint it had not yet stopped. On
the contrary, it pursued its slow,

pitiless course, consuming vine-

yards, swallowing up houses, and
VOL. XX. 29

burning the trees and bushes in its

way.
It was a sight difficult to endure

for a long time, and yet I could

not turn my eyes away from so

mysterious and terrible a specta-
cle.

"O my God!" I murmured,
"
this is truly la cilta iMente! We

have before our eyes an exact rep-
resentation of the last day of the

world ! . . ."

Gilbert made no reply. He was
overcome by I know not what emo-
tion more powerful than mine, and,

looking at his face by the red light

of the fire, I was alarmed at the

change in his features and their

unusual expression.
"Would that that day had ar-

rived for me!" said he at length.
" Would that this were really the

last day of my life ! Yes, I would
like to be swallowed up in that

flame ! I would like to die here

on the spot where I am beside

you worthy of you. . . ."

In spite of the terrific scene be-

fore me, in spite of the noise of the

explosions and the sullen sound of

the lava, the tone in which he

spoke was distinctly audible, and
made my heart beat with mingled
emotion and fear.

"
I am afraid you are becoming

dizzy, Monsieur de Kergy," said I in

a trembling voice ;

"
take care. Its

effect, they say, is to draw one into-

the abyss."
"
Yes, Donna Ginevra," replied

he in the same strange tone, "you
are right. I am dizzy. I am ap-

proaching the verge of an abyss, I

know. I have rashly exposed my-
self to the danger. I have pre-
sumed too much on my strength."
The look he fastened on me, as

he tittered these words, gave them
a meaning I could not mistake. It

was no longer Gilbert who spoke
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it was not he to whom I had ac-

corded the rights of a safe and

faithful friend. The veil with which

I had wilfully blinded my eyes sud-

denly fell off, and the emotion I

was seized with, the material flames

that surrounded me, and the cer-

tain, peril into which another step

would have plunged me, gave an

exact idea of the danger to which

I had" foolishly exposed my honor

and my soul !

I covered my face a moment
with my hands, but spoke as soon

as I dared.
" Monsieur de Kergy," said I in

a supplicating tone,
"
cease to look

at the fire around us. Lift up your

eyes, and see how calm and beauti-

ful the night is above this terrible

inferno."
In fact, a bright moonlight was

diffused over this terrific scene, and

the contrast between the earth and

sky could not have been more

striking.

Gilbert's eyes followed mine, and

remained for some time fastened

on those peaceful starry worlds,

which seemed as far remote from

the agitation of our hearts as they
were above this frightful convul-

sion of nature. I felt in my soul

the need of powerful assistance, and

murmured in a low tone :

" O my
God, have mercy on me!" with a

fervor that for a long time I had
not felt in my prayers.

After a long silence, Gilbert said

to me in a low, agitated tone :

"
Will you pardon me, madame ?

Will you trust in me to take you
away from this place ?"

"Yes, I trust you. But let us

make haste to leave so dangerous a

spot. Do you not hear the frightful

explosions ? Do you not see the red-

hot stones that are flying over our

heads ? . . ." And as I spoke a

cloud of thick smoke added obscu-

rity to all the other horrors of tin-

place .

"Do not be alarmed," said Gil-

bert in a tone once more calm
and decided.

" We must certainly

hurry away, but there is no danger

yet, unless from fear. Give me
your hand."

But I hesitated when he endea-

vored to take it, and made an invo-

luntary movement, as if going to de-

scend without his assistance.
" In the name of heaven," said

he rapidly, trembling with agitation

and terror,
" do not refuse my as-

sistance in the danger we are in.

You cannot do without it. You
must give me your hand, madame."

His agitated voice became al-

most imperious. I gave him my
hand, and even complied when lie

told me to rest the other firmly

against his shoulder.
"
Now," said he,

" descend care-

fully. You need not be afraid. I

will support you. In spite of this

whirlwind of fire and smoke, I can

clearly distinguish my way."
He made no further observations,

as we slowly descended ; and as

soon as we were in a place of safe-

ty, I left him, and leaned against a

tree at some distance, trying to get

breath. Besides the violent agita-

tion of my heart, the suffocating

air that surrounded us gave me a

feeling of giddiness and faintness

that was almost overpowering.

XXXI

The stream of fire and smoke
that obliged us to leave the place
where we were standing had a like

effect on all who were in the vicin-

ity of the fiery current. We were

therefore soon joined by Teresina
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and Lando, Maiiuccia and the

baron. But I felt extremely anx-

ious at seeing nothing of Stella and

young Leslie, who had left the

others to go further below, in order

to get a better view of the lava in

its course to the plain. The fear

lest some accident had happened
to them began to chill the blood in

my veins, but I was soon reassured

by seeing them at last reappear
with blackened faces and torn gar-

ments, while Stella was barehead-

ed, and her hair streaming in dis-

order.
" Good heavens ! what has hap-

pened to you ?"
"
Nothing, nothing," said Stella,

out of breath.
" We will tell you

everything by-and-by."
Here Mr. Leslie interposed, de-

claring that the Countess Stella

was "the bravest woman he had

ever met a heroine, and an angel
of goodness."

" You are entirely mistaken,"

said Stella, drawing up the hood of

her cloak.
" But I have lost my

bonnet, and nearly destroyed my
shoes also, I fear. Let us start im-

mediately. We will relate every-

thing afterwards."

As she was there safe and sound,
it was really much better to put off

any further particulars till another

time, and return to Naples as quick-

ly as possible. We started, there-

fore, without any delay, only stop-

ping at Resina long enough to take

my aunt, who, having devoted the

whole time of our absence to a

siesta, was completely rested, and
had quite recovered from her ter-

ror. Mario was less good-humor-
ed

;
but when, a little after mid-

night, we all assembled at last

around the supper-table that await-

ed our return, every one seemed
satisfied with the excursion we had
made. I alone felt I had brought

back a heart more agitated than at

our departure.
Stella still refused to answer our

questions, pretending to be ton

hungry to think of giving the ac-

count we were all so eager to hear;

but Mr. Leslie was only too glad

to assume the task, and at once

proceeded to satisfy our curiosity.
" We were," said he,

"
watching

the lava, as it advanced with a dull

sound resembling the distant report

of grape-shot, when all at once we
heard a succession of heart-rending

groans a few steps off. At our ap-

proach we found a man lying on

the ground. I endeavored to raise

him. Impossible : he had broken

his leg. Countess Stella question-
ed him, and the story he related

was a sad one. Like so many of

the other poor creatures, he had

deferred leaving his house till the

last moment. His wife was ill in

bed, with a little boy of five or six

years old beside her. He kept hop-

ing the lava would stop before it

could reach his dwelling they
all hope that ! He went out two

or three times an hour to see how
far it had progressed, and finally

saw all hope was vain. The lava

kept on its course, regardless of any
one. He had barely more than

half an hour to save his wife and

child, and then carry away what he

could. He rushed towards the

house ;
but in the haste with which

he endeavored to make up for lost

time, he had fallen from one of

those black rocks you are so fami-

liar with, on the spot where we
found him, unable to rise. It was

necessary to hasten
;
the lava was

continually advancing. In less

than a quarter of an hour it would

reach his hut, and his wife and
child were there ! . . . I could

not understand what he said," con-

tinued the young Englishman with
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an expression of benevolence and

courage which added to the effect

of his narrative,
" but while I was

gazing at the devouring current

that was advancing towards a house
I supposed empty, I suddenly saw
the- countess dart forward without

any explanation. I understood it

at once, and followed her. Out-

running her, I was the first to ar-

rive at the house, and had already
taken the woman and mattress in

my arms when the countess joined
me. 'Take the child!' I cried.

He was screaming, the poor thing;

for, in taking up his mother, I had,
without intending it, thrown him
on the floor. He was a boy of

about six years of age, and heavy
to carry, I assure you. But kind-

ness and courage gave strength.
The countess picked him up as if

he were a feather, and we hurried

out of the house. The heat of the

fire was already intolerable, and
the earth under our feet heaved at

every step. I thought a dozen

times we had sacrificed our own
lives in trying to save theirs. But

no, thank God ! we all succeeded

woman, child, and ourselves, with

the mattress in reaching the poor
wounded man, whose cries of terror

now gave place to those of joy. He
had reason the poor creature !

for we were hardly in safety before

we heard a horrid sound, this time

like the noise of cannon it was

the shock of the burning lava

against the house we had just es-

caped from. What a sight ! Good
God ! . . . But since it must have

happened, I am not sorry I was

there ! The fiery stream first pass-

ed around the house, then rose, as

if to wrap its red flame around it,

and finally swept over the roof;

and when everything was engulfed,

it quietly continued its course.

The poor people wept; but, after all,

they were thankful to be alive,

and kissed the hands of the Count-
ess Stella, calling her an angel sent

by the Madonna and a thousand
other things of that kind. It was
now time to call for assistance, and

by the aid of two or three peasants
we transported them all into a habi-

tation, where they were received
for the night. To-morrow I shall

go and carry them some assistance.

And now, Madame la Duchesse,

you know how the Countess Stella

lost her bonnet, and why we were
so late."

The effect produced by this ac-

count cannot be described. Gilbert

eagerly raised his head, and I saw
his eyes glisten as he listened. As
for me, my heart leaped with a kind

of transport, while my dear, noble

Stella made fruitless efforts to stop
the acclamations her courage drew
even from those who were the

least accessible to enthusiasm.
" What an absurdity !" exclaimed

she as soon as she could make her-

self heard.
" Who of you would

not have done the same thing ?

Stop, I beg of you, or rather, listen

to me. Let us all join in buying
these poor people a cottage to re-

place the one they have lost."

This proposition was of course

acceded to with ardor and unani-

mity. My Aunt Clelia instantly

plunged into the depths of her

pocket, and had already opened
her well-stocked portc-monnaie when
Lando rose and exclaimed :

"
Stop, Donna Clelia

; put your

gold back in your pocket for the

moment. I have an idea. Let us

do as they do in Paris."
" Oh ! bravo !" exclaimed my two

cousins in a breath.
"
Yes," said Teresina with enthu-

siasm,
"
as at Paris, I beg of you.

But what ? how ? say !"

"Listen, all," said Lando "lis-
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ten to my programme. It contains

a r6le for us all. First, Donna
Ginevra's is the easiest, but most

indispensable. She must lend us one

of her drawing-rooms where a small

but select number can assemble.

This reunion shall take place to-

morrow, . . . no, the day after to-

morrow, when pay special atten-

tion now, Monsieur le Comte de

Kergy."

Gilbert, hearing his name, looked

up with surprise, while Lando stop-

ped to say very swiftly in Italian to

his neighbor,
" You know he is

celebrated for his eloquence,"
then continued :

" And then, the

Comte de Kergy, here present, shall,

at the opening of the meeting, make
a brief discourse, in order to explain
the object of the contribution we
shall afterwards expect of each one.

He will relate the account we have

just heard, and add all he pleases
about the excursion we have made
together and the various incidents
that have taken place. We shall

depend on his omitting nothing
that occurred. Pot, Donna Tere-
sina and Donna Mariuccia will sing
a duet, accompanied by the Baron
von Brunnenberg ;

and if you wish
for a general chorus, here we are,

Mario, Leslie, and myself, ready to

lend our assistance. finalmente,
we come to the most important ;

the Countess Stella will recite some
poetry of her own choice, and you
who have heard her know what is

in reserve for those who are to
hear her for the first time. After
that is the moment to present your
contributions, and you shall give
me the result. Che tie title J"

I could not have declined, even
if I had had any serious objections
against this proposition, which was

unanimously received with even
more enthusiasm than the first.

Stella, though really endowed with

the talent I ando was desirous of

profiting by, seemed annoyed.
Gilbert's face darkened, and he
resumed the gloomy, preoccupied
expression he had for an instant

shaken off; but to protest or refuse

was as impossible for them as well

as me, and before separating, at two
o'clock in the morning, the meeting
was decided upon and appointed
for the next day but one.

When I found myself alone, it

was impossible to think of sleep,

notwithstanding the advanced hour
of the night. My chamber was at

one end of the house, and opened
on the lateral terrace opposite that

of the drawing-room. I opened
my window, and took a seat outside.

There, in the imposing silence of

that beautiful night, I sought
calmness and the power of reflec-

tion. The uncommon courage
Stella had just given a proof of

produced a salutary effect on me.
Her example reacted somewhat

against a fatal enervation that was

gradually diminishing my moral

strength. I admired courage, and

my soul, however enfeebled it might
be, responded at this moment to

her noble, generous impulse. With

my eyes fastened on the flame that

now lit up the whole horizon with

its sinister gleam, I thought the

sight ought to inspire Stella with a

lofty emotion such as follows the

accomplishment of an heroic deed ;

whereas I it was with a shudder
I thought of the contrast it suggest-
ed ! ... I tried to avoid dwell-

ing on what had taken place. I

wished to believe it was my imagi-
nation alone that disturbed and
alarmed me; that nothing was chang-
ed ;

but I could not succeed, and
at last I was forced to consider

what I should do what was the

course prescribed by the new light
to which I could no longer close
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my eyes ? But as soon as this ques-
tion was clearly placed before me,
I experienced the most violent re-

pugnance to solve it.

Gilbert's sweet, beneficent friend-

ship alone had enabled me to en-

dure the destruction of my happi-
ness. Could I admit the necessity
of renouncing it? What had he

ever done till to-day to give me
reason to regret my confidence in

him ? For an instant, it is true,

and only for an instant, he had not

seemed like himself, and my heart

beat, in spite of myself, as I recall-

ed his look and the accent of his

voice ; but did I not attach too

much importance to words which,

after all, were vague and incoherent ?

Should I not take time to reflect ?

Such were the questions I asked

myself, in order to impose silence

on my reason and the actual voice

of my conscience. I succeeded so

far as to defer the reply I was un-

willing to listen to, and put off my
decision, whatever it might be, till

the following day.
It was late when I awoke, for I

did not go to sleep till daylight ;

and I had not yet left my cham-
ber when the following letter was

brought me. It was dated the

same day at three o'clock in the

morning :

" MADAME : A few hours ago I

addressed you in a moment of de-

lirium. What I said I know not.

But what I do know is that you
understood me, and, in order to re-

gain your confidence and make you
forget what I uttered, I should be

obliged to declare what is false,

and this I cannot do. No, I will

not be false to myself, were I, by
speaking the truth, to forfeit a hap-

piness I ought to have courage

enough to deny myself, and which
I shall, at least, renounce if you re-

quire it.--'

"
I only ask you not to condemn

me without a hearing. For once
allow me to speak plainly, though
it be of myself; which is repugnant
to me, as you may have perceived.
But it is necessary to do this in

order to throw light on the deci-

sion you will afterwards have to

make.
"I believe I have a high idea of

the use a man should make of his

life, as well as a profound convic-

tion he will have to render an ac-

count of the way he spends it. In

a word, I adhere, thank God, to

the faith of my mother, and desire

to live as much as possible in ac-

cordance with this faith, and as it

becomes an honest man and a

Christian to live.
" To this end, I have given my ac-

tivity every possible scope long,

fatiguing journeys, hard study, ac-

tive concurrence in a multitude of

enterprises that seemed to have
an useful object. I have entered

eagerly into everything that could

absorb my mind and time, not

so much out of disinterested zeal

for doing good, as from a cal-

culation that is allowable, I think
;

for it is founded on a distrust of

myself, resulting from an exact

knowledge of the shoals on which
I might easily be wrecked.

"
I dreamed of a happiness, com-

mon enough in many countries, but

rare in ours that of knowing, lov-

ing, and choosing the one I would
make my own; but this is a difficult

thing in France, and I had a strong

repugnance to any other way of

deciding my lot. I persistently re-

fused to consent to any of those

so-called chance encounters one is

constantly drawn into by officious

friends without number in Paris,

who are always ready to take posses-
sion of any one who has the misfor-

tune to be considered a bon parti.
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" In avoiding these encounters I

was spared other temptations still

more dangerous, and I met with

nothing to disturb my peace of

mind till the day I saw you the

first time, madame. I had no con-

versation with you on that occa-

sion, but I observed you, I heard

your voice, and listened to some
of your remarks. I noticed your
indifference to the homage that

surrounded you, and the evident

absence of vanity which your beau-

ty rendered so strange, and I be-

came afraid of you. Yes, I felt I

must avoid you, and I did so reso-

lutely. One day, however, you
were, without my being aware of it,

in the audience I addressed, and
Diana afterwards presented me to

you. The opinion of every one
else immediately became indiffer-

ent to me. I only cared to know
what you thought of my discourse,

and to ascertain if there was any
mental sympathy between us. I

thought I discovered some in the

few words we exchanged, and my
resolution to avoid you only be-

came the more fixed. I even re-

sisted my mother's entreaties to join
some of the excursions she made
with you. Consequently, I only met

you once, as you are aware, ma-

dame, and that was at home, where
I could not avoid the happiness of

being beside you.
"

I perceived you were sad that

evening, in spite of your charming
smile and gayety of manner, which
were no less dangerous to me than

your tears. I saw it, and was terri-

bly agitated. And when at last

the time came to bid you farewell,
I could not summon the resolution,
but said instead 'au revoir.'

"
Nevertheless, I allowed long

months to pass. I waited till time

had somewhat effaced the vivid-

ness of my recent impressions, so I

should no longer fear to meet you,
and then I made an excuse to stop
at Naples a few days on my way to

Egypt. The day I arrived here,

though I detest balls, I could not

avoid attending that given by the

French ambassador, and there I

saw you once more !

"
Shall I acknowledge it ? When

I saw you- in all the" splendor of

your dazzling beauty, enhanced by
your dress, and surrounded by
adorers, I felt a momentary relief.

I congratulated nlyself on having
braved the danger of seeing you
again/ It seemed to me at, that

moment the image I had so cher-

ished in my heart was effaced, and
I was no longer in any danger.
Alas ! the next day you were no

longer the same. I found you as

you once were, but I had not the

courage to fly from you. My stay
was to be short, and I yielded to

the happiness allotted me, per-

suading myself the habit of seeing

you daily might diminish the effect

of your influence.

"Atlength, madame, in good faith,

as I thought, I ventured one day
to ask you to regard me as a friend

:

and promised to be worthy of the

favor. I firmly believed I promis-
ed you nothing beyond my strength.
A single instant was sufficient to

reveal to me, even more clearly than

to you, the extent of my illusion.

You see I make no attempt to con-

ceal anything from you now. I no

longer try to deceive you.. But in

spite of all I have said, I implore

you not to bid me depart. In ask-

ing this I feel sure of never offend-

ing you again. I cannot hope for

the return of your confidence. I

no longer claim to be regarded as a

friend. I even promise to speak to

you henceforth but seldom. But I

beseech you not to deprive me of

the happiness of seeing you ! Do
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not punish me so severely ! Do
not yet command ine to go. That

word would be an order I should

at once obey, or rather a sentence

I should submit to without a mur-

mur
;
but there is no criminal who

has not the right to petition for

mercy, and that mercy I now im-

plore at your feet.

"GILBERT."

XXXII.

My mother, in portraying, the

lineaments of my youthful, soul,

once spoke of a precious jewel hid-

den in its depths. She doubtless

referred to the inclination for what

is right and the lively horror of evil

she discovered there. But does

not this jewel exist with more or

less purity and brilliancy in the

depths of every human soul, requir-

ing only a perverted will to crush

it utterly, or a feeble, undecided

will to tarnish its lustre and dimin-

ish its value ? My life, though not

very culpable in appearance, was

now drawing me in its soft current

into that state of sluggishness, in-

action, and weakness which is a dis-

solvent of this supernatural jewel
without any equal in the natural

world.

Lorenzo, notwithstanding his jeal-

ous vigilance during the earlier pe-
riod of our married life, did not hesi-

tate to take me to all the theatres,

and at Paris he placed in my hands

some of the most celebrated roman-

ces of the day. This somewhat

disturbed the equilibrium of my
mind, and produced a certain agita-

tion of soul, which is the natural

consequence of an unhealthy inte-

rest in works to which genius and

talent have the cruelty to lend their

irresistible power. When we reflect

on the value of these divine gifts,

the source from which they ema-

nate, and their power of diffusing

light and awakening the mental

faculties, we cannot help thinking

how cruel it is to employ them in

kindling everywhere a fire so de-

structive to the human soul the

only real, irrevocable death.

But, in spite of the inevitable

effect spoken of above, the strong

disgust and repugnance they speed-

ily produced in my mind prevented
their poisonous emanations from

affecting me seriously. Now, after

being so long exposed to influen-

ces doubtless less deleterious than

those, but by no means strengthen-

ing, a more subtle snare was laid

for me. . . . The letter I held in

my hand was not an effusion that

should instantly have aroused my
conscience, which, though torpid,

was not hardened ; no, its language
was such that I read and reread it,

and allowed the sentiments it ex-

pressed to penetrate my very heart.

And yet, what was the substance of

this letter ;
what was its real signi-

fication ? However noble and su-

perior to other men Gilbert might

appear in my eyes, of what avail

was this nobleness, this superiority,

this purity of his soul even, when
he began to tread the lower path
of common mortals with the vain

thought that he could maintain a

straight course better than others
;

. . . that he could make me so

decidedly explicit a declaration, and

promise me an inviolable respect,

which he immediately deviated

from the first time he had the op-

portunity? . . .

But this truth did not at that

time appear in the light in which

I saw it at a later day, and a terri-

ble struggle took place in my heart.

Illusion was no longer possible. I
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could no longer say I had a sure,

faithful friend whose attachment

was allowable, and yet I could not

decide to give it up. I tried to

persuade myself, with all those ar-

guments that present themselves

as soon as one is ready to listen to

them, that this sacrifice was unne-

cessary. In the bottom of my
soul, however, another voice made
itself heard, repeating more strong-

ly the warning of the night before

a sweet, divine voice, scarcely audi-

ble in the midst of all this agita-

tion, and, when heard, was not lis-

tened to !

That was the day I usually went
to see Livia, but it was quite late

before I remembered it. My first

thought was to omit going for once,
but as I had always been punctual
at these interviews, in spite of

every obstacle, and Saturday was
the only day I could be received,

after some minutes' hesitation I

surmounted the temptation to re-

main at home.

During the whole period of frivo-

lous gayety that marked the first

months of my life at Naples, far

from wishing to avoid seeing Livia,
I took pleasure, on the contrary, in

asking her advice, which I was by
no means as afraid of, even in Car-

nival time, as my Aunt Clelia. I

was something like a place besieged
and almost surrounded by the

enemy, but still not wholly inacces-

sible to the friendly power dis-

posed to deliver it. As I have
said elsewhere, Livia's voice al-

ways took a correct pitch, unmis-
takable to the ear, and I loved to

listen to it, even when mine was
too weak to sound the same note
with like power and clearness.

But from the day of Lorenzo's

departure, so doubly fatal, instead
of the careless gayety I usually
went to the convent to acknowledge

and correct, I was filled with a

sadness and anxiety Livia was not

slow to perceive, and, instead of

gently shaking her head, as she

smiled at my account of the some-
what too gay a life into which 1

had been led by Lorenzo, she now
fastened a grave, anxious look on

me, to which I replied by pourintr
out all the bitterness of my fresh

grievances without any restraint.

After this explanation, which suffi-

ciently accounted for the change
she had remarked, I spoke no more
of myself, and never once men-
tioned Gilbert's name. I w;is

angry with myself for this reserve.

I longed to overcome it, and tell

her, as I had often told myself, that

in Gilbert heaven had sent me a

friend whose influence was delight-

ful, salutary, elevated, pure, and so

on. These words came to my lips,

but I could not utter them before

her.

Once (it was the Saturday be-

fore) there was a new change in

the expression of my face a change
which reflected, I suppose, the in-

secure and dangerous happiness to

which I had unscrupulously yield-
ed. Seeing me appear with a smil-

ing air and a calm, untroubled

face, she at first seemed pleased,

but, after observing me for some

time, said :

" Has Lorenzo returned ?"
" No."
She looked thoughtful.
"Do you know when he will re-

turn ?"
"

I do not know," said I bitterly ;

"
and, in fact, I begin never to ex-

pert him, and almost not to wish
him to return."

I saw a slight movement of her

clasped hands like a shudder. She
raised her large eyes, and, looking
me in the face, said :

"Take care."
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Her look and words greatly trou-

bled me, and I did not recover

from the impression till it was time

for Gilbert to arrive in the evening,
when his presence made me forget
it. I thought of this to-day, and

perhaps the remembrance added to

the repugnance I felt to go to the

convent. Perhaps it also caused

the unusual emotion I experienced
when I found myself once more in

the parlor the very parlor that

filled me with so much terror the

first time I entered it, but which I

afterwards forgot, so different were

the impressions that followed.

Hut whatever the joy, the trou-

ble, the agitation, or, as to-day, the

anguish, with which I came, a few

minutes sufficed to put me in har-

mony with the inexpressible tran-

quillity that reigned around me.

The pulsations of my heart dimin-

ished, and I experienced the effect

a pure, vivifying air produces on

one who has just come from a

heavy, feverish atmosphere. The
bare walls, the wooden seats, the

extreme simplicity and austerity on

every side, inspired me with a kind

of attraction that would have sur-

prised those who daily saw me in

my sumptuous home, surrounded

by all that wealth and the most re-

fined taste could procure. This

attraction, incomprehensible to my-
self, was like that vague perfume the

traveller breathes when approach-

ing some unknown shore which

he does not yet perceive. . . .

But on this occasion these things,

instead of producing their usually

beneficial, soothing effect, caused me
a kind of uneasiness akin to remorse,

and I soon found the solitude so

difficult to endure that I had some

idea of profiting by the interval that

remained in order to leave the con-

vent under some pretext without

seeing my sister. But the strength

of mind that, thank heaven, I still

possessed prevented me from leav-

ing the place, and I became absorb-

ed in thoughts I dared not fathom,
so utterly discordant were they with

everything around me, and so differ-

ent from what they seemed in the

light by which I regarded them

only an hour before.

At last the door opened, the cur-

tain was drawn aside, and Livia

made her appearance.
" You are late, Gina," said she.

"
I was afraid I should not see you

to-day."
I stammered some excuse, as she

gave me a scrutinizing look with

her usual expression of extreme

sweetness.
" You do not look so happy as

you did last Saturday, Ginevra. You
are agitated and excited to-day.
Will you not tell me the reason ?"

I was tempted to make her a

thorough, sincere confession; but

the moment I was about to begin I

was struck with the impossibility of

speaking in that angelic place of

what seemed elsewhere only natural,

excusable, and almost legitimate.

Seeing I made no reply, she gen-

tly said :

" Lorenzo has not yet come home.
Of course his absence afflicts you.
Be patient and forbearing, I conjure

you, Ginevra."

Her words caused me a kind of

irritation, though I was glad to

elude her previous question, and I

hastily replied :

"
Livia, you require too much of

me. Some day I may become pa-
tient and forbearing, but at present
it is impossible."

"
Gina, Gina, do not say so," said

she in the tone in which she used

to correct the faults of my childhood.
" O Livia ! your poor sister

'finds life hard, I assure you. How
happy you are ! . . ."
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Yes, I am happy," she softly re-

plied.
'' Who would have said it, howev-

er," I continued in an agitated tone,
" when Lorenzo came to woo me
with so many assurances of affection,

so many promises of happiness ? . . .

That all this should prove false and

illusory ! . . . Oh ! when I think

of it, I no longer have the strength
to . . ."

"Ginevra!" said Livia, suddenly

interrupting me in a tone of. autho->

rity,
"

it is useless to talk in that

manner. You speak like a child !"

She seldom spoke to me in this

way, and I stopped.
" At the time you are speaking

of," she resumed,
" do you re-

member my telling you one day it

was only a short time before your

marriage . . ."

1 hastily interrupted her in my
turn.

"
I have not forgotten our con-

versation, Livia. That was the day

you told me I was going to pro-
nounce the most fearful vow there

is in the world. But, sister, I was
not the or.ly one who made it."

"
No, certainly not. You mean

to say that Lorenzo has violated the

solemn vow that bound you togeth-
er. ... Yes, Gina, it is horrible, I

acknowledge, but listen to me; if

you continue to think more of your
own wrongs than of God, whom he

has offended a thousand times more;
if you continue to complain and
dwell on your injuries, the result

will be, you will soon seek likewise

ID l>e released from the fidelity you
vowed to him. And then (may
God preserve me from ever seeing
that day, when I shall be truly

separated from you !) your fall will

be speedy, rapid, and terrible. You
will fall as low, perhaps, as you
might now rise high."

She saw me shudder at these

words, and continued with her usual

mildness :

"
Now, my dearest Gina, may God

and his angels watcll over you ! . . .

It is growing dark. The bell is

about to summon me away. I have

only time for one word : forget

your heart, I implore you. Believe

me, God will some day satisfy its

cravings, if you cease to listen so

weakly to them, longing to have

them gratified at all costs. Forget

your heart, I say, and think only
of your soul !"

The bell rang while she was speak-

ing. She raised her hand, and made
the sign of the cross in the air. !

bowed my head, and when I raised

it again she had disappeared. But

she had not spoken in vain. The
clouds that obscured my reason

began to disperse, my courage be-

gan to revive, and the jewel within

to regain the brilliancy that had
been obscured in the depths of my
soul. The course I ought to pur-
sue was set before me with painful

distinctness, but I no longer turned

my eyes away from it.

I was not happy when I left the

convent. I did not even feel calm

or consoled ;
but I had come to a

decision.

It was so late when I arrived

home that the garden was filled

with moonlight. I walked there a

long time, absorbed in my reflec-

tions, and sincerely endeavoring to

strengthen a resolution whose fulfil-

ment I did not yet dare to consider.

I trembled as I asked myself if it

was necessary to utter the decisive

word before another day, or if I

could wait till after the soiree or-

ganized by Lando, when it would
be no longer possible to defer it.

I still hesitated as to this point.

Though I had come to a decision,

I did not cease to suffer, but I ceas-

ed to be weak. I was very far
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from the summit, but I resolved to

attain it, instead of remaining as far

below as I now stood. A circum->

stance, insignificant in itself, now;

occurred to confirm the change in

my mind.

The door of Lorenzo's studio

was open, and, wishing to shorten

the way to my chamber, I entered

it, and was proceeding towards the

other door when I found myself
face to face with the vestal of

which I was the model. The
moon threw so brilliant a light over

it as to produce a striking effect.

I stopped to look at it, and, while

doing so, it seemed as if this statue

of myself spoke to me in its own

way, and in a language similar to

that I had so recently been listen-

ing to.

And what was the idea which

Lorenzo really intended to express
in this vestal the finest of his pro-
ductions ?

One of those ideas which, under

the inspiration of genius, sometimes

sprang from his soul, and seemed
for an instant to show a sense of

the good equal to that he had of

the beautiful. This was, alas ! only
a transitory gleam of light, but it

was- sufficient to justify- the ambi-

tious hopes I once felt for a day

hopes so fatally illusory at the very
time they were conceived !

Lorenzo's idea in choosing the

ancient guardians of the sacred fire

as his subjects was to represent
under these two figures the woman
who was true to her highest mission,

and the woman who was untrue to

it
;
the latter making use of the

holy fire under her charge to kindle

a flame that would end in destruc-

tion and woe ; the other striving

to keep this very fire alive, diffusing

its clear, brilliant, beneficent light,

not only over herself, but over

everything around her

Such was the idea he had not

been able to embody, he said, till

he had me for his model. All this

was doubtless the dream of an

artist
;
but while I stood contemplat-

ing what had resulted from it, the

effect I experienced was so strange,
the thoughts.that came to my mind
were so vivid, that they could only
have been the whisperings of the

voice that for an hour had spoken
more and more clearly to my
heart.

The statue, however idealized

it might be by the genius of the

sculptor, resembled me sufficiently
for me to recognize the likeness.

Flooded as it now was by a brilliant,

unearthly light, I looked at it with

an attention I had never done be-

fore. I observed its simple, digni-
fied attitude; the head slightly in-

clined towards the symbolic flame

that rose from the lamp she bore in

her hands with so much ease, and

yet with care and vigilance ; and,

finally, the mouth and eyes, in

which it seemed to me no artist

had ever expressed so clearly the

gentleness, firmness, and purity he
wished to depict. It was thus

Lorenzo imagined the guardian of

the divine fire which not only burn-

ed on the sacred altar, but kindled

and fed the noblest inspirations of

genius. . . .

Yes, the conception was a beauti-

ful one, and I felt proud and grati-

fied that he had found me worthy
of being the model to realize it !

All at once I was struck with a

kind of terror, as it occurred to me,
Shall this resemblance be merely
external ? Are not many things

wanting in my nature which this

statue seeks to express, and of

which its beauty is only the reflec-

tion ? . . .

O my God ! I thank thee !

Everything becomes an instrument
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in thy hand. It was thou, and not

this marble, who didst suggest this

thought, and it was through thy

grace that, at that moment, quicker
tiian I can express it, and as clear-

ly as the eye beholds a picture

placed suddenly before it, I all at

once saw if Lorenzo were present,
under the roof that was his, and
(iilbert were also there Gilbert,

who called himself my friend and
not his there would exist at my
fireside, there would be infused into

my life, a perpetual lie, unmistaka-
ble treachery, and constant danger.
I saw and realized that, though he

might not apparently have anything

to reproach me for, everything
within and around me would hence-

forth continually reproach me. I

saw if the sacred lamp did not ac-

tually fall from my hands, the

purity of its flame would speedily
be dimmed, and certainly end by

being wholly extinguished. . . .

All this became clearly visible

and palpable, and in the presence
of this voiceless marble, before the

image of this pagan priestess, I re-

newed the tacit promise I had an

hour before made to her who was

the living Christian realization of

this ancient ideal of a virtue pure
and chaste.

XXXIH.

I went up to my chamber, not

only startled at the vividness of the

impression I had received, but de-

cided as to my course. The words

falsehood and treachery that came
to my mind produced a powerful
i' fleet on me, and would, perhaps,
have had the same effect on every
woman who happened to be in a

.similar position, if she had the

courage to call things in this way
by their right names. It is plea-
sant and delightful to inspire and to

experience those profound emotions

sung by poets and exalted by wri-

ters of fiction, but it is not noble

to be false. No poet has ever said

so, no writer of fiction has ventur-

ed to insinuate it. Now, it is this

falsity, so essential a feature in

all these little dramas of the heart

(real or fictitious), which ought,
it seems to me, to disgust even
those who do not act from any
higher motive than those of the

world. As for me, the mere thought
that it would henceforth be impos-
sible to speak of Gilbert's friendship
without falsehood, and, at Lorenzo's

return, that I should not have the

same right as before to look him in

the face this thought, I say, was
sufficient to inspire me at this mo-
ment with so much determination

that I thought my irresolution at an

end. It seemed as if I should have
but little difficulty in accomplishing
the task from which I no longer
endeavored to escape. But in the

evening, when, at a late hour, Gil-

bert arrived, I was somewhat mov-
ed at perceiving my outward calm-

ness and animation made him sup-

pose I acquiesced in his wishes
; for,

after looking at me an instant, he

seemed suddenly relieved from a

lively apprehension, and his eyes
flashed with joy.
There was considerable company

in the drawing-room that evening,
and consequently a good deal of

noise. They had a kind of rehear-

sal of what was to take place the

following evening. My cousins

were at the piano with the baron

and Lando. Leslie, at a distance,
was gazing at Stella, who, under the

pretext of looking over a volume
of Dante, in order to select some-

thing to recite, was seated apart,
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silent and absorbed. There was

no one on the terrace, and I pro-
ceeded in that direction. I felt

that Gilbert's eyes followed me : but

he hesitated about joining me. I

likewise felt some hesitation, but,

fearing I might again become irre-

solute, and wishing at once to make
it impossible to yield to the danger,
I looked up, and motioned for him
to follow me. In an instant he was

at my side, and, as I remained silent,

he said in an agitated tone :

"
I hope you have pardoned me,

madame."
I was terribly moved on my

part, but it would not do to mani-

fest it.

"
Yes," I replied,

"
I forgive you ;

for you have been sincere, and that

is worth everything else. But, Mon-
sieur de Kergy, I must be sincere

likewise. Let me therefore say to

you, leave Naples. You ought to,

and it is my wish."

He was greatly agitated, but did

not utter a word. I continued

with a calmness that astonished

me, though my heart beat with

frightful rapidity :

"
To-morrow, I know, every one

will depend on hearing you speak,
and I also. But do not remain in

Naples beyond the following day,
if you can possibly help it. And
after you are gone; I am sure you
will be glad you obeyed me."

He made no reply.
"Who knows?" continued I gen-

tly.
" The day will come, perhaps,

when we can meet again when we
can be truly friends without de-

ceit, without falseness in the real

sense of the word. What is impos-
sible now may not be always."

While I was speaking he leaned

against the wall with folded arms.

He listened at first with his head
bent down ;

but he now suddenly
raised it, and I saw such a veil of

sadness over his eyes and whole

face that I had to make a violent

effort to maintain my self-com-

mand.
At last he said :

" You are right. It was folly in

me to come
;

it would be greater

folly to remain. I will obey you,
madame. I cannot complain, and 1

respect you as much as I . . ."

He stopped, for I made a depre-

catory gesture. What I had to say
was said, and I felt our interview

ought not to be prolonged. I was
about to leave the terrace when he

detained me.
" A moment more, madame, I

beg only one, and the last
;

for

who knows if you will grant me
another, even to bid you fare-

well ? ..."
I stopped.

"Yes," continued he slowly, "I

would like to think, as you say,

that I shall be permitted to see you
again some day, and sincerely be

your friend. Time will pass over

my head and yours. You will not

always be young and beautiful.

Long years will doubtless pass.

To enable me to endure the pro

sent, I must look forward to the

time when I shall be no longer

young, and can see you again, and
resume without fear the title I

ought not to claim, I acknow-

ledge, while there is any danger of

profaning it. I await that day."
It was by no means with indiffer-

ence I listened to his agitated,

trembling voice
;
but I manifested

nothing outwardly, and was even

able to smile, as I replied:
"

It will not be necessary to wait

so long as you suppose, I assure

you. Long before my hair grows
white, what there is good and true

in your friendship will be restored

to me. For before that day some

one, more beautiful than I (whom it
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will not be difficult to find), and,

moreover, worthy of you, to whom

you can give your whole heart, will

have effaced the remembrance of

the passing fancy I have caused

without intending it, but which

shall not be prolonged a single in-

stant with my consent."

I passed by him without looking

up or giving him time to reply,
anil returned to the drawing-room.
There I seated myself on a sofa in

an obscure corner of the room, or

rather, I fell on it, pale, faint, and
exhausted by the effort I had

made.
I did not believe a word of what

I had just said to Gilbert. My
duty was to send him away, and
this duty was accomplished ! But

I by no means desired another

should so soon efface my image. I

said so to allay his regret and ap-

pear indifferent. I was proud of

the courage I had manifested.

When I compared myself with Lo-

renzo, I thought myself perfectly

heroic, and I was about to have
reason to think myself a thousand
times more so.

Lando at that moment left the

piano, where he had been stationed

all the evening beside Teresina.

The latter, it may be remarked en

passant, had profited so well by his

hints that her toilet had become

irreproachable, and now added sin-

gularly to the effect of her beauty.
Lando perceived it, and it was
evident he also thought of my
cousin's by no means despicable

dowry among her other attractions,
as a possible means of abridging
his exile and returning to Paris

before the two \ears had expir-
ed. When, therefore, I saw him
coming with a grave air towards
the place where 1 was seated, I

thought I was about to receive a

communication I had long been

prepared for. I did not suspect
what he had to say concerned in<-

much more directly than himself.

"Cousin Ginevra," said- he in a

low tone, as he took a seat beside

me, "I have had news from Mi-

lan."

I started involuntarily. He did

not notice it, but continued :

"News which proves I was nut

mistaken the other day when I told

you the beautiful Faustina would

take good care to avenge you.

Only, I did not think it would be

so soon."

Brought back so suddenly to tin-

most painful reality of my life, 1

was the more startled and con-

founded at what he said. Lando's

gossip was usually odious to me ;

but now, instead of imposing si-

lence on him, I insisted, on tin-

contrary, that he should con<

nothing from me.

"Well, then," continued he, "it

seems the fair Milanese, notwith-

standing her belle passion for Lo-

renzo, had never been able to con-

sole herself for being deprived of

the duchess' coronet on which she

had depended. So while neglect-

ing nothing to maintain the ascen-

dency she had regained over him,
she was not wholly indifferent to

the homage of a certain potentate
from the Danube who offered to

share with her his principality and
his millions. She was still hesitat-

ing, it seems, between ambition

and love, when Lorenzo, who had
some suspicion, and was on the

alert, unexpectedly came upon his

rival. Then there was a violent

scene and high words, which ended
in a challenge. They were on the

point of fighting when the lady

prevented the affair from going any
further by declaring she would give
her hand to the potentate ! ... So
in a short time, I imagine," con-
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tinned Lando, rubbing his hands,
" Donna Faustina will take her de-

parture for the banks of the Dan-
ube. You will be delivered for

ever from her, and we shall soon

see Lorenzo come home in a terri-

ble humor. But, frankly, it is good
enough for him. This punishment
is not the hundredth part of what
lie merits when he lias a wife like

you !"
" O merciful heaven ! what a

late is mine ! and what a husband I

am obliged to immolate myself
to! . . ."

Such was my first thought on

hearing this account, and an hour

after, when I went to my chamber,
I had not yet overcome the bitter-

ness and agitation it caused me.

My temptation became stronger
and more formidable than ever,

and the desire again sprang up in

my heart to retract the sentence I

had so recently pronounced. To
see him, hear him, sometimes

speak to him, and meet his sym-

pathetic glance was all this really

forbidden me ? Would this be

failing in my duty to the husband

who had outraged me so publicly ?

No, no, it could not be. ... No
one yet knew Gilbert was to leave

Naples. A line, a word, from me,
would suffice to prevent his de-

parture. The new life created by

his presence would continue as if

nothing had happened that ought to

terminate it ! ... I had already
seized my pen and written the

word . . . when suddenly there

awoke in my memory the words of

Livia :

" Think of God, whom he

has offended a thousand times more
than he has you"; and afterwards

these :

"
If you seek likewise to be

released, your fall will be speedy,

rapid, and terrible.
"

The recollection of these words

stopped me and made me shudder.

I now perceived what gradations
I had passed through within a

month. I felt that Livia was right

should I descend from the height
I had just attained, it would in-

deed be to fall lower than I was

before, and perhaps to the lowest

depths !

My sister in her quiet cell still

aided me with her prayers, which

doubtless augmented the increas-

ing light in my soul. I tore up the

note I had begun to write, and,

again preparing myself to struggle

and suffer more than ever, I calmly
renewed the resolution I had been

so near breaking. It seemed to me
this slight victory, though it did

not lessen my sadness, added to my
strength, and made the jewel with-

in gleam with a lustre somewhat

brighter than before.
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ANOTHER GENERAL CONVENTION OF THE PROTESTANT
EPISCOPAL CHURCH.

THE late convention of the

Protestant Episcopal Church has,

wo believe, disappointed everybody.
With skilful care to avoid anything,

which might cause a rupture, the

various factions of this large and re-

spectable denomination have spok-
en to each other, and parted. The
world is none the wiser, and we

hardly think that they are. High-
Chunchmen have maintained their

ground with smooth dignity; Low-

Churchmen have gained somepoints,
while they have lost others; and

Ritualists have hidden themselves

in silence. If neither party is suit-

ed, there is the consolation that no

one is pleased; and from this uni-

-al negative \ve presume the

conclusion comes to an universal

.Hiinnative that all are pleased.

\\V have long ago foreseen this re-

fill, and they who, arguing from

the defection of Bishop Cummins,

expected to hear something deci-

sive in the way of doctrine, have

learned how peace may be main-

tained by simply abstaining from

war. The Episcopal Church has

no fixed creed. Its articles of

faith contradict its offices. Its

various members interpret both,

so that from the Babel of conflict-

opinions no certain sound can

IK- heard. Thus it has been, and

thus it will be to the end. There is

inly one thing on which Episcopa-
lians unite namely, hostility to the

I'atholic Church. With various de-

s of ignorance or honesty, they
enemies of the only body which

teaches with authority, whose forms
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they counterfeit by sad travesties

or servile imitations.

The action of this convention, as

far as it concerns the interior struc-

ture of the church, which they pro-
fess to have modelled after the

American Constitution, has no

particular interest for the world.

Some improvement may have been

made in the canons, of which we
can be no judges. Legislation is

one of the peculiarities of our day.
If it be harmless, it is looked upon
as a safe use of force and nerve

which, expended in another direc-

tion, might have done damage. We
proceed to notice a few things
which are of importance, and they
are the only acts of the conven-

tion which, on the reading of the

journal, strike us as of any conse-

quence.
We are happy to be able to con-

gratulate our friends on the rejec-

tion of the provincial system. With
them it would have worked very

badly, because a province supposes
'

some central government and a unit

in authority. When a province

separates from its parent state, it

becomes independent. If there be

no home government, there can

be no province, properly so-called.

The committee very learnedly ex-

plains the constitution of the primi-
tive church, and concludes that it

would not apply to them, and could

not without injury be forced upon
them.

' Your committee assume tlint the

terms '

provincial system
'

are used in

the resolution in their full ecclesiasticat
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and primitive sense. In the early church
there were : I. the parish ; 2, the diocese

;

3, the province ; 4, the patriarchate. The
parisli had its priest, the diocese its

bishop, the province its archbisliop, the

patriarchate its patriarch. Among these,
the dominant and most active power was
the province with its archbishop. Speak-
ing generally, we may say that it possess-
ed the powers of this body and of the

HouseofBishops,and many of the powers
of our diocesan councils. The provinces
were disconnected and independent, ex-

cept as, by very slender ties, they were
united in the patriarchate. Such a sys-
tem would dismember this church, and
out of this now compact, now united

body create five, or seven, or ten separate
churches. The ties which may at first

unite them will grow weaker and weaker.
However similar they may be at the mo-
ment of dismemberment, at that moment
the process of divergence will begin, and
it will go on until the separation will be
as great as that now existing between
York and Canterbury. Those provinces
now communicate with each other only

informally.

"Any institution of provinces or pro-
vincial synods, with powers subject at

all times to revocation by the General

Convention, wouldbe uselessand illusory.
The provinces, if invested with irrevoca-

ble powers, and discharged from the con-

stant and necessary authority and super-
vision of the General Convention, cer-

tainly might, and probably would, soon

diverge into widely differing practices
and opinions, engendering ecclesiastical

conflicts, threatening the unity of our

church."

Nothing could be plainer than '

this argument. In any Protestant

organization, the least separation
makes an independent church. It

could not be otherwise where there

is no infallible authority and no

divine government to bind all the

members to one head. It must be

sad to the lovers of primitive pu-

rity to know how imperfect the con-

stitution of the early church was.

Everything tended to disintegration,
and a more perfect system has been

found out by the wisdom of modern

days. In the mind of the commit-

tee, the hand of God had nothing
to do with the primitive church

;

for there is only one author of con-

fusion and disorder. These learn-

ed antiquarians never heard of the

See of Rome, and do not know that

our Lord said to Peter,
" Thou art

the rock, and on this rock will I

build my church." Viewing them,

however, from their own stand-

point, we are glad to note their

acuteness, and to congratulate them
that they have not divided them-
selves.

It appears also that there was
some disposition to consider the

American Episcopal Church as a

province of the English, and to

treat the Archbishop of Canterbury
as a kind of patriarch. This dis-

position was rebuked by the con-

vention. The following are among
the remarks made in the House of

Deputies which show that the quiisi

mission of the Bishop of Lichfield

was fruitless :

"The right reverend gentleman who
has taken so strong an interest in this

subject has made a proposition, and the

proposition is that we should become one

great province, if you please, with the

Archbishop of Canterbury as metropoli-
tan of these United Slates for the nonce,

and that in all these conferences the

Archbishop of Canterbury, as the great

metropolitan or patriarch, is to preside.
"

I know that many are wont to call the

Church of England the mother church. I

hold that she is not. If so, I claim her

to be nothing but a very poor stepmother.
The church in this country never was

perfected till she got her perfection by the

consecration of Seabury from the bishops
of Scotland ;

nnd if we acknowledge :i

mother other than the mother church of

Jerusalem (which I am not prepared to

acknowledge), we must acknowledge
Scotland, not England.

"
I could say a great deal more on this

subject full of it I am
; but, under the

circumstances, I think I have said enough

to satisfy the members of this house that

they had better let it alone, and wait till

the bishops tell us what they think of it.
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They arc the persons interested. They
;>tcii thr lust iiiviutiiin without ask-

ing us 'with your leave' or 'by your
leave." Now, after tlicv have been

lihill't'd, and this churrh, I would say, in-

sulted as it has been by tlie Dean of Can-

terbury, and liy the prearrangement of

>im; out tin- very question which these

gentlemen, at a large expense of time
and money, went to attend to, why not
leave them liist to express their opinion?
My word for it, from what I know of the

t of the members of that house,
if ycu wait for that, you will waft to the

end of the term.
" There are several parties to this move-

ment, of dilierent temperaments. One of

ihcm is the great apostolic prelate whom
we have welcomed twice to this conven-
tion the illustrious prelate, of whom I

speak with the most unbounded admira-
tion as a churchman, as a gentleman, as a

historian, as a man. In every capacity
in which I can know human nature, he
deserves honor and affection. I do not
enter into the motives of this movement,
but I simply say that he is affirmatively
moving, in my belief, to gratify what he
lias largely developed in his great nature

the power of organism. Me docs wish,
I have no doubt, something like an or-

ganic union of the two churches of the

two great English-speaking races. That
movement, t" a certain extent, is credita-

ble and desirable, but to a certain other
extent it is extremely dangerous and

utterly inadmissible."

The organic unity of the Angli-
(-an with the American Episcopal
Church is as far from perfect as

the union of provinces would prove
if the primilirt system, as stated by
tile learned committee, were adopt-
ed. The independence of the two
churches is -as complete as that of
the Pivsliyterian or Methodist de-
nominations in this country. Nei-
ther is bound by the doctrinal de-
cisions of the other. This being
the case, we hardly understand the
lull significance of the ceremony
by which an

"
alms-basin

"
was pre-

sented by the General Convention
to the Archbishop of Canterbury.
Tile l;isho| of I.iciiii.-ld. explaining
his part in the august rite, says :

"
It was my happiness to present that

alms-basin to the Archbishop of, ('aim t

bury in concert with one whose loss we
all lament, who is now with God ill his

rest Bishop Mcllvaine, of Ohio, who.
band-in-hand with me, each of us holding
the alms-basin by one hand and on bend-
ed knee, presented that alms-basin for

the Lord's table in S. Paul's Cathedra.,
on the fourth of July, on that occasion."

One of the members of the House
of Deputies tells us that

"This basin was procured from the

Messrs. Kirk, of the city df Baltimore. The
priceof it wasone thousaitd aollars.and it

is said to be the finest piece of work of sil-

ver and gold and precious stones com-
bined that has ever been made upon our
continent. It was sent through the hands
of the Bishop ofLichfield, who presented
it on bended knees to the Archbishop of

Canterbury, to be placed upon the altar

of S. Paul's Cathedral
;
and in this basin

the bishops of the Church of England
made their own offerings first. It is un-
derstood that the basin is to be preserved
by the archbishop and transmitted to his

successors, to be used in all future times
at the consecration of English bishops
and the opening of the Houses of Convo-
cation, and upon all public and great
occasions in which the Church of Eng-
land is interested, and to be preserved a*
a pledge and token of unity and good-will
between our own church and our mother
Church of England.

"
I may say here, too, that both Houses

of Convocation, by resolution adopted
unanimously, went in their scarlet con-
vocation robes from their sittings in the
chamber near Westminster Abbey, in

solemn procession, to the celebration of
the Holy Communion in S. Paul's Cathe-
dral, especially to do honor to the Ameri-
can Church

;
and in this procession Bishop

Mcllvaine and the Lord Bishop.of Lich-
field carried our basin, and it was jn.
sentcd to the Archbishop of Canterbury
in form."

Why did these prelates kneel to

the archbishop on this occasion,
unless to do him homage ? And
what function does an "

alms-basin
"

:arge in the consecration of

bishops and the opening of the
Houses of Convocation ? We ask in
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all sincerity, because our knowledge
of ecclesiology is imperfect in re-

ference to these points.
While we praise the manly spirit

of our American friends in not yield-

ing to the spirit of toadyism before

English prelacy, we confess we are

somewhat pained at a seeming want

of self-respect in their attempt to

deal with the
"
Holy Orthodox

Eastern Church." This body,

though having valid orders, holds

all the doctrines condemned by the

Thirty-nine Articles, and has plainly

and openly anathematized Protes-

tantism. AVhy will the Episcopa-
lians consent to be snubbed and

slapped in the face for the sake of an

intercommunion which is utterly im-

possible ? If they like it, we ought
not to repine ; yet, for the sake of

our manhood, we protest against it.

The Rev. Dr. Fulton, of Alabama,
said :

" There is a great body of Christian

people, constituting one of<he three great
bodies of the Holy Catholic Church,

throughout the world, which to-day are

not in visible communion, although they
are in unity of spirit, and hope for a

more clearly-defined bond of peace.
Hitherto it has only been possible for

these various bodies, or at least two of

them that is to say, the Anglican Church
and the Holy Orthodox Eastern Church
to meet each other in courtesy. Now,
arrangements have been made through
the Archbishop of Canterbury by which

the dead of our communion from Eng-
land or this country can be buried by
the Orthodox clergy, and other offices of

courtesy and kindness can be performed.
The Archbishop of Syra, representing the

Holy Orthodox Eastern Church, lately

visited the Church of England, and was
there received with the greatest honor.

Prelates of our own church and clergy
of lower degree have likewise been re-

ceived by the Eastern clergy. There are,

in this city, with the approbation of the

bishop of the diocese clergy of the Holy
Orthodox Eastern communion. It is be-

lieved in fact, it is known that they are

present now in this house
; and, as a mem-

ber of the Russo-Greek Committee, it was

suggested to me that, in the genera! re

cognition of the clerical rank and charac-
ter which these resolutions imply, these

brethren should be likewise recognized.
It touches not at all the doctrine of their

churches
;

it touches not at all the doc-
trines of their church

;
it touches not at

all their attitude toward us; it simply
recogni/es that they are

clergy^of a church
toward which we hope that, in the provi-
dence of God, we may be drawn in love,

without any sacrifice of our own princi-

ples."

We doubt not that, when gentle-
men meet, they treat each other

with courtesy. Even Roman Catho-

lirs. whom Dr. Fulton would not

invite to the convention, are cour-

teous and polite. But this does not

mean any compromise in questions
of doctrine. If Dr. Potter approves
of the presence of Rev. Mr. Bjerring
in New York, we are quite sure that

the Russian priest never dreams of

acknowledging his authority. Is it

not very much beneath the dignity
of a large and respectable body to

take mere politeness for any ap-

proach to unity in faith or com-
munion? A letter of the Metro-

politan of St. Petersburg was hand-

ed round among the deputies as a

curiosity and a wonderful sign of

Eastern favor to the Protestant

Episcopal Church. We are not sure

if the following is an exact copy of

the letter. If so, it is a gentle re-

buke, given as politely as could be

done under the circumstances. We
extract the letter and the comments
thereon from a secular paper gener-

ally trustworthy :

"THE CONVENTION'S PROPOSITION SPURNED
BY ORTHODOX CATHOLICS.

"
Apropos of the efforts of the Protestant

Episcopal Church for a closer union and
affiliation with the Orthodox Eastern.

Church, the following letter, translated

from the Rirzheviga VeJumasty, a Russian

journal of a semi-official ecclesiastical

status, will be interesting. It is a reply to

the prtition of the Protestant Episcopal
Church for a more intimate union with
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the Russd-Greek Church, and is now for

the first time published on this conti-

nent :

"'To THK WEM.-BEI.OVEU IN CHRIST, AND
THK Ru:UT Rl-.YKKEXU COMMITTEE OF

THK Hol'sK OK BISHOPS OF THE PRO-

TESTANT El'ISCOl'AL CllURCII IN THE
UNITEH STATES OK AMERICA :

" ' Your letter, addressed to his Excel-

lency the Procurator General, Count Tol-

stoy, having been presented by him to the

considei.iiion "I" the Most Holy Governing

Synod of Russia, together with the report

and the concurrence of the House of Bi-

shops, approved by the House of Clerical

and Lay Deputies, in reference to the es-

tablishment upon a true catholic basis of

a spiritual fraternity between the Ameri-

can and Orthodox Churches, especially in

the Territory of Alaska, was received by
the Most Holy Synod of all the Russias

with the utmost pleasure, as a new proof
of respect shown by the representatives
of the Episcopal Church, and of their es-

timable purpose concerning the union of

the churches. The Most Holy Synod, on

their part, will make it an object of their

constant care that a spirit of Christian

tolerance and fraternal love and esteem,
in accordance with the precepts and

usages of our church, shall continue to

pervade all the relations existing between

the members of the Orthodox Church and

those of the Protestant Episcopal Church
in America, and particularly in the Terri-

tory of Alaska.

"'As to the hypothesis of a reciprocal

participation in the solemn performance
of the s.icrament of the Eucharist, the

Eastern Church firmly adheres to the

principles and- convictions so clearly
slated in the messages sent in 1723 by the

Orthodox patriarchs of the East in reply
to the Anglican bishops. It considers a

previous agreement in faith as absolute-

ly indispensable to '.he practical mutual

partk-i; aiion in the sacraments, inasmuch
as ;i i- nist is the only possible ground-
work or basis for the last. In order to

attaii, this most desired end, a thorough
study and investigation of the differences
iri the doctiim-ol Loth churches would be

absolutely requisite ;
and to promote this,

a great principle of co-operation will un-

doubtedly be found in the spirit of peace
and charity which animates both church-
es, the Orthodox as well as the American,
and in those praters for the peace of the
whole woild and for the union of the holy

churches of the Lord which arise to the

(iod of truth and mercy fiom the Ortho-

dox churches, and which are most cer-

tainly shared in by the American churches.
" '

Having been authorized by the Most

Holy Governing Synod, I assume tin-

duty of presenting their answer to thr

House of Bishops of- the American Epis-

copal Church, and beg you to accept the

assurance- of the- highest* esteem of your
brother and co-servant in Jesus Christ.

ISIDORE,
" '

First Presiding Member of the Governing Synod
of all the Russias, and Metropolitan of Novgorod
and St. Petersburg.

1

" The only ecclesiastical representative
of the Russian Church in this city, the

Rev. N. Bjcrring, has corroborated the

facts set forth in this letter, and further-

more stated to the writer, in answer to

inquiries, that the Orthodox Church seeks

not exclusive affiliation with the Anglican
and American Episcopal Churches, but

desires to hold friendly relations with all

Christian denominations; and in this

spirit of fraternal love he receives in his

own house, as personal friends, not only
members of his own household of faith,

but ministers and members of the Lu-

.theran and Reformed ClJurches, Metho-

dists, Baptists, Episcopalians, and Ro-
man Catholics, with all of whom he main-

tains the most cordial relations. But he

declares that there can be no such thing
as sacramental union between his church
and any other, unless there shall have
been first complete agreement in dog-
mas and an unconditional acceptance on
the part of the affiliating churches of the

authority and acts of the first seven CEcu-

menical Councils. This is a conditio sinr

qu& nan from which the Russian Church
cannot move a step nor deviate one line

from the dogmatic truth handed down to

her from the apostolic church
;
nor can

she at the same time permit anything to

be added to these dogmas."

The Eastern churches will never

recognize the Episcopalians as any-

thing but a sect of Protestants. They
deny the validity of their orders,
and condemn their articles of faith

as heretical. Not one of their bi-

shops or priests would be recognized
as possessing any sacerdotal power,
or could ever receive Holy Com-
munion at the hands of the Greeks,
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whom they are inclined to receive

with so much favor.

The following words of one of

their leading agents in England are

sufficiently decisive, though we fear

not plain enough to convince our

brethren who are so sensitive about

their apostolic succession, which

every one denies but themselves :

" No other Protestant church was

ever so full of contradictions, so

full of variegated heresy, as the Eng-
lish Church was and is, and will be

to the end of her existence. With
such an heretical church the Ortho-

dox .Eastern Church never would
allow her bishops to transact.

"
If Rome considered all ordina-

tions by Parker and his successors

i.e., the whole present English epis-

copate and clergy to be invalid,

null, and void, and consistently re-

ordained all those converts who
wished and were fit for orders, the

Eastern Church can but imitate her

proceedings, as both follow, in this

point, the same principles.
'' The Anglo-Catholics are most

'

dciidedly no Catholics, but Protes-

tants, although inclining hopefully
towards Catholicism. It is aston-

ishing how the zealous Intercom-

munionists dive into the depths of

orthodox learning, rove in the remo-

test districts, compile the -minutest

arguments, while they overlook the

chasm at their feet. They most in-

genuously demand to dispense with

ceremony, and to join hands all at

once over the vast deep stretching
out between them."*

Very little has been done by this

convention in the way of doctrinal

decisions. The House of Bishops

having solemnly declared that in

baptismal regeneration, as the term

is used in the Prayer-Book, no moral

change is signified, the effort to drop

* Catholic Orthodoxy. By Rev. Dr. Overbeck.

the term altogether was voted down.

Thus, in harmony with the customs
of this church, a term is retained

which has no real significance.
Those who object to it can only con-

sole themselves by the conviction

that it means nothing.
A former convention had quite

plainly denied the real presence of

Christ in the Holy Eucharist, and
hence the condemnation of any
adoration of the sacrament is quite
natural. We are not certain that

the Ritualists will see anything to

startle them. They would hardly
hear any voice, however loud it

might be. Yet we think the rest

of the world will be satisfied that

no adoration can be paid to the

elements, of the Protestant Episcopal
communion, for the reason that

they are in their very nature and

substance, and that Christ is not in

them. An important canon on ritual

was passed bearing chiefly on this

subject. As it first received the

votes of the House of Deputies, it

condemned "
the use of incense

;
the

placing, carrying, or retaining a cru-

cifix in any part of the place of pub-
lic worship; the elevation of the ele-

ments in the Holy Communion in

such manner as to expose them to the

view of the people, as objects towards

which adoration is to be made ; and

any act of adoration of or towards

the elements, such as bowings,

prostrations, or genuflections." As
amended by the House of Bishops,
and afterwards passed by both

houses, the use of incense .and of

the crucifix is not forbidden. One

deputy explained that the Greek

Church is in the habit of using in-

cense, and that the Lutherans re-

tain the crucifix. Perhaps these

may be among the reasons for the

action of the bishops. We con-

clude that while the crucifix may
be placed in the church, and in-
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cense be used at the will of minis-

ters or their people, no act of adora-

tion can be allowed towards the

Eucharist. The force of this canon
will depend much upon the dispo-
sition of the bishop, who can wink
at these observances or fait to know

anything of them. The law, how-

ever, obliges him to examine the

matter if any two of his presbyters

complain, and, referring the subject
to his standing committee, to ad-

monish the offending minister. And
if the minister disregard this ad*

monition, he must be tried for a

breach of his ordination vow. If

this canon means anything at all, it

will put a stop to all the practices
of the Ritualists by which they en-

deavor to imitate the beauty of

(Catholic worship, and their whole

ceremonial is at once excluded from

any Episcopal church. Let us see

if this law will be either respected
or obeyed.
The rejection of Rev. Dr. Sey-

mour, elected to the bishopric of

Illinois, is a still further condemna-
tion of any Eucharistic adoration.

For chiefly for this adoration, which

he was supposed to favor, was he

refused the vote of the clerical and

lay deputies. The majority against
him was so great that hardly anyone
can doubt of the mind of the con-

vention. He had been involved in

the Confraternity of the Blessed

Sacrament, either directly or indi-

rectly, and this fact alone was suf-

ficient to cause his rejection. It

seems to us pretty evident that the

Episcopal Church by her highest

authority has denied both baptismal

regeneration and the real presence
of Christ in the Eucharist. Yet
this denial will have little effect,

because all Episcopalians will think

as they please, and no doctrinal

decision influences their faith.

Creeds are with them written on

paper, and have no further value.

One would naturally expect the

believers in these rather imuortant

doctrines to forsake a church which

condemns them. But few will do
so. They wil 1 talk of the primitive

days and the hopes of better times,

when the
"
three branches

"
of the

Catholic Church shall come to-

gether. Until that time there is no

authority for Anglo-Catholics. If

the Protestant Episcopal commu-
nion should by synod deny the

existence of God, we believe they
would still remain in her, bearing
their burden, persecuted by their

own church, and with great self-

denial waiting till the truth should

revive in the hopeful mother that

bore them. This new species of

self-abnegation and of moral martyr-
dom by one's own church is the glory
of Ritualistic confessorship. They
have not learned that the first duty
of a true church is to teach, and that

'the first step in holiness is to mor-

tify self-will.

On the subject of education, the

Protestant Episcopal Church has

nearly taken a step forward, and we

sincerely regret that the step was

only half made. The Committee
on Christian Education recommend-
ed the organization of

"
sisterhoods

"

and " brotherhoods
"

to supply
teachers. They say :

" The great want will not be met until

some method of organization be adopt-

ed, such as brotherhoods or sisterhoods,

whose members make teaching their

special work, and who therefore cultivate

the teaching faculty, and acquire all the

branches of useful learning, in order to

do Christ's work for the young, under the

direction and at the call of their bishops
and pastors. And while an organized
work seems to be the only one likely to

meet our necessities, and while the reli-

gious motive is the only one powerful

enough to draw men and women to such

work for the best years of their lives, it

should be borne in mind that the truths
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of the Gospel, and the Catholic faith, as

this church hath received the same, have

strength and vitality sufficient to furnish

motive and method1 to such associations

without exaggerations or additions in

doctrine or practice, and without borrow-

ing distinctive dress, nomenclature, or

usages from the Church of Rome. In

some of the schools or colleges at pre-
sent belonging to us, such associations

might be developed teaching orders

Brothers of the Christian Doctrine, Sisters

of the Holy Childhood composed of men
and women of sound judgment, moral

force, thorough education, patient and

winning ways, who would ask for no

higher work than to train the minds and
mould the characters of the young in ac-

cordance with the gracious teachings of

the church, and with the sanction of, and
in loyal submission to, the authority of

those who are rulers in the same."

In accordance with this recom-

mendation, a canon to establish
"
deaconesses or sisters

"
was re-

ported to the convention. It, how-

ever, failed to pass, and the words
of the. committee stand before the

world on their own merits. Though -

there are grave difficulties in the es-

tablishment of communities where
there is no religious rule or any

unity in faith, yet we would like to

see this imitation of Catholic life

tried among our Protestant breth-

ren. It might do good, and gra-

dually lead the earnest and truly

self-denying soul to the one home
of all Christian life and zeal.

It is a disappointment to us, how-

ever, that this convention has done

nothing in regard to parochial
schools. Some years ago the lan-

guage of the Episcopalian bishops
led us to think that they realized

the full importance of guarding the

young from the dangers of an infidel

education. Colleges and acade-

mies will very poorly meet this

great evil. The children most ex-

posed are those who every day go
to our public schools, where no re-

ligion can be taught, and where a

non-Christian system of instruction

is equivalent to infidelity. The
truth of this assertion needs no

demonstration, for the facts of every
day prove it, and the tide of un-
belief is at our very doors.

The report of the Committee on
the State of the Church dwells on
some generalities, but yet admits a

substantial decline during the three

years past :

" But there are in these documents
some facts that are not cheering or satis-

factory. In 1871 there were 448 candi-
dates for holy orders, and in 1874 bin

301 decrease in three years, 147. In

1873 it is said there were no ordinations
in 17 dioceses, and of the whole number
of candidates only 60 or 70 were able to

maintain themselves. Thus we have not

only the supply of the ministry dimin-

ished, but the fact revealed that parents
of pecuniary ability, elevated social posi-
tion, and great culture, seemingly with-

held their sons from the Lord's higher
service. We have also had our attention

called to the fact that, in many instances,
the young novice is admitted to the dia-

conate and priesthood with such imper-
fect qualification that we are forced to the

conclusion that there is great imperfec-
tion in our legislation, or they whose of-

fice and duty call them to decide upon
the qualifications of candidates are too
lenient in their admission of the appli-
cants."

We do not find any comparative
table of communicants, but .should

be led to conclude that as the

ministry diminishes in numbers,
the members would decline in the

same ratio. Perhaps a little more
attention to schools and the training
of the young would be advisable.

If the Episcopal Church wishes to

hold its own in this age and country,
it will have to give more attention

to the dangers of the public schools.

We do not know precisely what

authority belongs to the address of

the bishops at the end of the con-

vention. It has not one word in

regard to doctrine, and the allu-
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sions to any differences of opinion
are so very general that no party
could be offended. We do not even

gather the precise meaning of the

writer. We utterly fail to compre-
hend his idea of

"
the liberty of

Christian faith," or understand his

notion of freedom in obedience.

The pastoral was evidently written

to offend no one, and in this we
think it must have succeeded.

There are some good words on

the subject of divorce, but we can

hardly tell how far they go. Those
" who put away an uncongenial
wife or husband," and marry again,

taking advantage of the license of

the civil courts, are condemned as

adulterers, unless they do so for the

cause of fornication. We do not

know how to explain this. Is

fornication or sin before marriage
a reason for divorce? Is adultery
after marriage considered sufficient

to break the tie of matrimony, so

that a new marriage is permitt'ed ?

If the bishops mean to say this, we
would earnestly recommend them
to study the sacred scriptures of

the New Testament. Their half-

way protest against civil divorce is

nevertheless something to be
t
thank-

ful for in these days.

Now, having rehearsed all the

important points which we have

been able to see in the doings of

this General Convention, we would
ask any person of honest mind who

really believes in the divinity of

Jesus Christ if there is in the Pro-

testant Episcopal community any
trace of the one true church which

he established. It is to be found

neither in the unity of faith nor

in any consciousness of sacerdotal

gifts. No conception of the funda-

mental idea of a church has any

place in her councils, and the truth

of Christ's presence in his adorable

sacrament, which is the very life of

his elect, is the constant object of

assault. While they, against all

facts and.the testimony of all which

they pretend to hold as the Catholic

Church, assert the validity of their

orders, they prove beyond all cavil

that the grace of the priesthood is

not theirs. For God never left

that grace, even in heresy and

schism, without the consciousness

of its tremendous power. As a mere
Protestant body, it may keep its ex-

terior before the world. It has no
interior life whatever, no heart and
no soul, that we might mark it and

distinguish it among the hosts of

a divided Christianity. Neverthe-

less, there is light enough to guide
the sincere to the one faith, and the

plea of invincible ignorance will be
a poor excuse for many in the

dread day of account. Let us pray

earnestly to God for these souls in

the night of error.
" What will it

profit them to gain the world, and
then to lose their souls ?"
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ASSUNTA HOWARD.
CONCLUDED.

VI.

WOMAN'S INFLUENCE.

" AND so I have you all to my-
self once more

;
no interference

from cruel guardians on your side,

and none from unreasonable hus-

bands on mine. Joking apart, As-

sunta darling, I think God has been

very good to me to give me such

a compensation for Harry's long
absence. Every trial seems to have
a blessing in its train, by way of a

set-off. And you are just the very
dearest of blessings." And Mary
I.ee moved her chair a little nearer

to her friend, by way of showing
her appreciation. Assunta looked

up from her work with a bright

smile, as she replied :

" You are not in the least chang-
ed from the dear Mary Percival of

convent days and happy days they

were, too while I feel twenty years
older than I did the day I bade you

good-by at the garden gate. But

now you are mistaken. I am the

one blessed, not blessing. For think

what it is to me a waif to find

awaiting me so kind a welcome and
so pleasant a temporary home. God

only knows what would have be-

come of me without you."
" Oh !" said Mary,

"
my only fear

was that, with so many claimants for

the honor, I should never succeed in

carrying off the prize. I am sure,

tmtil it was decided, and I saw your
trunks safely landed at my door, I

looked upon Mrs. Sinclair as my
deadly enemy."

"
Clara is very kind much more

so than I deserve," said Assunta,
while an expression of seriousness

passed over her face
;

" but I should

not have liked to accept her hospi-

tality now. I think the present ar-

rangement is more for the happiness
of all parties."
And the remembrance of a cer-

tain evening on board the steamer,

when Mr. Sinclair, a married man,
had dared to tell her, his wife's

friend, that she had first possessed
his heart, and that his love for her

was still unchanged, made her

shudder now involuntarily. He
must indeed have strangely forgot-
ten himself, when, after that, he

added his entreaties to those of his

unsuspecting wife that she would
look upon their home as hers. As-

sunta felt as if the word love had

indeed been profaned by the lips

of George Sinclair. God is love ;

but she knew that he would not

hesitate to take even that most

holy name in vain. Why then scru-

ple to profane the attribute ? How-

ever, all this was a secr.et, known to

herself alone.
"
Mrs. Sinclair must have been a

lovely bride," said Mary musingly.
"
But, Assunta, why did Mr. Carlisle

return at once to Europe ? I should

think he would be tired of travel-

ling by this time, and would like to

settle down for a while on his own

place. I have heard it is so beau-

tiful."

"The habit of travelling grows
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upon one," replied Assunta. "He
:>nly returned to Maryland to attend

hi certain matters in regard to his

sister's property and mine. It was
liis intention to spend some time

longer in Europe and the East."

Then, to change the subject, she

continued :

"
But, Mary dear, when

does your brother enter the semi-

nary ?"
"

I do not know," said Mrs. Lee.
"

1 cannot understand Augustine at

all. He seems just as good and
earnest as ever, and yet something
troubles him, I see it plainly. But
lie is unusually reserved with me ;

so that I feel a reluctance to ques-
tion him. I wish you would ask

him about the seminary. You can

do it quite incidentally; and very

likely he would tell you all about it."
"

1 certainly will," said Assunta.
" He is your brother; so I almost

feel as if he were mine too."
"

I do not think," continued Mary,
"that he is well. I am afraid his

trip to the East may have done him
more harm than good. He always

protests that he is perfectly well, if

1 ask him
;
but I am sure he does

not look so."
"

I have thought so myself, and I

think we must look upon his case

a* our next duty." And Assunta

MOW, a-> the clock struck eleven.

The opportunity to take the case

in hand came much sooner than

tiie fairconspirators had anticipated.
The next afternoon, while Mrs. Lee
had excused herself for a few hours,
in order to pay the expected week-

ly visit to her mother-in-law, Mr.
1'ercival joined Assunta, as she sat

:done in the cosey library, finishing
;i garment fora poor child in whom
she was already interested. Assun-
ta noticed more than usual the

paleness of the spiritual face she

had always so much admired, and
the weariness of its expression ; but,

with true feminine tact, she made
no comment

; only, as he seated

himself beside the table, she looked

up with a smile of welcome, as his

sister might have done.
" Hard at work, as usual. I hope

I do not interrupt you, Miss How-
ard?" said Mr. Percival, with an

answering smile.
" Oh ! no indeed. I am delighted

to see you this evening. We have
not had a good long talk since I

came
;
and yet we have so many

topics of mutual interest."

Mr. Percival took from his pocket
a little box, and, opening it, said :

"Miss Howard, I have ventured
to bring you a souvenir of my tra-

vels, which I beg you will accept
from Mary's brother, and because
of the association."

He placed in her hand a heart-

shaped locket, plain but heavy,
in the centre of which glowed a

large crimson ruby, and around it

were engraved the words,
" Cor

cordium." Within, on one side,

was a miniature painting of the

Sacred Heart of Jesus ;
on the other

side was set a tiny crucifix, carved
from the olive-wood of Gethsemani

by one of the monks of Jerusalem,
and which had been laid upon the

altar in the Chapel of the Holy
Sepulchre.

" And I prayed for you in that

sacred spot most fervently, you
may be sure," said Mr. Percival.

Assunta's eyes were still fixed

upon the beautiful treasure which
she held in her hand. Tears were
in them, as she raised them at last,

saying:
" Words are poor thanks for such

a gift as this. You know, Mr. Per-

cival, how much I shall value it.

Indeed, I feel most unworthy to

possess anything so precious ; yet
I shall accept it, as you said, from

the brother of my dearest friend,
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who is to me truly a sister in affec-

tion." And pressing her lips to the

crystal which protected the crucifix,

she carefully replaced the locket in

its case.
" And so you did not forget those

foolish, fanciful remarks I made by

Shelley's grave. I had not dream-

ed they would have dwelt in your

memory so long; still less did I

imagine they would inspire so

beautiful a design as this, which

is, of course, your own." Then
she added after a little pause :

" There is one greater gift even

than this that I shall ask of you
one of these days. It is one of

your first Masses, when, as a priest,

you are privileged to offer the Holy
Sacrifice."

" Miss Howard," exclaimed Mr.

Percival, with deep emotion, "that

is a subject of which I cannot even

think without suffering."
"
Forgive me," murmured Assun-

ta, surprised beyond measure.
"

It

was indeed unpardonable in me to

pain you by speaking of that

which is between yourself and God
alone. My only excuse is that I

thought the matter had long been

settled."

Then followed a silence, so pro-

longed that Assunta began to won-

der what kept that manly head bow-

ed forward upon the table. Was it

confusion, was it prayer, or had

he perhaps fainted ? At last he

suddenly looked up, and fixed those

fine, earnest eyes of his full upon
Assunta's face ; and even in that

moment the thought struck her

what pure, true eyes they were.
" Miss Howard, you are the last

person on earth to whom I ought
to speak on this subject, and I

know not what impels me to do so

now. Pray for me ;
for my salva-

tion may depend upon it."

Assunta tried to be calm, as she

said gently, while she breathed a

silent prayer for guidance :

" You must think of me as almost

a sister."

Mr. Percival went on :

" Even your image, true and

beautiful and holy as it is, and pure
as an angel's, should never haveo '

been allowed to come between me
and the God to whose special

service I was inclined. But believe

me, Miss Howard, never for one

moment have I cherished a hope
that you might be to me other than

you are; only, when I have striven

to rise above all human feeling,

and to give myself unreservedly to

him who demanded the sacrifice,

God help me ! you seemed to fill

his place in my soul. Forgive mi-

and pity me ! I am miserably
weak."

After a moment he continued :

"All! Miss Howard, you know
what I mean. It is only because

of my own weakness that I have

found the memory of you an ob-

stacle to my advance towards the

perfection to which I aspired."
"And to which you will still as-

pire." And Assunta's voice was low

and sweet, as she for the first time

broke silence.
"

I had not dreamed
of this, Mr. Percival, but I hope

you will never have occasion to re-

gret the confidence you have re-

posed, not in the ideal which has

for a moment passed as a cloud of

temptation between your soul and

its high calling, but in one who,

though full of faults, may yet offer

you her sympathy and her pray-
ers."

"God bless you!" escaped from

Mr. Percival 's lips.
"

I am too young and inexpe-

rienced," continued Assunta,
"
to

give you counsel ; besides, I am a

woman
; but, with my woman's in-

tuition, I think I see how all this
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h.is come about. . . . May I

go on?"
"

I beg you will
;

it is the sort of

soul-wound that needs probing."

Assunta smiled.
"

1 do not think

Mich severe treatment will be re-

quired only an examination, per-

haps, preparatory to healing. You
met me in Rome forgive me if I

speak too freely of myself sur-

rounded by that atmosphere of

beauty and poetry which steals

into the soul, because it breathes

from the very centre of Catholic

faith and the glory of the church

militant. But when you met me,
1 was with those whose hearts were

not open to such influences; and it

was very natural that you and I

should feel drawn to each other by
the attraction of a common faith

and hope. Do you think I could

have said those foolish words, which

it seem-, you have remembered only
too well

"
and she glanced at the

little case in her hand "
if I had

not felt that you could sympathize
with my thoughts, however poorly

they were expressed ? Believe me,
it was a certain earnestness of faith

in me, which your presence drew out

into somewhat too free expression
and which remained in your mem-

ory as an attraction; and the devil

has ingeniously made use of that

little opening to insinuate some sub-

tle poison. But his power is at an

end, thank God ! He has, for me,
overreached his mark. The very
fact that you could speak of this

to me proves that the danger is

already passing. O my friend!
think what a poor, miserable sub-
stitute is even the greatest human
happiness for the life to which
C.od calls you. Think of the re-

ward! Heaven is the price ! How-
ever, it is the Holy Spirit, not I, that

should speak to your soul. Will

you not give him the opportunity ?

Will you not, perhaps, go into re-

treat? Or rather, please do not
listen to me, but go to your di-

rector, and open your heart to him.

1 can only give you a few words of

sympathy and encouragement. He
can speak to you as the voice of

God."
" You do not despise me, then,

for having wavered ?"
" Do not say that, Mr. Percival,"

exclaimed the young girl earnestly.
" What saint is there that has not

suffered temptation ? Despise you ?

I envy you, rather. Think of the

vocation God has given you ! If

it proves to lie the mountain of

sacrifice, and you ascend it with

the cross upon your shoulders, will

you not be all the better priest
from your likeness to Him who was
at once both priest and victim !"

"Miss Howard, pardon me, but

you speak as if the lesson of Cal-

vary were not new to you ; as if

you, too, knew what it is to suffer

not, as I have done, through your
own weakness God forbid ! That
1 could never think."

" We each of us must bear some
cross," said Assunta hastily ; and
then, to give a lighter turn to the

conversation, she added :

"
I am

sorry that I should have proved to

be yours."
l''or the first time Augustine

IVrcival smiled, as he said :

" But if, through you, I win my
crown, you will not then regret it?"

" O that crown !" exclaimed As-
sunta

;

"
let us both keep it ever

in sight as an incentive. The way
will not then seem so long or so
hard. Mr. Percival, will you see

your director to-night ?"
"

I will go to him now. It is

what I have neglected only too

long. God bless you, Miss How-
ard ! But dare I now, after all that

has passed, ask you to retain my
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trifling gift, that you may not for-

get to pray for me ?"
"

I shall prize it most highly,"
said Assunta.

" But I shall not

need to be reminded to commend
you very often to the Sacred Heart
of our divine Lord, where you will

find strength and consolation. I

am sure the least I can do for you
is to pray for you, having been the

occasion of your suffering."
" And of something more than

that," said Mr. Percival.
'' And I shall still hope for the

other greater gift," said Assunta
in pleading tones.

" Miss Howard," replied Mr. Per-

cival, almost with solemnity,
"

if I,

unworthy as I am, should ever be

permitted to offer the Holy Sacrifice,

my first Muss shall be for you, God

willing. But I dare not yet look

forward with hope to such a possi-

bility. Once more, God bless you !

Pray for me." And in a moment
more he had left the house.

Assunta attended Mass daily at

the cathedral. The next morning,
as she was leaving the church, Mr.

Percival joined her
; but, without

saying a word, he placed a note in

her hand, and at the corner he

turned, and took his way in the op-

posite direction. In her own room
the young girl read these words :

"
To-day I start for Frederick,

where I shall make a retreat with

the good Jesuit fathers. In soli-

tude and prayer I hope that God

may make known to me his will.

Pray, that I may have light to see

and grace to follow the inspirations

of the Holy Spirit. The words you

spoke last night are known to the

loving Heart of Jesus. He will re-

ward you. I can say no more now.

Your brother in Christ, A. P "

"Thank God!" exclaimed As-

sunta.

After breakfast, Mary came to

her, as she stood for a moment by
the window, and, putting her arm
about her affectionately, said :

"
Darling, we need not make any

more plans to entrap poor Augus-
tine into a confession, for I do be-

lieve he is all right. He came
here for a few minutes early this

morning to say good-by, as he was

going to Frederick. Of course that

must mean a retreat; and a retreat

is, of course, the first step towards

the seminary."
"I am very, very glad," said As-

sunta, smiling. "Women are not

always as bright as they think they

are, you see."

Three weeks from that day Au-

gustine Percival sailed for Europe
to enter upon his theological course

in Rome. And two faithful hearts

daily begged for him of Almighty
God grace and fortitude with that

happy confidence which seems al-

most a presage of answered prayer.
And five years passed away

long and often weary in the pass-

ing, but short and with abundant

blessings in the retrospect five

uneventful years, and yet leaving a

lasting impress upon the individual

soul. Assj.mta's home was still with

her friend, Mary Lee an arrange-
ment to which she most gratefully

consented, on condition that she

might, from her ample income, con-

tribute her share towards the c

and comfort of the family. It thus

became a mutual benefit, as well as

pleasure ;
for Capt. Lee's pay as a

naval officer was small and their

only dependence. Assunta had

won the hearts of all, even down to

Mary's two little ones, who came

bringing plenty of love with them,

as well as adding much to the care

and solicitude of the young mother

and her younger friend.

They saw but little of Mr*. Sin-

clair during those years. She had
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become a thorough woman of tin-

world a leader <>i fashion in her

own circle. She had lost niurh of

the simplicity and iiaireU of charac-

ter and manner which had made
her charming in the old Roman

days. Her laugh had not the

genuine ring which her own light

heart used to give it. She was still

beautiful very beautiful as queen
of the ball-room. Hut Mary Lee

always insi.-led that she had the

unmistakable look of one who has

an interior closet somewhere which

might reveal a skeleton; and As.

sunta thought but her thoughts
she kept to herself that it was not

very difficult to divine what that

skeleton might be. She understood

her, and pitied her from her heart;
and she loved her, too, with the old

affection. l!ut their life-paths,

once seemingly parallel, had now

diverged so widely that she felt she

could not help her. The consola-

tion Clara sought was very different

from anything her brother's ward
could supply.
And that brother, Mr. Carlisle

did Assunta never think of him ?

Daily, before God, she remembered
him ; but it was not for her peace
to allow him a place in her memory
at other times. They were entire

strangers now, and she had long
since given up the hope of any re-

turn to the old friendship. He
had dropped out of her life, and
(Vod alone could fill the place left

:nt by the surrender of this

human love. She prayed for him,

however, Mill, but as one might
pray for the dead. Her days glid-
ed quietly by, each <>ne bearing a

record of deeds of love and kind-
ness

;
while the consciousness of

duty fulfilled gave her a peace that

it is not in the power of mere hu-

man happiness to bestow. The

blessings of the poor followed her,

and the blessing of God rested upon
her soul.

Mary sometimes protested against
this "waste of life," as she called it.

"
My darling," she said one da\ .

as she was rocking her baby to

sleep in her arms, "you will be a

nun yet."
"

I fear not," replied Assunta.
"

I might have wished to enter re-

ligion, but it seems that God does

not call me to that life."
"
Then, Assunta, why don't you

marry? It would break my heart

to lose you, darling ; but, truly, it

grieves me to have you settle your-
self down to our stupid life and

ways, and you so young and rich

and beautiful. It is contrary to

nature and reason."
" Be patient with me, dear,'' said

Assunta. "I do not believe that

you want to be rid of me. Some
time we shall know what it all

means. I am sorry to disappoint

my friends, but my life is just as I

would have it."
"
Well, you are a saint," said

Mary with a sigh ;

" and as \ am
the gainer, I am the last one to

complain. But I wish you had a
dear little bother of your own like

my Harry," And the maternal kiss

had in it such a strength of mater-
nal love that the baby-eyes opened
wide again, and refused to shut.

Mary heard occasionally from
her brother

; and sometimes she
heard of him in a way that filled

her heart with joy. Austere, yet
with wonderful sweetness, full 'of

talent and a hard student, yet with

touching humility, Augustine I'er-

cival, by a life of mortification and

prayer, which his studies never in-

terrupted, was preparing himself
to do great things for God. A few

words, uttered simply by a true-
hearted Christian woman, had turn-
ed the scale for him; and God will
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receive so much the more glory, exercised influence of some noble

There will come a day which will woman, whose mission is none the

reveal many such works, performed less real because it is accomplished

through the perhaps unconsciously- silently and out of the world's sight.

vn.

Five years had passed away, and

their close found Mary Lee wel-

coming back to her home her long-

absent brother, now a priest. Au-

gustine Percival returned, the same,
and yet changed. There was the

same tender, earnest nature
;
but

upon that nature grace had built

up a superstructure of such strength
and virtue that, in most respects,

he was a different man purified

by suffering, sanctified by penance,
and now consecrated by the sacra-

ment of Holy Orders.

It was a happy circle that gath-

ered around the blazing wood-fire

on that cool October evening so

happy that they were almost sub-

dued, and thought more than they
talked. It was towards the end of

the evening that Father Percival

said quite incidentally :

" Mr. Carlisle returned in the

steamer with me. I suppose he

will soon pay his respects to the

ladies."

Assunta did not start. Why
should she ? Had the name of one

long since dead been mentioned,
it might have caused an emotion

of tenderness; but that would have

been all. Mr. Carlisle was dead

to her, and every memory of him

had long been buried. So, though
her face became a shade paler, she

went on with her work, and her

hand did not tremble.
"

Is he well ?" asked Mary, con-

tinuing the conversation,
" and is

he as fine-looking as he used to

be ?"
" He is just recovering from a

very severe illness," replied her

brother. "It has told upon him

fearfully, so that you will find him
much changed. Still, I hope his

native air will restore him to health ;

and no doubt, Mary, his good
looks will follow. He was already
much better when I parted from

him yesterday." And then Father

Percival questioned Mary about

her absent husband and her chil-

dren, and listened with interest to

the young mother's enthusiastic de-

scription of Harry's brilliancy and
the little Assunta's sweetness.

The next evening, as Father Per-

cival was giving the two ladies an

account of his last days in Rome,
Mr. Carlisle's name was aonounced,
and immediately he himself en-

tered the pleasant drawing-room.
He was indeed much altered, for

the traces of sickness and suffering

were only too visible. There was

another change, perceptible to one

who had known him well. In his

bearing there seemed to be less

pride than of old, and more dig-

nity; in his face the expression
of bitterness had given place to

one more contented, more peace-
ful. Suffering had evidently done

a work in that proud spirit. But

as Mr. Carlisle extended his hand
to Assunta, who greeted him with

the frank simplicity so peculiar to

her, the same old smile lighted up
his thin, pale face, and he truly

seemed her guardian once more.

Assunta was for the moment sur-

prised to see the cordiality with

which Mr. Carlisle took the hand
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of the young priest, and held it in

both his, as if a brother's affection

were in the pressure, and which

was returned as warmly. A com-
fortable arni-chair was placed near

the fire for the guest; and while he

seated himself, as if fatigued, he

said :

"Augustine, have you kept my
secret?"

" Most faithfully. I did not

even betray that I had one, as a

woman might have done." And
Father 1'ercival glanced at his sis-

ter, who pretended indignation, but

saitl nothing.

Then," said Mr. Carlisle, "I
must tell my own story. Assunta,
come and sit by me." And he

pointed to the vacant chair beside

him, while Assunta obeyed at once,
the words and manner were so like

those of the old days.

"Forgive me," Mr. Carlisle went

on, "if I call you to-night by the

familiar name. I could not say
Miss Howard, and tell you what I

have to tell. And, Mrs. Lee, if I

seem to address myself too exclu-

sively to \ our friend, I beg you
will pardon me, and believe that,

if my story interests you, I am
more than glad that you should
know all. Assunta, put your hand
here." And taking her hand in his,

he laid it upon his brow. "
In that

Roman sickness it has often rested

there, and has soothed and healed.

Fell me, child, do you feel no dif-

ference now ?"

Assunta looked at him wonder-

ingly still more so when she caught
-.iii'nt of a meaning smile on Father
Percival's face.

"Mr. Carlisle, you puzzle me,"
she said.

Again that peculiar and beauti-
ful smile, as he continued :

" The sign of the cross has been

there; do you understand now, my
VOL. xx 31

child? No? Then, in one word,
1 will explain all. Credo I be-

lieve! Not yet? Assunta, you
have, I know, prayed for me. Your

prayer has been answered. I am a

Catholic, and, under God, I owe
all to Augustine Percival."

Assunta could not speak. For a

moment she looked in his face

with those earnest blue eyes, as if

to read there the confirmation of

his words, and then she bowed her

head upon her hands in silence.

Mr. Carlisle was the first to break it.

" And so you are not sorry, petite,

to welcome so old a sinner into the

fold?"

"Sorry!" exclaimed Assunta at

last.
"
Life will not be long enough

to thank God for this happiness."
" You are so little changed, child,

after all these years, that I must
look at myself to realize how the

time has gone. But shall I tell

you how all this has come about ?

Three months ago I was as miser-

able an unbeliever as ever lived."
"
Please tell us all," murmured

Assunta.
"
All the story of these five years

would be long and wearisome. Life

to me has been simply an endurance
of existence, because I dared not

end it. I have travelled a great
deal. I have stood, not kneeled, in

the Chapel of the Holy Sepulchre,
and have wandered as a sight-seer

through the holy places in Jerusa-
lem. I have been in almost every

part of Europe. Need I tell you
that I have found satisfaction no-

ivhere? And all this time I was

drawn, by a sort of fascination, to

read much on Catholic subjects ;

so I sneered and cavilled and ar-

gued, and read on.

"At last, about four months since,

the same uneasy spirit which has
made a very Wandering Jew of me
for the last five years possessed me
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with the idea of returning home,
and I started for Paris. I engaged

my passage in the next steamer for

New York ; and, though feeling far

from well, left for Havre. I reach-

ed the hotel, registered my name,
and went to my room for the night.

The steamer was to sail the next

morning. I knew nothing more

for three weeks. Fortunately, I had

fallen into good hands, or I should

never have been here. They said

it was brain-fever, and my life was

despaired of. Assunta, child, you
need not look so pale. You see it

is I myself who have lived to tell

it."

Father Percival here rose, and,

excusing himself on the ground of

having his Office to say, left the

room. As soon as he was gone
Mr. Carlisle exclaimed:

" There is the noblest man that

ever lived. No words can tell what

he has been to me. It seems that,

when I was beginning to give some

hope of recovery, Father Percival

arrived at the same hotel on his

way to America. The landlord hap-

pened to mention the fact of the

illness of a fellow-countryman, and

showed the name upon his books.

Father Percival iat once gave up
his passage, and remained to per-
form an act of charity which can

only be rewarded in heaven."
" You remember, Assunta," said

Mrs. Lee,
''

Augustine wrote that

he was detained a few weeks by the

illness of a friend."

"Yes," said Assunta; "but how
little we dreamed who the friend

was !"
" And a most ungrateful friend he

was, too, at first," said Mr. Carlisle.
'" When he came to see me, and I

learned his name, and that he had

become a priest, it was nothing
but weakness that prevented my
driving him from the room. As

it was, I swore a little, I believe.

However, with the tenderness of a

woman he nursed me day and

night; and even when I was better,

there was still no word about reli-

gion, until one day I introduced

the subject myself. Even then he

said but little. I was too weak to

have much pride, or that little

would not perhaps have made the

impression that it did. My pride
has always been the obstacle, and
it is not all gone yet, petite" he

added, looking at Assunta, who
smiled in answer.

"One night, from what cause 1

do not know, I had a relapse, and
death seemed very near. Then
Father Percival came to me as

priest. I can hear now the solemn
tones in which he said :

' Mr. Car-

lisle, I will not deceive you. I hope
that you will recover, but you may
not. Are you willing to die as you
are now, unbaptized ?' I answer-

ed,
'

No.'
' Do you, then,' he said.

'

believe the Catholic Church to la-

the infallible teacher of truth, and
will you submit to her teaching?'
Here I paused. The question was a.

difficult one; the word submit was
a hard word. But death was very
near, and at last, with desperate

energy, I said : 'Yes
; baptize me !'

He then knelt beside me, and made
for me an act of contrition for 1

seemed to be sinking fast and in a

moment more I was baptized, a

Catholic. He then left me instant-

ly, and went for the parish priest,

who came and administered Ex-
treme Unction to as they suppos-
ed a dying man. But the sacra-

ment did its work for life, and not

for death. From the moment of

receiving it the scale turned. Of
course much that I have told you
I have learned since from Augus-
tine. I was conscious only of

the one act the submission.
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" And how mean a specimen of a

man I have since felt myself to

have teen resisting God year after

year with all the strength of human

pride and that most powerful aux-

iliary of the devil pride of intel-

lect ;
and then, when life \vas at its

last gasp, and everything had slip-

ped from under me but that one

foothold then to say,
'

Life is go-

ing ;
the world has already gone.

I have lost everything else; now I,

a sinner, will condescend to receive

the portion of the saints God and
heaven !' Do you think, Assunta,
that the angels would have had
much cause for rejoicing over such

an addition to their bright com-

pany ?"
" That is a genuine drop of your

old bitterness, Mr. Carlisle," replied

Assunta, laughing, nevertheless, at

his frankness.
" Oh ! there is "plenty of it left,

petite. But to go on : when I

found that I was to live, I was de-

termined, before leaving for home,
to make my profession, of faith in

the church, as a Christian should

who is not ashamed of his colors.

Augustine would do nothing offi-

cial for me after the baptism, but

he was ever the kindest friend, and
I love him with a real David and

Jonathan affection. Oh ! child,

how often have I thought of you
and of how much you would have
been amused to see me, Severn
< 'arlisle, meekly receiving instruc-

tion in Catholic doctrine and prac-
tice from that simple French priest.

Truly, I needed some one to iden-

tify me to myself. Well, to bring
tliis long story to an end, the day
before sailing I made my profession
of faith and received Holy Com-
munion in the quiet little parish
church. And now I am here, the

same proud, self-sufficient man as

of old, I fear, but with a peace of

soul that I have never known be-

fore."
" How good God is!" exclaimed

Assunta.

"What does your sister say?"
asked Mrs. Lee.

"
My sister? I do not think she

took in the idea. Her thoughts
would have to travel miles before

they would approach a religious
sentiment. Poor Clara ! I find her

much changed. I spent two or

three hours with her this afternoon.

She was very gay, even brilliant too

much so, I thought, for real happi-
ness. She did not imagine how

transparent her mask was, and I

would not destroy her illusion. I

did not see Sinclair at all. But,"
exclaimed he, looking at his watch,
and rising hastily,

"
it is eleven

o'clock. I ordered the carriage
for ten, and no doubt it has been

waiting a long time. I owe you la-

dies many apologies for my thought-
lessness and egotism."

" Mr. Carlisle," began Assunta,

placing her hand in his, as she bade
him good-night; but the words
would not come as readily as the

tears.

Mrs. Lee had gone to summon
her brother, so the two, so long

parted, were left alone.
"
My child," said Mr. Carlisle in

a low voice,
"

I know all that you
would say, all the sweet sympathy
of that tender, unchanged heart. I

have much to say to you, Assunta,
but not to-night not in the pre-
sence of others."

Then turning to Father Percival,

who entered the room,
"
Augus-

tine," he said,
"

I am going for a

few days to my place in the coun-

try for rest, and also that I may see

how much it has suffered from my
long neglect. Come and see me
there. It will do me good, heart

and soul."
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"
I will try to arrange my plans

so as to give myself that pleasure,"

replied the priest, as he assisted

Mr. Carlisle into the carriage.

What strange contradictions there

are in human nature ! How little

can we account for our varying
moods and the motives which in-

fluence our actions ! And how of-

ten we seem to get at cross-pur-

poses with life, and only see how
far we have been wrong when a

merciful Providence, overruling all,

unknots the tangled thread and

straightens the crooked purpose !

Excepting the visit of a few hours

paid by Father Percival to his

friend, two months passed by, and

nothing was heard of Mr. Carlisle.

Those two months were to Assunta

longer, more wearisome, than the

five .years that had preceded them.

We may talk of hopes that are dead,
and may honestly believe them
buried deep down in the grave
which duty has prepared and time

has covered. But hope is the

hardest thing in this world to kill
;

and thank God that it is so! Let

but a gleam of sunshine, a breath

of the warm upper air, into that

sepulchre, and the hopes that have

lain buried there for years will

revive and come forth with re-

newed vigor. It is much more
difficult to lay them to rest a second

time.

Assunta had borne her trial no-

bly ; but, as she sat alone on Christ-

mas Eve, and her thoughts natural-

ly dwelt upon that happy return, and

then the unaccountable disappear-
ance of Mr. Carlisle, her courage
almost failed her, and her brave

heart sank within her, as she

thought how dreary the future look-

ed. She had excused herself from

joining the others at a little family

party, and for an hour she had

sat idle before the fire a most un-

wonted self-indulgence for one so

conscientious as Assunta Howard.
A ring at the door and a voice in

the hall made her start and trem-

ble a little, as she had not done on

that first evening of Father Perci-

val's return. She had scarcely re-

covered herself when Mr. Carlisle

entered the room.
"

I have come to account for my-
self," were his first words.

"
I

hoped that I should find you alone

to-night."
"Mrs. Lee has gone to her mo-

ther's," was the reply.
"
Yes, I knew it. Assunta, what

have you thought of me? Still

more, what will you think of me
now? I have suffered much in

these two months ; perhaps it is un-

generous in me to say this to you.

Assunta, never for one moment
have I been unfaithful to the love I

told you of so many years ago ;
but

I had given up the hope of ever

possessing yours. Even when the

obstacle you know of had been re-

moved, I thought that I could bear

to see you happy, as I believed you
were, in a life in which I had no
share. I felt that it would not be

right even to ask you to marry one

so much older than yourself, with

broken health and darkened spirits.

And your fresh beauty, still so girl-

ish, so all-unchanged, confirmed my
purpose. Ah ! child, time, that has

silvered my hair, has not dimmed
the golden aureola which crowns

your dear head. But in the many
lonely hours that I have passed
since my return, my courage has

grown faint. I have longed for your
sweet presence in my home, until

an answering voice has urged me to

come to you. Assunta, once, be-

neath the shadow of the cross, in

the moonlit Colosseum, I offered

you my love, and you put God be-

tween us. Again I urged my suit,
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and again you erected the same im-

passable barrier. To-night I am so

selfish that, even as I have describ-

ed myself to be, I come to you a

third time with a love which years
have but strengthened. My darling,

(lui! no longer comes between us ;

can I ever hope to win that true,

brave heart?"

With a child-like simplicity and
a true womanliness Assunta put
her hand in his, and said :

" Mr. Carlisle, it has long been

yours.
'

Unless he can love you
in Got/,' my mother said. I believe

that the condition is now fulfilled."
" And may God bless the love

he sanctions!" said Mr. Carlisle sol-

emnly. After a silence for where
hearts understand each other there

is no need of many words Assun-
ta said in her own sweet tones :

" Do you regret now the decision

of that night in Rome ? Was I a

true prophetess?"
" But we have lost so many years,"

said Mr. Carlisle.
"
Yes, lost for time, but gained

for eternity."

When Mrs. Lee returned, she

greeted the guest with surprise, as

well as pleasure; but both those

emotions were lost in a still greater

joy when Mr. Carlisle, drawing As-
sunta towards him, said :

"
Mrs. Lee, this is my Christmas

gift a precious treasure, is it not,
to be entrusted to one so undeserv-

ing?"
"
Indeed it is a precious trea-

sure," echoed Mary enthusiastically;"
but, Mr. Carlisle, there is not a man

in the world in whose possession I

would like to see it so well as in

yours."
"
Bless you, Mrs. Lee, for your

kind words ! Petite, perhaps your
taste is not so much in fault after

all."
"
And, Mary," said Assunta arch-

ly, "he may yet recover his good
looks, you know."

"
Yes," said Mr. Carlisle,

"
love

and happiness are said to be great
beautifiers. I have no objection to

trying the experiment."
One bright morning, soon after

Easter, there was a nuptial Mass at

the cathedral, celebrated by Fa-
ther Percival, and after the cere-

mony and a quiet breakfast, Mr.
and Mrs. Carlisle drove in their

private carriage to the beautiful

country residence which was to be
their future home.

Just at sunset, as they entered

the long avenue which with many
windings led towards the house,
Mr. Carlisle said :

"
My darling, we are at home. I

have waited, like Jacob, almost

seven years for my Rachel. I can-

not say, as he did, that the days
have seemed few, though I believe

my love has been no less."
" And suppose," replied Assunta,

with the happy confidence of a lov-

ing wife
"
suppose your Rachel

should turn out a Lia after all?"
" In that case," said her husband

coolly,
"

I should insist that the

description of that much-injured
lady had done her great injustice.

And I should consider myself a

lucky fellow to have been cheated
into the mistake, and be ready to

wager my Lia against all the Ra-
chels in the world. And now, my
precious wife, welcome home!"

Ten years later. It is not al-

ways a pleasure to look in upon
loved friends after a lapse of ten

years. Sickness, sorrow, death, or

disgrace may each do a mighty
work in even fewer years, and, at

the best, time itself brings about

marked changes. But a glance at

Carlisle Hall, on this tenth anni-

versary of that happy wedding-day,
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will only show that same happiness

ripened into maturity. In a mar-

riage like that of Severn and Assunta

Carlisle, whatever life might bring
of joy or sorrow would come to

both alike, and nothing could di-

vide them. Even death itself

would but seem to part them, for

their union was in God. In As-

sunta the added dignity of wife-

hood and motherhood had taken

nothing from the charm of earlier

years ; and, if the beauty of the

young girl had faded somewhat,
the ever-growing grace and purity
of soul more than supplied its

want, even in her husband's eyes.
And Mr. Carlisle ? Noble by na-

ture, and possessing the finest qua-
lities of mind and heart, his soul

was now developed to the full

stature of its manhood. He was a

proud man still, but with a pride
which S. Paul might have com-
mended. He was so proud that

he was never ashamed to kneel be-

side the poorest villager in the

little church. In his pride he glo-
ried in Jesus Christ, and him cruci-

fied. The beautiful church itself

had been erected as a thank-offer-

ing, by Mr. Carlisle and his wife, in

the factory village two miles from

their home
; and for some years

Father Percival had been parish

priest of the Church of the Assump-
tion. And Carlisle Hall resounded
with the merry voices of three

children at the end of those ten

years : Severn, the pride of his

mother's heart
; Augustine, Father

Percival's godchild and special

favorite, already destined for the

priesthood by the wishes of the

senior trio"; and the baby, her fa-

ther's darling, to whom he would

give the name of Mary, and no

other,
"
to show," he said,

" how
he had progressed in Mariolatry
since his first lesson in Sienna."

Father Percival had been the only

guest at this anniversary-dinner,

except, indeed, the children, who
must appear on this occasion, at no
matter how great a risk of noise

and accident. They had now re-

turned to the nursery, but the others

still lingered at the table.
"
Father Augustine," said As-

sunta for she had learned to fol-

low the little ones in their name
for the priest they loved so well
"

I received a letter yesterday from
dear old Father Joseph. He is

just as happy in our marriage to-

day as he was when he first heard
of it, and he blesses it, and us, and
the children so sweetly and kindly.
How much I should like to see

him again !"
"

I suppose," said Father Perci-

val,
"
he looks upon the marriage

as a striking illustration of the won-
derful ways and goodness of God,
as it surely is. S. Ignatius ought to

send Father Dupont here, to see for

himself the result of his direction,

and, I must add, of your generosity
and faithfulness, Mrs. Carlisle."

"
I am so sorry, Severn," said

Assunta after a pause in the con-

versation,
"
that Clara would not

come to us to-day. I think a

glimpse of quiet country life might
be a pleasant change for her."

"
I fear," replied her husband

sadly,
"
that poor Clara has much to

suffer yet. It is my opinion that Sin-

clair has no intention of returning
from Europe at all. But who
could have made her believe, in

those sunshiny days, that she would
ever live to be a deserted wife?

Petite, the subject is a very painful
one. I am going to change it for

one of which I am never weary.

Augustine, it is not the custom, I

believe, for a man to toast his wife

on such an occasion, but I am go-

ing to be an exception to the rule
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to-day. Lord Lytton has in that and, my darling, you must drink-

grand work of his, My Norcl, two and not blush 'Assunta Carlisle:

types of women the one who ex- blessed be the woman who both

alts, and the one who consoles, exalts and consoles !' And let me
He probably had never seen the add that a happy man was I un-

combination of the two types in worthy when, ten years ago, that

one person. I now propose woman became my wife."

MATTER.

v.

ALTHOUGH continuous matter

cannot be proved to exist, yet its

existence, as every one knows, is

still very commonly believed, even

by philosophers, on the ground that

it was believed for centuries by all

great men. and has never been con-

clusively refuted. From some hints

which we have given in our previous
article about the difficulties of this

ancient doctrine, the intelligent

reader may have already satisfied

himself that material continuity is

not merely
"
a philosophical mys-

tery," as Goudin confesses, but a

metaphysical absurdity. As, howev-

er, this last conclusion, owing to its

paramount importance in metaphy-
sics and in natural philosophy, de-

serves a more explicit and complete
demonstration than we have yet

given, we propose to develop in the

present article a series of arguments,
drawn from different sources, to

show Hie absolute and intrinsic im-

possibility of continuous matter. The
prejudices of our infancy may at

first resist the demonstration, but it

is to be hoped that they will finally

yield to reason.

First argument. We know, and
it is conceded by the advocates of

continuous matter, that a finite

being cannot involve in its com-

position an infinite multitude of

distinct terms
;
for evidently the in-

finite cannot be the constituent of

the finite. Now, we have shown in

our preceding article that, if there

were a piece of continuous matter,
it should involve in its continuous

constitution an infinite multitude

of distinct terms, every one of which
should have its own distinct exis-

tence independently of the others.

Therefore continuous matter can-

not exist.

Second argument. A primitive
substance cannot absolutely be

made up of other substances. But
if there were any continuous mat-

ter, a primitive substance would be

made up ofother substances. There-
fore no continuous matter can ex-

ist. The major of this syllogism is

quite evident; for a primitive sub-

stance, if made up of other sub-

stances, would be primitive and

non-primitive at the same time. The
minor can be easily proved. For
it is plain that continuous matter,
if any such existed, would neces-

satily consist of continuous parts,

substantially distinct from one

another, and therefore having their

own distinct matter and their own
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distinct substantial act, and rank-

ing as distinct, complete, and sepa-
rable substances, as we have shown
in our last article. Now, assuming
that either of these parts is a primi-
tive substance, it is evident that the

primitive substance would be made

up of other substances
;
for such a

part, being continuous, is itself made

up of other parts, which are likewise

distinct and complete substances,
as we have just remarked. And
since a continuum cannot be re-

solved into any but continuous

parts, the conclusion cannot be

avoided that the primitive material

substance would always be made

up of other substances. To elude

this argument, the advocates of con-

tinuous matter are compelled to

deny that there is any primitive
material substance mathematically
continuous. But, even so, their

position is not improved. For if

there is no primitive material sub-

stance mathematically continuous,
the combination of such primitive
substances will never give rise to

continuous matter, it being obvious

that all the elementary constituents

of continuum must be continuous,
as all philosophers agree. Whence
we again conclude that no continu-

ous matter is possible.
Third argument. No continuum

can be made up of unextended

constituents, as we have just ob-

served, and as our opponents not

only concede, but also demonstrate

most irrefragably in their own trea-

tises. Now, continuous matter, if

any such existed, would be made up
of unextended constituents that

is, of mere mathematical points.
Therefore continuous matter would
be a formal contradiction. The
minor of our syllogism is proved
thus. All the points which can be

designated within the dimensions
of the continuum are immediately

united with one another, and there-

fore no room is to be found be-

tween any two consecutive points ;

which shows that in the constitu-

tion of the continuum we would
have nothing but mere points. For
let there be a continuous plane and
a continuous sphere. The sphere,
if perfect, cannot touch the plane,

except in a single indivisible point,
as is proved in geometry ;

never-

theless, the sphere may move along
the plane, and, always touching the

plane in a single point, may mea-
sure a linear extension of matter,

which, accordingly, would contain

nothing but mathematical points im-

mediately foliowing one another. In

other terms, the extended matter

would be made up of indivisible

points ;
and since all admit that this

is impossible, it follows that contin-

uous matter is impossible. Against
this argument the objection is made
that it proves too much

; as it

would prove the impossibility of

measuring space by continuous

movement. But this objection has

no good foundation, as we shall show
after concluding the series of our

arguments.
Fourth argument. ^A the points

that can be designated in a mate-

rial continuum would necessarily
touch one another in such a man-
ner as to form a continuous exten-

sion
;
hence their contact would

necessarily be extensive. But an ex-

tensive contact of indivisible points
is intrinsically impossible. There-
fore material continuity is intrinsi-

cally impossible. The major of this

syllogism is a mere corollary from

the definition of continuum
; for, if

there be no contact, the continuum
will be broken, and if the contact

be not extensive that is, such as to

allow each point to extend beyond
its neighbor no continuous exten-

sion will result. The minor of our
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syllogism can be proved as fol-

lows :

The contact of a point with a

point is the contact of an indivisible

with another indivisible
; and, since

the indivisible has no parts, such a

contact cannot be partial, but must

needs be total. Accordingly, the

second point, by its contact with

the first, will be totally in the first
;

the third, by its contact with the

second, will be totally in the second,
and consequently in the first; the

fourth, by its contact with the third,

will be totally in the third, and con-

sequently in the second and in the

first, and so on. Therefore all the

points which are in mathematical

contact will necessarily correspond
to the same point in space. Now,
to be all in the same point, and to

form a continuous extension, are

contradictories. And thus it is mani-

fest that material continuity is a

mere contradiction.

Some will say that the contact is

indeed made in the points, but that

the parts, which touch one another
in a common point, are quite dis-

tinct. But this appeal to the parts
of the continuum, though much in-

sisted upon by many ancient philo-

sophers, is of no avail against our

argument. For the existence of

these parts cannot be assumed,
without presupposing the continuity
of matter. Such parts are, in fact,

assumed to be continuous; and

therefore, before we admit their ex-

istence, we must inquire whether
and how they can have intrinsic

extension and continuity. And
dividing these parts into other parts,
and these again into others without

end, of all these parts of parts the

same question must be asked that

is, Whether and how they can -have

intrinsic extension and continuity.
Hence one of two things will follow :

either we shall never find the in-

trinsic reason of material continuity,
or we shall find it only after having
exhausted an infinite division that

is, after having reached, if possible,
a term incapable of further division,

viz., a mathematical point. But in

the mathematical point it is impos-
sible to find the intrinsic reason of

material continuity, as we have just

shown. And therefore the material

continuity of the parts has no for-

mal reason of its constitution, or, in

other terms, the parts themselves

are intrinsically impossible.

Moreover, the very distinction

made by our opponents between the

points of contact and the parts
which touch one another in those

points, is altogether irrational. For
a parte ret that is, considering the

continuum as it is in itself there is

no foundation for the said distinc-

tion, it being evident that in a ho-

mogeneous continuum no place is

to be found where we cannot mark
out a point. Hence it is irrational

to limit the designability of the

points in order to make room for

the parts. In other words, the

parts themselves cannot be conceiv-

ed as continuous without supposing
that all the neighboring points
which can be designated in them
form by their contact a continuous

extension, which we have proved to

be inadmissible. The aforesaid dis-

tinction is therefore one of the sub-

terfuges resorted to by the advocates
of material continuity, to evade the

unanswerable difficulties arising
from their sentence ;

for it is true

indeed, as Goudin remarks, that

material continuity is "a philoso-

phic mystery, against which reason

objects more than it can answer,"

though not because in this question
"
reason proves more than it can

understand," but because contin-

uous matter is shown to be an ab-

solute impossibility.
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Fifth argument. It is a known

metaphysical principle that "noth-

ing can possibly become actual, ex-

cept bythe intervention of an act"

Impossible est aliquid fieri in aclu

nisi per aliquem actiitn (S. Thomas

passini). But no act can be imagin-
ed by which matter would become

actually continuous. Therefore

no actually continuous matter can

possibly exist. The minor of our

syllogism is proved thus. Acts are

either substantial or accidental;
hence if any act could be conceived

as giving actual continuity to mat-

ter, such an act would be either

substantial or accidental that is, it

would give to its matter either its

first being or a mere mode of be-

ing. Now, neither the substantial

nor the accidental act can make
matter actually continuous. For,

first, no substantial act can give
to its matter a being for which
the matter has no disposition.
But actuable matter has no dis-

position for actual continuity, for

where there are no distinct terms

requiring continuation, there is no

disposition to actual continuity, as

is evident
;
and it is not less evi-

dent that the matter which is to

be actuated by a substantial act

involves no distinct terms, and does

not even connote them, but mere-

ly implies the privation of the act

giving it its first being, which act is

one, not many, and gives one being,

not many, and consequently is inca-

pable of constituting a number of

actual terms actually distinct, as

would be required for actual con-

tinuity. To say the contrary would

be to deny one of the most funda-

mental and universal principles of

metaphysics, viz., Actits est qui dis-

tinguit, which means that there can-

not be distinct terms where there

are no distinct acts.

Moreover, continuity presupposes

quantity; hence, if the substantial

act gives actual continuity to its

matter, it must be conceded that a

certain quantity exists potentially in

the actuable matter, and is reduced
to act by the first actuation of mat-

ter. This quantity would there-

fore rank among the essentials of

the substance, and could not possi-

bly be considered as an accident ;

for the immediate result of the first

actuation of a term by its substan-

tial act is not a mere accident, but

the very actuality of the essence of

which that act and that term are

the principles. Whence it follows

that so long as quantity remains an

accident, it is impossible to make
it arise from the substantial act

;

and, accordingly, no substantial act

can make matter actually continu-

ous.

That actual continuity cannot

arise from any accidental act is no

less evident. For the only acci-

dental act which could be suppos-
ed to play a part in the constitution

of a material continuum would be

some actual composition. But as

composition without components is

impossible, and the components of

continuous matter, before such a

composition, are not continuous

(since we must now consider con-

tinuity as a result of the composi-

tion), our continuous matter would
be made up of components destitute

of continuous extension that is, of

mere mathematical points. But, as

this is avowedly impossible, it fol-

lows that it is as impossible to ad-

mit that matter becomes actually
continuous by the reception of an

accidental act.

Sixth argument. In a philoso-

phico-mathematical work published
in England a few years ago,* from
* The Elements of Molecular Mechanics. By-

Joseph Bayma, S.J., Professor of Philosophy,
Stonyhurst College. London and Cambridge :

Macmillan and Co. 1866.
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which we have already borrowed

some plain arguments concerning
other questions on matter, the im-

possibility of continuous matter is

proved by the following argument :

" A compound which has no first

i omponents is a sheer impossibility.
Continuous matter, if admitted,
would be a compound which has no
first components. Therefore contin-

uous matter is a sheer impossibility.
In this argument the first proposi-
tion is self-evident

;
for the compo-

nents are the material constituents

of the compound ; and therefore a

compound which has no first com-

ponents is a thing which is consti-

tuted without its first constituents,
or a pure contradiction. The se-

cond proposition also is undeniable.

And, first, there can be no doubt
that continuous matter would be a

compound ; for continuous matter

would be extended, and would have,

accordingly, parts distinct from

parts ;
which is the exclusive pro-

perty of compounds. Now, that

this compound would be wit/unit

first components, can be proved as

follows : If continuous matter has

any first components, these compo-
nents will either be extended or

unextended. If they are supposed
to be extended, then they are by no
means the first components ; since

it is clear that in this case they have
distinct parts, and therefore are

themselves made up of other com-

ponents. If they are supposed to

he unextfinled, then they are by no
means the components of continuum

;

since all know and admit that no
continuum can be made up of un-
extended points. .And, indeed, un-

extended points have no parts, and
therefore cannot touch one another

partially; whence it follows that

either they touch each other totally,
or they do not touch at all. If they
do not touch at all, they do not

make a continuum, as is evident.

If they touch totally, the one will ,

occupy exactly the same place
which is occupied by the other,

and no material extension will arise.

And for this reason geometrical
writers consider that a mathema-
tical line cannot be conceived as

made up of points, but only as the

track of a single point in mfHion.

AVe see, then, that a material con-

tinuum is a compound, of which

the first components cannot be ex-

tended, and cannot be xinextended.

And since it is impossible to think

of a third sort of first components
which would be neither extended

nor unextended, we must needs

conclude that continuous matter

is a compound which has no first

components. And therefore con-

tinuous matter is a mere absurdity
"

(l>- 3)-
This argument is, in our opinion,

altogether unanswerable. Those

philosophers, in fact, who still ven-

ture to fight in favor of continuous

matter, have never been able to

solve it. When we urge them to

declare whether they hold the first

components of continuous matter

to be extended or unextended, they

constantly ignore and elude the

question. They simply answer that

the components of material sub-

stance are "the matter
" and "

the

form." But if the matter which

lies under the form has no distinct

parts, it is evident that the sub-

stance cannot be continuous. The

composition of matter and form

does not, therefore, entail continuity,
unless the matter which is under
the form has its own material com-

position of parts ;
and it is with

reference to the composition of

these parts of matter, not to the

composition of matter and form,
that we inquire whether the first

components of continuous matter
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be extended or unextended. To

ignore the gist of the argument is,

on the part of our opponents, an

implicit confession of their inability

to cope with it.

Seventh argument. Material sub-

stance, as consisting of act and

potency, like everything else in crea-

tion, is both active and passive, its

activity and passivity being essen-

tially confined, as we have already

explained,* to the production and

the reception of local movement.

Hence, so long as material substance

preserves its essential constitution,

it is impossible to admit that mat-

ter is incapable of receiving move-

ment from natural causes. But

continuous matter would be inca-

pable of receiving movement from

natural causes. Therefore it is

impossible to admit continuous

matter. To prove the minor of

this syllogism, let there be two little

globes of continuous matter, and

let them act on one another. Since

no finite velocity can be communi-
cated by an immediate contact of

matter with matter, as shown in a

preceding article, it follows that the

velocity must be communicated by
virtual contact in accordance with

the law of the inverse squared distan-

ces. Hence, since some points of the

two globes are nearer to one an-

other, and others are farther, differ-

ent points must acquire different

velocities. Now, one and the same

piece of matter cannot move on-

ward with different velocities, as is

evident ;
it will therefore be unable

to move so long as such different

velocities are not reduced to a mean

one, which shall be common to the

whole mass. Such a reduction of

unequal velocities to a mean one

would meet with no difficulty, if the

globes in question were made up

* THE CATHOLIC WORLD, August, 1874, p. 581.

of free and independent points of

matter
;

for in such a case the

globes would be compressed, and

each point of matter would act and

react according to known mechani-

cal laws, and thus soon equalize
their respective velocities. But in

the case of material continuity the

reduction of different velocities to a

mean one is by no means possible.

For "
in a piece of continuous mat-

ter," to quote again from the above-

mentioned work of molecular me-

chanics,
"
any point which can be

designated is so invariably united

with the other points that no im-

pact and no mutual reaction are con-

ceivable ; the obvious consequence
of which is that no work can be

done within the continuous parti-

cle in order to equalize the unequal
velocities impressed from without.

Moreover, in our case the reduction

ough,t to be rigorously instantane-

ous ; which is another impossibility.
In fact, if distinct points of a con-

tinuous piece of matter were for any
short duration of time animated by
different velocities, the continuum
would evidently undergo immedi-
ate and unavoidable resolution ;

which is against the hypothesis.

Since, then, the said reduction can-

not be made instantaneously, as we
have proved above, nor, indeed, in

any other way, and, on the other

hand, our continuous particle can-

not move onward before the differ-

ent velocities are reduced to one of

mean intensity, it is quite evident

that the same continuous particle
will never be capable of moving,
whatever be the conditions of the

impact. And since what is true of

one particle on account of its sup-

posed continuity is true also of

each of the other particles equally
continuous, we must conclude that

bodies made up of particles mate-

rially continuous are totally incapa-
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blc of receiving any communication

of motion."
'

This argument, though seemingly

proving only the non-existence of

< iintiiuious matter in nature, proves
in fact, also, the impossibility of

its existence. For, if a substance

could be created possessing intrin-

sic extension and continuity, that

substance would essentially differ

from the existing matter, and would
therefore be anything but matter.

Hence not even in this supposition
would continuous matter exist.

Eighth argument. The inertia of

matter, and its property of acting
in a sphere, might furnish us with a

new argument against material con-

tinuity. But we prefer to conclude
with a mathematical demonstration

drawn from the weight of matter.

The weight of a mass of matter de-

pends on the number of material

terms to which the action of grav-

ity is applied, and it increases ex-

actly in the same ratio as the num-
ber of the elementary terms con-

tained in the mass. This being the

case, let us assume that there is

somewhere an atom of continuous

matter. The action of gravity will

find in it an infinite multitude of

points of application; for it is of

the nature of continuum to sup-

ply matter for an endless division.

Hence if we call g the action of

gravity on the unit of mass in the

unit of time, the action of the same

gravity on any of those infinite

points of application will be

g p i/x dy dz,

p being the density of the mass, and

dx,d\\d5 the three dimensions of
an infinitesimal portion of it.

N'ow, since we know that gravity
in the unit of time imparts a finite

velocity to every point of matter in

the atom, we must admit that the

rke Eliments of Molecular Mechanics, pp.

action exerted on the infinitesimal

mass p dx dy dz has a finite value ;

and therefore, since the volume d.\-

dy dz is an infinitesimal of the third

degree, the density p must be an

infinite of the third order. But a

continuous mass whose elements

have an infinite density has itself

an infinite density ; hence, if its

volume has finite dimensions, the

mass itself (which is the product of

the volume into the density) is ne-

cessarily infinite, and will have an

infinite weight. Hence the assump-
tion of continuous matter leads to

an absurdity. The assumption is

therefore to be rejected as evident-

ly false.

We will put an end to the series

of our proofs by pointing out the

intrinsic and radical reason why
matter cannot be continuous. The
matter which is under the form is a

potency in the same order of reality
in which its form is an act. Now,
the only property of a potency is to

be liable to receive some determi-

nations of a certain kind ; and the

property of a potency whose form

is an active principle of local motion

must consist in its being liable to

receive a determination to local

mmiement. Hence, as the matter

receives its first being by a form of

a spherical character, and becomes
the real central point from which
the actions of the substance proceed,
so also the same matter, when

already actuated by its essential

form, receives any accidental deter-

mination to local movement ; and,
inasmuch as it is liable to local

movement, it is in potency to ex-

tend through space that is, to de-

scribe in space a continuous line ;

and when it actually moves, it

actually traces a continuous line

that is, it extends from place to

place, continuously indeed, but

successively ; whence it is manifest
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that its extension is sothing but Ac-

tus existculis in potentia ut in po-

tcntia,x= Aristotle would say, viz., an

actual passage from one potential
state to another. Such is the only ex-

tension of which matter is capable.
Such an extension is always in fieri,

\\tver in facto esse ; always dynami-
cal, never statical ; always potential

and successive, never formal or

simultaneous. We can, therefore,

ascribe to matter potential continu-

ity, just as we ascribe to its active

principle a virtual continuity ;
for

the passivity of the matter and the

activity of the form correspond to

one another as properties of one

and the same essence ;
and what-

ever can be predicated actively or

virtually of a substance on account

of its form can be predicated pas-

sively or potentially of the same

substance on account of its mat-

ter.

These remarks form a comple-
ment to our fifth argument, where

we proved that no substantial and

no accidental act could make mat-

ter actually continuous. For, since

matter cannot receive any acciden-

tal act, except the determination to

local movement, and since this

movement, although continuous, is

essentially successive, it follows

that by such a determination no

actual and permanent continuity
can arise, but a mere continuation

of local changes. Thus matter, ac-

cording to its potential nature, has

only a potential extension ; or, in

other terms, it is not in itself actual-

ly continuous, but is simply ready
to extend through space by con-

tinuous movement.
The preceding proofs seem quite

sufficient, and more than sufficient,

to uproot the prejudice in favor of

material continuity ;
we must, how-

ever, defend them from the attacks

of our opponents, that no reason-

able doubt may remain as to the

cogency of our demonstration.

First objection. The globe and
the plane, of which we have spoken
in our third argument, though des-

titute of proportional parts suitable

for a statical contact, become pro-

portionate to one another, says

Goudin, by the very movement of

the one upon the other
;
and thus

our third argument would fall to

the ground. For a successive con-

tact partakes of the nature of suc-

cessive beings. Hence, as time,

although having no present, except
an indivisible instant, becomes,

through its flowing, extended into

continuous parts, so also the con-

tact of the globe with the plane,

although limited to an indivisible

point, can nevertheless, by its flow-

ing, become extended so as to cor-

respond to the extended parts of

the plane. For, according to ma-

thematicians, a point, though indi-

visible when at rest, can by mov-

ing describe a divisible line.

To this we answer that a globe
and a plane cannot by the move-
ment of the one on the other acquire

proportionate parts. For, although
it is true that a successive contact

partakes of the nature of the succes-

sive being which we call movement,
it is plain that it does not partake
of the nature of matter. In fact,

the material plane is not supposed
to become continuous through the

movement of the globe, but is hy-

pothetically assumed to be continu-

ous before the movement, and even

before the existence, of the said

globe. The continuous movement

is, of course, proportionate to a

continuous plane ;
but it is evident

that it cannot originate any propor-
tion between the plane and the

globe ;
because this would bo

against the essence of both. NoO

part of the plane can be spherical.
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and no part of the globe can be

plane; hence, whatever may be the

movement of the one upon the

other, they will never touch one

another, except in a single point.

That time, although having no

present, except an indivisible point,

becomes extended by flowing on, is

perfectly true
;
but this proves no-

thing. For, in the same manner as

the act of flowing, by which time

flows, has nothing actual but a

single indivisible instant, so also

the act of flowing, by which the

contact of the globe with the plane

flows, has no actuality but in an

indivisible point of space ;
and as

an indivisible instant by its flowing
draws a line of time without ever

becoming extended in itself, so also

an indivisible point by its flowing
draws a line in space without ever

becoming extended in itself; and
as the instant of time never be-

comes proportionate to any finite

length of time, so also the point of

contact never becomes propor-
tionate to any finite line in space.
That a line, therefore, arises from

the flowing of a point in the same
manner as time from the flowing
of an instant, is a plain truth, and
there was no need of Goudin's ar-

gumentation to make it accepta-
ble. To defeat our argument, he
should have proved that the actual

flowing of an instant takes up a

length of time. If this could have
been proved, it would have been

easy to conclude that the flowing
contact also extends through a

length of space. But the author
did not attempt to show that an
instant of time flows through finite

lengths of time. Jt is evident, on the

contrary, that an instant flows

through mere instants immediately
following one another. And thus

the objection has no weight.
Second objection. If a material

continuum is impossible, all continu -

urn is impossible, and thus we .-in-

constrained to deny the continuity
of both space and time. For spare
and time as, for instance, a cubi<

foot and an hour include within

their respective limits an infinite

multitude of indivisible points, or

indivisible instants, just as would
continuous matter include within

its limits an infinite multitude of

material points ; for it is clear thai

space and time cannot be made up
of anything but points and instants.

Hence, if, in spite of this, we ad-

mit continuous space and continu-

ous time, we implicitly avow that

our first argument against continu-

ous matter is far from conclusive.

We reply that there is no parity
between the continuity of space and
time and the continuity of matter ;

and that the impossibility of tin-

latter does not show the impossibil-

ity of the former. The continuity
of space and of time is intimately
connected with the continuity of

local movement. Movement, though
formally continuous, or rather

owing to its formal continuity, is

necessarily successive, so that we
can never find one part of the move-
ment coexisting with another part
of the same movement

;
and con-

sequently there is no danger of find-

ing in snch a movement any actual

multitude, whilst we should neces-

sarily find it in continuous matter.

Time also, as being nothing else

than the actuality or duration of

movement, is entirely successive ;

and consequently no two parts of

time can ever be found together ;

which again prevents the danger of

an actual multitude of coexisting
instants. As to space, we observe

that its continuity is by no means

formal, but only virtual, and that

space as such has no parts into

which it can be divided, whatever
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our imagination may suggest to the

contrary. We indeed consider

space as a continuous extension,

but such an extension and continu-

ity is the property of the movement

extending through space, not of

space itself. Space is a region

through winch mm'ement can extend

in a continuous manner ; hence the

space measured, or mensurable, is

styled continuous from the continu-

ity of the movement made, or pos-

sible. We likewise consider the

parts of the extension of the move-

ment made or possible as so many
farts of the space measured or men-

surable. And thus space is called

continuous, extended, and divisible

into parts, merely because the move-

ment by which space is, or can be,

measured is continuous, extended,
and divisible into successive parts ;

but space, as such, has of itself no

formal continuity, no formal exten-

sion, and no formal divisibility,

since space, as such, is nothing else

than the virtuality, or extrinsic ter-

minability, of divine immensity, as

we may have occasion hereafter to

show.

Hence neither space, nor time,

nor movement is made up by

composition of points or of instants
;

but time and movement owe their

continuous extension to the flowing

of a single instant and of a single

point, whilst space, which is only

virtually continuous, owes its de-

nomination of conti'nuous to the

possibility of continuous movement

through it. But if there were any
continuous matter, its formal ex-

tension would arise from actual,

simultaneous, and indivisible points

constituting a formal infinite multi-

tude within the limits of its exten^

sion. Hence there is no parity

between continuous matter and con-

tinuous space or time
;

and the

impossibility of the former does not

prove the impossibility of the lat-

ter.

Third objection.
- Accelerated

movement is a movement the velo-

city of which increases by continu-

ous infinitesimal degrees that is, by
indivisible momenta of motion. It

is therefore possible for a quantity
of movement to arise from the ac-

cumulation of indivisibles. Why,
then, should not the quantity of mat-

ter arise in a like manner from the

accumulation of indivisible points?
That which causes the accelera-

tion of movement is, in fact, con-

tinuous action that is, a series of

real, distinct, and innumerable in-

stantaneous actions, by which the

movement is made to increase by
distinct infinitesimal degrees ;

which
would show that it is not impossi-
ble to make a continuum by means
of indivisibles.

We reply, first, that there is no

degree of velocity which can be

styled indivisible
;
for however small

may be the acceleration of the

movement, it may become smaller

and smaller without end, as we
shall presently explain.

But, waiving this, we reply,

secondly, that intensive and ex-

tensive quantity are of a very dif-

ferent nature, and, even if it were

true that intensive quantity can

arise from an accumulation of in-

divisibles, the same would not be the

case with extension. The degrees
of intensity never unite by way of

composition ;
for all intensity be-

longs to some form or act, whilst

all composition of parts regards the

material constituents of things.

Hence movement, though increas-

ing or decreasing, by continuous

degrees, is not composed of them ;

whereas the continuum of matter,

if any such existed, should be com-

posed of its indivisible elements.

In movement the increased velo-
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city is not a multitude of distinct

acts, but a single act, equivalent to

all the acts which we may distin-

guish under the name of degrees
of velocity. Hence such degrees
are only virtually distinct, and do

not constitute a formal multitude;

whence it follows that there is no

absurdity in the notion of accelerat-

ed or retarded movement. But

with a material continuum the case

is entirely different ;
for such a

continuum would be 'an extensive,

not an intensive, quantity, and

would have parts not only mental-

ly or virtually, but entitatively and

formally, distinct, and making an

actual infinite multitude within the

limits of a finite bulk.

As to the continuous action

which causes the acceleration of

movement, it is not true that it

consists of a sum of distinct instan-

taneous actions. The action may
be considered either in fieri or /'//

facto esse. The action /// fieri is

the exertion of the agent, and the

action in fado esse is the determi-

nation received by the patient.

Now, the exertion of the agent is

successive
;
for its continuity is the

continuity of time, and is therefore

continuation rather than continuity.
Hence nothing exists of the action

in fieri, except an instantaneous

exertion corresponding to the mo-
ment of time which unites the past
with the future. All the past exer-

tions have ceased to be /// fieri, and
all the future exertions have still to

lie made. Accordingly, continuous
action is not made up of other ac-

tual actions, and, though passing

through different degrees of inten-

Mty, is not an actual multitude.

On the other hand, if we con-
sider the action in facto esse that

i-i, the determination as received in

the patient we shall find that, al-

though such a determination is iho

VOL. xx. 32

result of a continued exertion, and
exhibits its totality under the form

of velocity, nevertheless this result

consists of intensity, not of con-

tinuity, and therefore contains no

formal multitude, but is, as we have

said, a simple act equivalent to

many. Hence accelerated move-
ment is one movement, and not

many, and a great velocity's one

velocity, and not a formal multi-

tude of lesser velocities. In a

word, there is not the least resem-

blance between continuous accele-

ration and continuous matter.

Although the preceding answer

sufficiently shows the flimsiness of

the- objection, we may yet observe

that actions having an infinitesimal

duration are indeed infinitesimal,

but are not (rue indivisibles. For
the expression of an accelerating

action, in dynamics, contains three

variable functions that is, first, the

intensity of the action at the unit of

distance in the unit of time; sec-

ondly, its duration ; thirdly, the

distance from the agent to the pa-
tient. Hence, in the case of an ac-

tion of infinitesimal duration, there

still remain two variables, viz., the

intensity of the power, and the dis-

tance from the patient; and their

variation causes a variation of the

action in its infinitesimal duration.

Thus it is manifest that actions of

infinitesimal duration can have a

greater or a less intensity, and
therefore are not true indivisibles of

intensity. If, for instance, two

agents by their constant and con-

tinuous action produce in the same

length of time different effects, it is

evident that their actions have dif-

ferent intensities in every infinitesi-

mal instant of time ; hence such

infinitesimal actions, though bearing
no comparison with finite quantities,,

bear comparison with one another,,

and form definite geometric ratios.
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Fourth objection. If the contact

of one indivisible with another can-

not engender a continuum, we must

deny the existence of time and of

local motion. For time is engen-
dered by the flowing of an instant

towards the instant immediately

following, and movement is engen-
dered by the flowing of a point in

space towards the point immedi-

ately following. If, then, indivisibles

cannot, by their contact, give rise to

continuous extension, neither time

nor local motion will acquire con-

tinuous extension.

Our answer to this objection is

that time and movement are not

engendered by a formal contact of

a real instant with the instant fol-

lowing, or of a real point with the

point following. Duration is not a

sum of indivisible instants formally

touching one another, nor is the

length of space a sum of indivisible

points touching one another. We
may have points in space, but not

points of space ; and in like manner
we have instants /'// succession, not

instants of succession, though in

common language we usually con-

found the latter with the former.

Yet, when we talk of a point of

space, our meaning is not that

space is made up of points, but

simply that a point of matter exist-

ing in space marks out its own ubi-

cation, thus lending to the space

occupied the name of point. Hence
no movement in space can be con-

ceived to extend by successive con-

tacts of points, or by the flowing

-of a point towards other points

immediately following ;
for these

points immediately following exist

only in our imagination. Nor does

a flowing point engender a line of

space, but only a line of movement ;

and even this latter is not properly

engendered, but merely marked out

in space ;
for all possible lines are

already virtually contained in space,
and therefore they need no engen-

dering, but simply marking out by
continuous motion.

The same is to be said of the

origin of time. Time is not a for-

mal sum of instants touching one

another. The instant just past is

no more, hence it cannot touch the

instant which is now; and the in-

stant which is to follow is not yet,

hence it cannot be touched by the

instant which is now. According-

ly, as the movement of a single

point marks out a continuous line

in absolute space, so also the flow-

ing of a single instant extends a

line in absolute duration. For, as

S. Thomas teaches, in the whole

length of time there is but a single

instant in re, though this same in-

stant becomes virtually manifold in

ratiotie priori's et posterioris by shift-

ing from "before" to "after."

And in the same manner,- in the

whole length of a line measured in

space by continuous movement,
there is but a single point in re

actually shifting its ubication from
"
here

"
to

"
there," and thus be-

coming virtually manifold in its

successive positions. And for this

reason both movement and time

are always and essentially develop-

ing (in fieri], and never exist as de-

veloped (in facto esse) ;
since of the

former nothing is actual but ,i

point, and of the latter nothing is

actual but an instant.

It is scarcely necessary to repeat

that, if there were any continuous

matter, its parts would all be actual

and simultaneous. Its continuous

extension would therefore be pro-

perly engendered by the contact

of indivisible points, not by the

shifting of a point from one end ot

its dimensions to another. This

sufficiently shows that from the

continuity of movement and of
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time nothing can be concluded in

favor of continuous matter.

Fifth objection. Between two

given points in space infinite other

points can be placed. Now, what

is possible can be conceived to be

done ;
and thus we can conceive an

infinite multitude between the two

points. Accordingly, an infinite

multitude can be contained within
'

limits; and if so, continuous mat-

ter is not impossible, and our first

argument has no weight.
We answer that, although an in-

finite multitude of points can be

placed between any two given

points, yet nothing can be inferred.

therefrom in favor of continuous

matter. For those innumerable

points either will touch one an-

other or not. If they do not

touch, they will not make a con-

tinuum
; and if they touch, they

will, as we have shown, entirely

coincide, instead of forming a con-

tinuous extension. It is plain,

therefore, that the distance between
the two given points cannot be

filled continuously, even by an infi-

nite multitude of other points.
And therefore the objection has no
force.

Nor is it true that by the crea-

tion of an infinite multitude of

points between two given points
such a multitude would be an in-

finity within limits. For the two

given points are limits, or rather

terms, of a local relation, but they
are no limits of the multitude, or

discrete quantity, which can be

placed between them ; for, without

altering the position of those two

points, we can increase without end
the number of the intervening

points. As volume is not a limit

of density, so the distance of two

points is not the limit of the multi-

tude that can be condensed be-
tween them.

Sixlhobjcction. All the arguments
above given against the continuity
of matter are grounded on a false

supposition ; for they all take for

granted that a continuum must In

made up of parts an assumption
which can be shown to be false.

For, first, in the geometric conti-

nuum there are no actual parts ;

for such a continuum is not made
up by composition, but is created,

such as it is, all in one piece.
Whence it must be inferred that the

primitive elements of matter, though

exempt, as primitive, from compo-
sition of parts, and really simple,

may yet possess extension. Second-

ly, who can deny that God has the

power to create a solid body as

perfectly continuous as a geometric
volume ? Such a body, though
divisible into any number of parts,
would not be a compound ; for its

parts would be merely possible, not

actual ; and therefore it would be

simple, and yet continuous. Third-

ly, those who deny the possibility
of continuous matter admit a va-

cuum existing between simple

points of matter. Such a vacuum
is a continuous extension inter-

cepted between real terms, and is

nothing else than the possibility of

real extension. But the real ex-

tension, which is possible between
real terms, is not, of course, a se-

ries of points touching one another,
for such a series, as all admit, is

impossible. It is, therefore, an ex-

tension really continuous, not made

up of parts, but only divisible into

parts. Hence matter may be con-

tinuous and simple at the same
time.

*

This objection tends to establish

the possibility of simple
- cxtendal

matter. Yet that simplicity and
material extension exclude one an-

Tongiorgi, Cosmol.^ n. 53.
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other is an evident truth; in other

terms, material continuity, without

composition of parts, is utterly in-

conceivable. If, therefore, we per-
sist in taking for granted 'that a ma-
terial continuum must be made up
of actual parts, we do not make a

gratuitous supposition.
The three reasons adduced in

the objection are far from satisfac-

tory. The first makes an unlawful

transition from the geometric ex-

tension of volumes to the physical
extention of masses. Such a transi-

tion, we say, is unlawful
;
for the

geometrical extension is only virtu-

ally continuous, and therefore in-

volves no actual multitude of parts ;

whereas the physical extension of

the mass of matter would be formal-

ly and materially continuous, thus

involving a formal multitude of ac-

tual parts perfectly distinct from

one another, though united to form

one continuous piece. The geo-
metric extension is measured by
three linear dimensions, and has no

density. Now, a geometric line is

nothing else than the trace of the

movement of a point ;
and accord-

ingly its continuity arises from the

continuity of the movement itself,

which.alone is formally continuous ;

for the space measured by such a

movement has no formal continu-

ity of its own, as we have already

explained, but is styled
"
continu-

ous
"

only inasmuch as it is the

region of continuous movement.
There is no doubt, therefore, that

geometric extension is merely vir-

tual in its continuity ;
and for this

reason it is not made up of parts
of its own, but simply corresponds
to the parts of the movement by
which it can be measured. Ma-
terial extension, on the contrary,

would be densely filled with actual

matter, and therefore would be

made up of actual parts perfectly

distinct, though not separated. To
apply, as the objection does, to

material extension, what geometry
teaches of the extension of vol-

umes, is therefore a mere paralo-

gism. It amounts to saying : Vacu-

um is free from composition ; there-

fore the matter also which would

fill it is freefrom composition.
We may add that even geometric

extension, if re"al, involves compo-
sition. For, evidently, we cannot

conceive a geometric cube without

its eight vertices, nor can we pre-
tend that a figure requiring eight
distinct points as the terms of its

dimensions is free from composi-
tion. Now, if an empty geometric
volume cannot be simple, what
shall we say of a volume full of

matter? Wherever there is real

extension, there are real dimen-

sions, of which the beginning, and
the end, and all the intermediate

terms are really distinct from one

another. Hence in a material ex-

tension there should be as many
distinct material terms as there are

geometric points within its limits.

And if this is simplicity, we may
well ask what is composition ?

The second reason adduced in

the objection is a mere petitio prin-

cipii. For he who says that God
can create

"
a solid body as per-

fectly continuous as a geometric
volume "

assumes that such a con-

tinuous body involves no contradic-

tion
; he therefore begs the ques-

tion. On the other hand, to affirm

that God can create a solid body
as perfectly continuous as a geomet-
ric volume, is to affirm that God
can create a body of infinite densi-

ty that is, an infinite mass within

finite dimensions. For the mass
of a body of matter is the product
of its volume into its density ;

hence, if its volume be finite, and
its density infinite, the mass will be
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infinite. Now, a body materially

continuous implies infinite density;
for it excludes porosity, and it sup-

plies matter for an endless division.

Hence a continuous mass of mat-

ter filling a finite volume would be

an infinite mass contained within

limits. We think we are not pre-

suming too much when we say that

God cannot create such a metaphy-
sical monstrosity.

" Such a body," says the objec-

tion,
"
though divisible into any

number of parts, would not be a com-

pound." This is evidently false;

for all that is divisible into parts
has parts, and therefore composi-
tion. Nor is it true that the parts
of a continuous body

" would be

merely possible, not actual
"

;
for

if such parts are not actual, how
can the body be actual ? No ac-

tual continuum can exist without

actual parts. The divisibility of

continuum is not the possibility of

actual parts, but the possibility of

their actual separation.
The third reason is based on our

admission of a vacuum between
material points. Such a vacuum,
it is objected, is a continuous (vir-

tual) extension, founding the possi-

bility of some other (formal) exten-

sion. This we concede ; but when
it is argued that this other exten-

sion which is possible between the

material terms is the extension of

continuous matter, we deny the

consequence. It is only continu-

ous local movement, not continu-

ous matter, that can formally ex-

tend from term to term, as we have

proved. When two real points of

matter have a distinct ubication in

space, the interval between them
cannot be estimated otherwise than

by the extent of the movement
which can be made from one point
to the other. We cannot perceive
the distance between two terms, ex-

cept by drawing, at least mentally,
a line from the one to the other ;

and for this reason, as we have re-

marked elsewhere, the relation of

distance is conceived by us as a

quantity measured by movement,
not by matter, and representing the

extension of continuous move-

ment, not of continuous matter.

Hence a vacuum intercepted be-

tween real points is a real, though
only virtual, extension

;
and that

other real and formal extension,
which is possible between the same
real points, is the extension- of local

movement. Our opponent con-
cedes that

"
the real extension pos-

sible between real terms is not a

series of points touching one an-

other
;
for such a series, as all ad-

mit, is impossible." Now, this suf-

fices to show that the real exten-

sion possible between such real

terms is not the extension of con-

tinuous matter ; for such an exten-

sion, as we have abundantly prov-
ed, would be made up of nothing
but of a series of points touching
one another.

Nothing, perhaps, more evident-

ly shows the unquestionable solid-

ity of the thesis we have undertak-
en to defend than the necessity
felt by our opponents of admitting
in matter an extended simplicity and
a simplicity divisible into parts, as

witnessed by this last objection,
which we have transcribed from a

grave and learned professor of

philosophy. Extended and simple
matter is such an absurdity as few

would admit to be a corollary of

their own theories; yet it cannot

be escaped by those who consider

the first elements of matter as en-

dowed with bulk. For physical

simplicity is an essential attribute

of all primitive beings ; and, if pri-

mitive elements are nevertheless

supposed to be intrinsically extend-
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ed, it is plain that their simplicity
will be an extended simplicity.

The main reason why some phi-

losophers still cling to material

continuity is their fear of actio in

distans. We have already shown
that such a fear, though very com-

mon, cannot be justified. We

grant that, owing to popular pre-

judice and an incorrect notion of

things, many are apt to dread ac-

tion at a distance as a dangerous
shoal ; but when they resort to an
" extended and divisible simpli-

city," they steer their ship directly

against the reefs.

TO BE CONTINUED.

CHRISTMAS IN THE THIRTEENTH CENTURY.

FEW are the hearts that do not

feel the benign and joyful influence

of Christmas. It is the one feast

that neither the all-destroying zeal

of the Reformation ror the cold

indifferentism of the present age
has dared to abolish or desecrate.

To how many is it the sole remain-

ing word that reminds them of the

sacred name of Christ ! There was
a time when Christmas was but one

of the many holydays that with

each succeeding month recalled to

Christian hearts some great event

in the life of their divine Master;
but heresy has swept away one by
one those sacsed days of repose
and prayer. Even in Catholic coun-

tries the church has found it neces-

sary to reduce the number of Days
of Obligation, so cold have grown
both faith and devotion.

Wealth and material prosperity
these are the sole ends for which a

heartless world would have us ex-

ert all our energies, and it would
fain clog with the sordid love of

gain all the higher aspirations of

the soul.

But we are forgetting that this is

Christmas time a time for innocent

pleasure, and not for moralizing;

so, leaving the present age, with all

its faults, we will ask our readers to

transport themselves with us, in im-

agination, some six centuries back,

and witness how was celebrated in

those Ages of Faith the holy night
of the Nativity of our Lord.

The period selected is about the

middle of the Xlllth century.

Religion was then in the fullest

splendor of its power. It was the

light of civilization, the custodian

of all learning. Every art had
combined to render its outward ex-

pression worthy of the great and

holy mysteries it taught. Gothic

architecture had at this date at-

tained its highest perfection ; paint-

ing and sculpture were almost ex-

clusively devoted to the decoration

of God's temples ; poetry and mu-
sic were united to render attractive

the sublime and rarely-interrupted
Offices of the church. The litur-

gical works of the period are mines
of poetic and musical riches that

for the most part lie hidden and
uncared for in their musty tomes.

Some will doubtless smile when
we speak of the Latin poetry of the
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middle ages, and certainly those

who seek in it the polished and

classical verses of a Horace or a

Virgil will be disappointed. They
will, however, find that, despite their

somewhat strange Latinity, these

productions of a so-called barbar-

ous age contain a depth of feeling,

a strength and freshness of expres-

sion, quite unknown to the pagan

poets, and were as appropriate to

those grand old cathedrals under

whose roofs they were to resound

as were the classic odes and songs
to the luxurious banquet-halls of

Rome or the effeminate villas of

Naples. In fact, to adequately

judge of the poetry contained in

the Offices of the mediaeval period,
we must place ourselves amid the

surroundings in which they were

performed ;
we must not view it

from the stand-point of the present

age, with its entirely different ideas

of both religious life and religious

art.

It will be, then, in an old French

cathedral that we shall ask our

readers to spend this Christmas

night ;
for the office, or rather reli-

gious drama, at which we intend to

make them assist, is taken from a

Roman-French missal of the XHIth

century.
The night has closed in. With-

in the city walls the tortuous and
narrow streets are nearly deserted ;

but lights gleam from many a dia-

mond pane, for inside joyous circles

are gathered around the glowing
logs that brightly sparkle in the

ample chimneys. Old stories are

repeated by venerable grandfathers
to merry grandchildren, who in re-

turn sing with silvery voices quaint
old carols. Suddenly a well-known
sound fills the air

; from the high
cathedral lowers burst forth the

joyous chimes that herald the ap-

proach of Christ's natal hour. The

notes that ring out so clearly in the

cold December air are those of the

familiar Christmas hymn, Christe

RcJcmptor omnium* Soon a hur-

rying throng begin to fill the streets,

all wending their way towards the

same paint, through narrow and

winding streets. By gabled house
and arched doorway, by mullioned
window and jutting tower, they press
forward until they reach the central

square, where rises, in all its splen-

dor, the old cathedral church.

Beautiful and imposing at all

times is a Gothic cathedral, but

never more so than when the trem-

bling light of a winter moon throws

around it a soft halo, just enough
to make its grand proportions visi-

ble amid the surrounding gloom,
while leaving all the finer details

wrapt in sombre mystery. Doubly
lofty appear tower and spire, and

strangely weird each fantastic gar-

goyle, as a stray moonbeam falls

athwart its uncouth countenance.
Let us follow the crowd, and enter

beneath the richly-sculptured door-

way. Dim is the light within, only

just sufficient to find your way
among the throng that now begins
to fill every part of the vast edifice.

The numerous assemblage of priests
and choristers are singing the Of-
fice of Matins, the grand old melo-
dies of S. Gregory resounding be-

neath the vaulted roof with that won-
derful effect that makes them, when

sung by choir and congregation, the

most truly religious music that ex-

ists. As the last solemn notes of
the Te Deum die out, a white-robed

chorister-boy representing an angel
advances into the centre of the

choir, and in sweet, clear accents
chants the words of the angelic

message, "Nolite timere : ecce enim

In olden times it was the custom to ring on the
chimes the hymns of the church, not the worldly
or vulgar airs now too often heard.
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evangelizo vobis gaud inm magnum,
quod erit omni populo, quia natus

est vobis hodie Salvator mundi, in

civitate David. Et hoc vobis signum :

Invenietis infantem pannis involu-

tum, et positum in prsesepio
"

"
Fear not : for behold, I bring you

good tidings of great joy, that shall

be to all the people : for this day is

born to you a Saviour, who is

Christ the Lord, in the city of Da-
vid. And this shall be a sign unto

you : You shall find the infant wrap-

ped in swaddling-clothes, and laid

in a manger."
Then from the high triforium-

gallery seven pure young voices

ring out, as if from heaven, the

words sung by the angel-host on
the first Christmas night :

"
Gloria in

excelsis Deo, et in terra pax ho-
minibus bonse voluntatis." These
familiar words that herald the

pious representation of the holy
scenes whose reality centuries ago
hallowed this night in the moun-
tains of Judsea, are listened to by
the vast congregation with rapt
and devout attention. In their

simple and earnest faith the assist-

ants feel themselves transported
back to the days of Herod and to

the village of Bethlehem, as they
behold emerging from the western

porch, and slowly advancing up the

nave, a train of shepherds with

staves in their hands, singing, as

they proceed in search of their new-
born King, the following hymn.
Both words and music are full of

beauty, and the cadence is well

suited to a Christmas carol :

Pax in terris nunciatur,
In excelsis gloria.

Terra coelo fcederatur,
Mediante gratia.
Mediatur homo Deus
Descendit in propria,
Ut ascendat homo reus
Ad amissa gaudia.
Eia! Eia!

Peace on earth is an-

nounced, and in heaven

glory.
Earth is reconciled

through divine grace.
The Mediator God-Man
descends amongst his

own, that guilty man
may ascend to lost joys.

Transeamtis, videamus
Verbum hoc quod factual

est

Transeamus, ut sciamus

Quod annunciatum est.

In Judea puer vagit,
Puer salus populi,

Quo bellandum se pnE-
sagit

Vetus hostis sseculi.

Accedamus, accedamue
Ad praescpe Domini,

Et dicamus:
Laus fecunda: Virgin!.

Let us go over, let us sec

t)n\ word that is tome
to pass.

Let us go over, that we

may learn what haf

been announced.
In Judaea an infant crirs

An Infant, the salvation

of his people,

By whom tlie ancient

enemy of the world
foresees he must be
warred upou.

Let us approach, let us

approach the cradle of

our Lord,
And let us sin^ : Praise

to the fruitful Virgin,

A crib has been arranged at the

extreme end of the choir, contain-

ing the figure of the divine Infant

and our Blessed Lady. It is sur-

rounded by women, to whom na-

turally is given the charge of watch-

ing over the Virgin Mother and
her new-born Babe. Towards this

crib the shepherds wend their way,

passing beneath the carved rood-

screen through the open portals of

the choir. Two priests advance to

meet them, and greet them with the

following versicle :

"
Quern quaaritis

in prsesepio, pastores, dicite ?"-

"Whom seek ye in this manger,
shepherds, tell us ?"

They reply :

"
Salvatorem Chris-

tum Dominum infantem pannis in-

volutum secundum sermonem an-

gelicum
"

"Christ our Lord and

Saviour, an infant wrapped in swad-

dling-clothes, according to the word
of the angel."
The women around the crib now

draw back the curtains that have,
until this moment, kept it concealed
from view, 'and, showing to the shep-
herds the divine Infant reclining in

the manger, sing these words :

" Ad-
est hie parvulus cum matre sua de

quo dudum vaticinando Isai'as dix-

erat propheta : Ecce virgo conci-

piet et pariet filium : euntes dicite

quod natus est"
" Here is the lit-

tle Child and his Mother of whom
of old Isaias prophesied : Behold,
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a Virgin shall conceive and bring
forth a son; go forth and announce

that he is born." The shepherds
salute the Virgin and Child, and

sing the following charming little

carol in honor of the Virgin Mother :

Salve Virgo singularis ;

Virgo manens, Deum

Ante rcla gcncratum
Cordc patris ;

Adorcmuj nunc crcatuai

Came matris.

No, Maria, tua prece
A peccati purga fece

;

Nostri cursum incolatu^

Sic diipone,
Ut del si;.-\ frui nalus

Hail, O Virgin incom-

parable ! remaining a

Virgin, thou hast

brought forth the Son
of God, begotten of his

Father before all ages.
Now we adore him, form-

ed of the flesh of his

Mother.
O Mary! purify us from

all stain of sin
;

our
destined course on
earth so dispose, that

thy Son may grant us

to enjoy his blessed vi-

sr'ou.

After this hymn they fall on their

knees and adore the divine Babe
;

then, turning towards the choir,

they with joyful accents exclaim,
"
Alleluia, Alleluia. Jamvere scimus

Christum natum in terris, de quo
canite omnes cum prophetis dicen-

tt:s"
" Now we truly know that

Christ is born on earth, let all sing
of him with the prophet." Answer-

ing to this invitation, the choir in-

tone the prophetic words of the in-

troit of the midnight Mass :

" The
Lord has said to me, Thou art my
Son

;
this day I have begotten

Thee.
"

The priests and assistants ad-

vance slowly in procession to the

foot of the altar, and the solemn
celebration of High Mass commen-
ces.

The lessons conveyed by this

beautiful and symbolic representa-
tion are happily continued when the

reality of the divine mysteri.es has

taken its place. The priests who
represented the shepherds, quitting
the crib where they were the first to

do homage to the Child-God, pro-
ceed to occupy the most exalted

places in the choir, and to take the

leading parts in the chants that ac-

company that Holy Sacrifice in

which the same Child-Clod <

more descends on earth. t
Among the many impressive cere-

monies of the Catholic Church,
there is none more touching than

the celebration of the midnight
Mass. Whether it be in a vast cathe-

dral or in a modest village church,
it never fails to bring home to the

heart, in a wonderful manner, the

realization of the two great myster-
ies of the Incarnation and the Eu-

charist, awakening in the soul a

lively devotion towards them. If

such be the effect of the sacred rite

on men who have only just quit the

bustle and turmoil of life, as they
enter the church, what must it have

been on minds prepared by so gra-

phic a representation of those very

mysteries that the Mass not only
commemorates, but actually repro-
duces in a manner far more perfect,
if less perceptible to the outward
senses.

How conspicuous, then, was the

wisdom of the church in encourag-

ing the performance of these pious
dramas not only as affording an

innocent pleasure to the specta-

tors, but as a preparation for the

better understanding of the sacred

mysteries that were commemorated
in each succeeding feast ; for on

the popular mind how far more

powerful than the most eloquent
sermon is the effect of any cere-

mony that appeals directly to the

senses !

At the termination of the Mass
the officiating priest, turning to-

wards the shepherds, intones the

following anthem :

"
Quam vidistis,

pastores ? dicite, annunciate nobis

in terris quid apparuit
" "

Tell

us, O shepherds, whom you have

seen ? Announce to us who has

appeared on earth." To which

they reply :

" Natum vidimus et
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choros angelorum collandantes Do-

minum. Alleluia, alleluia
" " We

ha^e seen the Lord, who is born

on earth, and the choirs of angels

praising him."

The office of Lauds, which ter-

minates the night-office, then com-
mences. The shepherds, still occupy-

ing the places of honor, but divided

in two choirs, sing the poetic para-

phrase which on all solemn feasts

in those days took the place of

the Benedicamus and Deo Gratias.

After which they all unite in chant-

ing the following antiphon, which

forms a fitting termination to the

ceremonies of the night :

" Ecce

completa sunt oniuia quae dicta

sunt per angelum de Virgine Mar-
ia

" "
Behold, all things are ac-

complished that were announced

by the angel concerning the Virgin

Mary."
Such were the pious festivities

that six hundred years ago fill-

ed with joy and devotion many
a vast congregation in cathedral

and church throughout P'rance on
Christmas night. We have de-

scribed them as far as they can be

gathered from the Office-books of

the period ;
but how many beautiful

details, handed down by tradition

and introduced from time to time,
must necessarily have escaped us at

this distant period ! We venture to

hope, however, that we have suc-

ceeded in giving our readers at least

a slight idea of the deep religious

feeling, and at the same time poetic

beauty, that characterized these sa-

cred dramas of the middle ages.

THE CIVILIZATION OF ANCIENT IRELAND.*

THE greatest difficulty experienc-
ed by students of Irish history,

whether foreigners or to the manner

born, arises out of the crudeness of

the mass of fables and myths, con-

tradictions and harsh criticisms,

which confuse and disfigure many
histories of the country. Unfor-

tunately, native Irish historians

and annalists have been wont to

indulge much too freely in exag-

geration and romance, substituting
the airy creations of the poets for

* On the Manners and Customs of the Ancient
Irish : A scries of Lectures delivered by the late

Eugene O'Curry, M.R.I.A., Professor of Irish His-

tory and Archaeology in the Catholic University of

dixes, etc., by W. K. Sullivan, Ph.D., Secretary of

Ireland, etc. Edited, with an Introduction, Appen-
the Royal Irish Academy, Professor of Chemistry
to the Catholic University, etc. 3 vols. London :

Williams & Norgate. (New York: Sold by The
Catholic Publication Society.)

authenticated facts, and dogmat-
ically putting forward the most
minute details of remote, and there-

fore necessarily indistinct, actions

in a manner to overtax our credulity
and weaken our faith even in well-

established authorities. English
writers, on the contrary, from Gi-

raldus Cambrensis downward, have
erred on the other side. Always
ignorant of the Gaelic tongue, and

generally of the customs, laws, and

religion of the people whose history

they assumed to chronicle, they in-

variably attempted to conceal their

defective knowledge by ignoring
the claims of the Irish to a distinc-

tive and high order of civilization,

not only before the advent of the

Anglo-Normans, but anterior to the

introduction of Christianity. The
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want of adaptability of the English
mind to historial composition, oven

in relation to domestic matters, may
account for much of this unfair

iiR-thod of treating those of a sub-

jugated nation. National and. of

late centuries, sectarian animosity
has been, however, the leading mo-
tive of the British historiographers,
with one exception, for falsifying

the records of the past, no matter

to what country they belong. To
have acknowledged that S. Patrick

preached the Gospel to a race pos-

sessing considerable social refine-

ment and mental culture ; that, un-

der Providence, an entire people
were converted to Christianity with-

out any material change in their

civil polity or disruption of their

general domestic relations; and that,

even in his lifetime, he had the

happiness to see his work completed,
and to feel that he would leave be-

hind him a native priesthood, whose

piety and learning were for ages af-

terwards to edify and astonish Eu-

rope, was to concede the glory and
the wisdom of the church in intro-

ducing and perpetuating the faith

of her divine Founder at that early

period of her existence.

With the Irish historians, who
fully admitted this great central

fact in the annals of their country,
it was different. They knew the

language, laws, and habits of their

countrymen, but the circumstances

by which they were surrounded
rendered it impossible for them to

consult freely the original records
then existing, or to compare and
collate them with that scrutiny and
care with which documents of such

antiquity ought to be regarded.
Thus, Dr. Keating wrote his work
in the rccesse^ of the Galtee Moun-
tains, while hiding from the

"
Priest-

hunters
"
of James I.; and the Abbe

McGeoghegan composed his while

in Paris, a fugitive from William

of Orange's penal laws, where at

best he could only consult second-
hand authorities. As for Moore,
though illustrious as a poet, his

knowledge of his native country
was of the most meagre and inac-

curate description, and his igno-
rance of its language and antiqui-

ties, as he subsequently confessed,
is apparent in every page of his

book.

At the time of the Norman inva-

sion, and for two or three centuries

afterwards, the number of Irish

MSS. in Ireland, including histories,

annals, genealogies, poems, topo-

graphical and otherwise, historical

tales, and legends, was immense.

Many of them, fortunately, are still

extant, bearing date from the Xth,

Xlth, and Xllth centuries; but the

greater portion are either destroyed
or hidden in inaccessible places.
As the civil wars progressed, and
the ancient nobility were slaugh-
tered or driven into exile, the culti-

vation of native literature gradually

ceased, and consequently many of

the most valuable national records

were ruined or lost, so that their

titles only remain to us
; while

others, escaping the general spolia-

tion, became scattered among the

libraries of the Continent, or found

their way into careless or hostile

hands. At the present day several

are in the British Museum
; the

Bodleian Library, Oxford
;
in Paris

and Brussels; St. Gall, in Switzer-

land ;
and St. Isidore's, in Rome.

One hundred and forty are yet pre-
served in the library of Trinity Col-

lege, Dublin ; while many of the most
valuable are the property of the

Royal Irish Academy and of pri-
vate collectors.

The decline of learning in Ire-

land, like so many of her other ca-

lamities, can be dated from the
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period of the
"
Reformation," as its

revival may be said to have been

contemporary with the uprising of

the people, which led to the par-
tial emancipation of the Catholics,

less than half a century ago.
Then it was that the Irish, breath-

ing something like the air of free-

dom, began in earnest to gather up
the broken threads of their ancient

history, and to demonstrate to the

world that, though long enslaved

and silenced, the spirit of true na-

tionality was as indestructible in

their hearts as was the faith for

which they had so long and heroic-

ally suffered. In 1826 appeared
O'Conor's translation of- the first

part of the Annals of the Four Mas-
ters ; some years after Dr. Petrie

published his masterly work on the

Round Towers, and in 1851 Dr.

O'Donovan issued the entire An-

nals, the great vertebrae of Irish

chronology, in seven large volumes,

containing more than four thou-

sand pages ;
the text in Irish char-

acters, the translation and copious,
critical notes in English. Late in

the next year a commission of Irish

scholars was appointed by the gov-
ernment to collect, transcribe, trans-

late, and publish the Ancient Laws
and Institutes of Ireland, which, af-

ter a great deal of labor and ex-

pense, has now been accomplished.
The first volume of this most val-

uable work appeared under the ti-

tle of Senchus Alar, in 1865, the se-

cond four years later, and the third,

we learn, has recently been issued

from the press in Dublin. Mean-

while, the Celtic and the Archseolo-

gical Societies, separately and com-

bined, for many years past have been

publishing several valuable detach-

ed works on Ireland, which have at-

tracted much attention in literary
circles in Europe, and quickened at

home the popular desire for produc-

tions of a similar character. In 1867
Dr. Todd's Wars of the Gacdhil wit/i

the Gaill, a translation of all the

original documents extant bearing
on the wars of the Danes and other

Norsemen in Ireland during the two

centuries preceding the battle of

Clontarf, A.D. 1014, was added to

the collection of historical records.

But the merit of elevating the

study of Irish history to the digni-

ty of a profession belongs to the

Catholic University of Ireland ;

thus constituting a claim on the af-

fections of the Irish people in

every clime which will long re-

main among the foremost of its

many distinctions. "At its founda-

tion a chair of Irish History and

Archaeology was established, and

the late Eugene O'Curry, of all

men then living the most fitted for

the position, was selected to fill it.

In 1855-56 Prof. O-'Curry deliver-

ed before the students a course

of twenty-one lectures, afterwards

published at the expense of tin-

University under the title of Lec-

tures on the MS. Materials of An-
cient Irish History. This work, in-

cluding a valuable appendix, emb ra-

ces six hundred and sixty pages, and

contains a full and most interesting
account of all known documents re-

lating to Irish history. These lec-

tures were followed by a series On the

Manners and Customs of tJie Ancient

Irish, delivered during the years

1857-62, and recently published in

two handsome volumes, with an in-

troduction and explanatory notes by
the editor, W. K. Sullivan, in an

additional volume of six hundred
and forty-four pages. The value of

O'Curry'slast work, as well as of the

very profound introduction by Prof.

Sullivan, can hardly be over-estimat-

ed. In them are contained a com-

plete, vivid, and harmonious series of

pictures of the laws, religion, terri-



The Civilization of Ancient Ireland. 509

tonal and class divisions, literature,

art. social habits, weapons, dress, and

ornaments of the people of ancient

I reland from the remotest times to the

Xth or Xlth century. The style of

O'Curry in presenting these instruc-

tive historical tableaux is clear, con-

cise, and sufficiently varied to attract

the a'ttention of the least diligent stu-

dent ; while any of his statements

which may appear to savor of an

ovx-r-fondness for the things of an-

tiquity, or undue reverence for the

past, find an efficient corrective in

the critical and exhaustive com-
mentaries of the editor, who, in

addition to being a distinguished

chemist, is evidently an excellent

philologist and ethnologist; as fa-

miliar with the genius of the con-

tinental languages and antiquities
as he is with those of his own

country.
With the results of the labor of

two such men before him, the stu-

dent of Irish history, though unac-

quainted with Gaelic, and beyond
the reach of the original docu-

ments, lias now no excuse for not

becoming as familiar with Gaelic

historical and archaeological lore

as with those of the other races of

the Old World. He will be reward-

ed, also, in his studies, by the con-

templation of a system of civiliza-

tion without a parallel in the re-

cords of any other nation of which

we have a knowledge ; equally re-

moved from the elaborate, artificial

life of the Greeks and the oligar-
chical paganism of Rome, as it was
from the rude barbarism of the

Northmen and the refined sensual-

ity of the East.

Before the commencement of

our era the history of the various

tribes who are said by tradition to

have visited Ireland as colonists

or invaders is, of course, obscure,
and can be traced only through the

legend-tales of the poets and story-
tellers of more recent but still

very remote times. There is no

doubt, however, that about the mid-
dle of the first Christian century
the island was peopled by two dis-

tinct and to some extent hostile

tribes
;
one described as a tall,

red or golden haired, blue-eyed,
and fair-complexioned people ;

the

other dark and small of stature

evidently the subject race. About
this time a revolution, or rather a

series of revolts, by those known

by the name of the Aithech Tiia//ia,

or rent-paying tribes (the Atticottt

of continental writers), broke out,

and resulted in the temporary suc-

cess of the servile race and the an-

nihilation of the greater part of the

nobility. The aristocracy, however,

regained their power after some

years of violent and varying strug-

gle, and to prevent the recurrence
of such bloody scenes, as well as

to disunite their enemies, they re-

distributed them throughout the

island, while at the same time they
built a number of duns, or forts

within easy supporting distance of

each other, the better to consoli-

date their authority and ensure the

protection of their families.

The leader of the restored nobles
was Tuathal," the Legitimate," who,

having been declared King of Ire-

land, reorganized the government,
founded the Irish Pentarchy, estab-

lished great national and provincial
fairs, and enacted the greater part,
at least, of the body of laws known
as the Scnehas Mor. He was in

fact the first able soldier, as well as

law-giver, of whom we have any
definite and well-authenticated ac-

count in Gaelic history. As the

country at that time, and for centu-
ries after, was essentially agricultu-
ral, we naturally find that the laws
of Tuathal and his successors are
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mainly devoted to agrarian matters
;

the divisions, rights, and duties

of the various classes of occupants
of the soil being set forth with a

minuteness and exactness rarely to

be found in modern codes. Politi-

cally, the island was divided into

five subordinate kingdoms, nearly

corresponding with the present four

provinces, except that the fifth,

which was called Meath, embraced
not only that county, but West-

ineath and a portion of the sur-

rounding territory. Here were situ-

ated Tara, the principal palace of

the Ard-Rig, or supreme monarch,
and the mensal land set apart for

his use. Sometimes the Ard-Rig
was also King of Meath, but gener-

ally, as in the cases of Con "of the

Hundred Battles," Nial, "of the

Nine Hostages," and Brian,
"
Boru," he was the head of some

of the great northern or southern

septs. In theory the sovereignty
was elective, and by the law of Tan-

istry the king's successor was desig-
nated during his lifetime

;
but in

practice, when the crown did not

descend hereditarily, it was most

frequently the prize of successful

warfare. The same may also be

said of the provincial kings. There

appears to have been no such thing
known in that age as a Salic law

for the exclusion of women from a

participation in the affairs of gov-
ernment

;
for we find numerous in-

stances of kingdoms being swayed
and armies led into action by the

gentler sex, notably the celebrated

Meave, the Queen of Connaught,
and the darling heroine of Irish fic-

tion.

The provincial kingdoms weie

divided into Mor Tuaths, each of

which comprised several Tuat/is,

and these again were sub-divided

into Baile" Biatachs Caetlirainliadhs,

or quarters ; Seisrcachs, or plough-

lands
;
and Bailc-bocs, or cow-lands,

each of the latter containing about

sixty acres. According to a poem
of the Vlth or Vllth century, there

were in Ireland at that epoch 184
Tuaths

; 5,520 Bail6 Biatachs;

22,080 Quarters; 66,240 Plough-
lands; and 132,480 Ballyboes

equal to about 7,948,000 acres.

The lowest rank in the nobility was

that, of flath, or lord of a Tualh ;

the highest in the commons were

the Bo-aires, or farmers who, though

they held lands from the Flath, were

freemen, entitled to all the rights
and privileges of witnesses, jurors,

bails, and local courts. Next be-

neath them were the sacr and daer

Ceiles, or free and base tenants. As
there were no towns or villages of

any importance, the rules of the

agrarian laws were applied to all

classes, and hence skilled workmen,
such as goldsmiths, blacksmiths,

dyers, and other mechanics, were,

equally with the smaller tenant far-

mers, called free Ceiles, holding by
contract from the flaths, and pay-

ing in labor or kind a determined

equivalent. The base Ceiles were

of two kinds one who held lands

by uncertain tenure, or as tenants

at will
;
and the other, who perform-

ed personal service as mercenary
soldiers or laborers upon the men-
sal lands of the lord.

"
Though

the free Ceiles were all freemen,"

says Sullivan,
" and consequently

possessed some political rights, it is

evident that the extent of those

rights differed. In some cases they
must have been confined to bear-

ing arms and obtaining a share

of the common land. All Ceiles,

whether free or base, had certain

definite rights in the territory, such

as the right to have a habitation

and the usufruct of the land; but

besides these were several other

classes, who possessed either very
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few rights, or occupied so low a po-

sition in the social scale as to have

been practically in a state of com-

plete servitude ; these were the

Rothachs, Seneleiihes, and Fuidirs."

The saer or tree Kothachs were sim-

ply occupiers of cabins, and the

daer Rothachs were menials
;
while

the Sfnclfithcs included all sorts of

poor dependents, generally the de-

scendants of strangers, mercenaries,
or prisoners of war. The Fuiilirs,

to whom S. Patrick in his captivity

belonged, were absolutely serfs at-

tached to the land, and in some re-

spects the property of the chief.

It was only a f/at/i, however, who
was entitled to retain those belong-

ing to the three servile classes ;
and

where the condition grew out of

mutual compact, it could be ended

by either at any time. Prisoners

of war,Tnalefactors, and non-paying
debtors, similar to peons, were of

course excluded from this privi-

lege. Those various classes and
sub-divisions did not constitute per-

petual castes
;
on the contrary, a

member of the lowest order,

through lapse of time, undisturbed

possession, and the accumulation of

property, could ascend, not only to

the highest place in the commons,
but enter the charmed circle of ar-

istocracy itself.

It must not be supposed, how-

ever, that the entire ownership of

the soil was vested in the Mor-
Flat/is, or great chiefs; in fact, they

only owned their proper estate and
the mensal lands attached to their

office, upon which were employed
their Ceiles and Fnt\lirs, who tilled

the farms and paid rent by supply

ing their masters' tables, and by
other tributes. In like manner the

subordinate Flat/is and Aires held

their own proper lands in fee, pay-
ing their superior a tax, or Bes- Tfgi,
in acknowledgment of his autho-

rity, and exacting labor and ser-

vice in turn from their Jlothachs.

Senclfithfs, and base Fuidirs. The
remainder of the land belonged to

the freemen of the Tunth in com-

mon, subject only to the dominion
of the chief, though on certain con-

ditions the usufruct could be de-

vised or alienated.
"
In process of

time," says Sullivan, "estates were

carved out of this public land, as

appanages of offices, as rewards for

public services, or by lapsing into

prescription. The holders of such

estates were the Aires, and as such

were in an especial manner the

Chiles of the Rig. The king, with

the consent of his council, might,
however, grant a portion of it as

allodium at once. It is probable
that Magh Aie, now the plains of

Boyle, in Roscommon, was public
land." Around the duns or forti-

fied residences of the chiefs their

retainers and menials built their

wattled huts for the sake of conve-
nience and protection, and thus

were formed the nuclei of so many
towns and villages still marked on
the map of Ireland, of the names of

which Dun forms a part; just as in

later times the early Irish Christians

crowded round the churches and

monasteries, and, thus forming new
communities, took the names of

their patrons with the prefix A'i/,

derived from Cill, church. An-
other class of subjects, artisans,

farmers, and teachers, were to be
found in the neighborhood of the
courts of law and permanent places
for elections, who, forming corpora-
tions or guilds, gradually laid the

foundation of boroughs and privi-

leged towns, under the manage-
ment of Jirugfcrs, or magistrates.

There were several degrees of

rank among these officials. Some,
whose duty was confined to tin-

regulation of copartnerships in
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farms and the fixing of metes and
bounds ;

others who held courts in

their own houses, entertained guests,

and presided over the election of

the chiefs and their Tanistes. This

class belong to the Aire rank, and

every freeman had the right to vote

at the assembly of the Tuaih, and

appeal' as a witness, juror, or bail in

court. The Brughffr of a pro-
vince held six different courts, and

superintended the choice of the

provincial king and his successor.

On these occasions the voters were

all of the Flath rank-, and were

supposed to represent their clans

or JFtttSt, This term, though liter-

ally meaning a house or family, was
in law used in three different senses :

first, as applied to all relations by

consanguinity to the seventeenth de-

gree, who were entitled to inherit

property, as well as being liable for

fines and mulcts
; secondly, to the

lord and his dependents ; and, third-

ly, to all the inhabitants of a Tuath,
no matter of what condition. So,

"

also, the word Claud, or clan, which,

in its restricted meaning, was ap-

plied only to the nobles and their

immediate families, was in its ter-

ritorial application interpreted to

signify all the people of the same

district, who usually assumed the

surname of the chief, though no re-

lationship existed between him and

them. There is therefore no more
reason to suppose that an O'Brien

or a Murphy of to-day is descend-

ed from the victor of Clontarf or

the traitor of Ferns, than that his

ancestors were Fuidirs under either

of those kings. In fact, family
names were only generally intro-

duced into Ireland in the Xlth cen-

tury.

With few exceptions, the punish-
ment of crime under the ancient

laws of the country was by fine, so

that jaiis and penitentiaries were

unknown. This fine, or eric, was

paid by the criminal, or by his Fink

or clan, to the party aggrieved or

his representative, and upon failure

thereof the culprit was reduced to

the condition of a Fuidir. The
servile classes, who had no goods,
could not, of course, be fined or

further degraded; but their lords

were compelled to respond in dam-

ages, and in case of injury done to

his defenceless tenants the landlord

was entitled to compensation. In

the Senclius Mar,
"
every nice of-

fence bears its comment," accord-

ing to the enormity of the crime

and the rank of plaintiff and de-

fendant
; so, in one sense at least,

every man in Erinn may be said

to have had his price. The courts

in which those erics were levied

seemed to have been organized on
a very just plan, and their proce-
dure exhibits marked germs of our

present jury system or trial by a

certain number of neighbors and

equals.
Minor causes were tried in the

courts of the Titaths or Aires, but

greater ones were determined at the

provincial assemblies, which appear
to have exercised both legislative

and judicial functions. The ab-

sence of cities or stationary places
of barter was supplied by the insti-

tution of vast provincial fairs, held

at stated times and in central lo-

calities. The most famous of these

were that of Tailte in Meath, Ai-

lech in Derry, and Carman at Wex-
ford. The latter, which took place
in August of every third year, was
the most extensive, as well as the

most ancient
;

its origin lying far

back in the mythical ages, and its

discontinuance dating so late as the

Xlth century. For some strange
reason these great national fairs

were invariably held in pagan

cemeteries, and in ante-Christian



The Civilization of A ncicnt Ireland, 513

limes were always commenced with

^unes and funeral ceremonies, clos-

ing with horse-racing, martial and

athletic sports. According to the

ancient chronicle, there were three

markets at each fair, viz. :

" A market for food and clothes
;

,i market for live-stock, cows and

horses, etc.
;
a market of foreigners

and exiles, selling gold and silver,
*
etc. The professors of every art,

both the noble arts and the base

arts, and non-professionals, were

there, selling and exhibiting their

compositions and their professional
works to kings, and rewards were

given for every work of art that

was just or lawful to be sold or ex-

hibited or listened to."i

The most important business of

the assembly, however, consisted

of the making of new laws and the

revision of old ones for the pro-
vince for the three succeeding
years ; and, as the Rig and his of-

ficers were always in attendance,
the hearing and decision of serious

causes on appeal from the inferior

courts. In the presence of the

Mivereign and his court the greatest
order and decorum were enjoined,
and whoever was found to dis-

turb the public peace by violence
or fraud was summarily condemn-
ed to death

; the offence being in

some sort adjudged treason, and
not Condonable by eric fine. The
time not devoted to law-making,
trials, and traffic was occupied in

amusement and various sorts of

pastimes; and if the ancient people
of Krinn had as much relish for fun

.ind frolic as their descendants, we
can well imagine what mirth, socia-

bility and interchange of opinions
must have prevailed among such a

light-hearted multitude, whose only
opportunity for enjoyment and mu-
tual recognition occurred every third

year. An old poem,
"
which," says

VOL. xx 33

O'Curry,
"

I believe to have been

contemporary with the last celebra-
tion of the feast, if not of even a
more ancient date," thus enume-
rates the different classes of per-
sons who attended on such occa-

sions, and the intellectual wares

they brought with them for the
delectation of the gathering :

"
Trumpets, Cruits,* wide-mouthed horns,

Cusigy '1 imftanitts^ without weariness,
Poets and petty rhymesters ;

** Fenian tales of Find t an untiring entertain-
ment

Destructions, cattle-preys, courtships,
Inscribed tablets and books of trees,$
Satires and sharp-edged runes

;

'*
Proverbs, maxims, royal precepts.

And the youthful-instruction of Fithal ;

Occult poetry, topographical etymologies.
The precepts of Cairpri and of Cormac

;

" The Feasts, and the ereat Feast of Teamar
;

Fairs, with the fair of Emania,
Annals there are verified,

Every division into which Erin was divided."

The Feast of Teamair, or Tara,
here alluded to as having constitut-

ed one of the subjects of the recita-

tions at Carman, was also triennial,

but of a different nature, and involv-

ing much higher occupations than

those of the provincial fairs or

feasts. It was an assembly of the

subordinate kings and the nobles

for elective, legislative, and judicial

purposes ; but, though nominally
held every three years, was in real-

ity celebrated as often as a new

king was to be crowned, a general

public law to be promulgated, or

when some extraordinary occasion

demanded the presence of the

chiefs and Rigs before the supreme
monarch. Again, many years are

known to have elapsed without an.

assembly or feis, owing to the ex-

istence of internal dissensions or

foreign invasions. This assembly
is said to have owed its origin to

* Harps.
t Otherwise known as Finn McOoul, General of

the Militia of Ireland A.D 387.

$ Oghams.
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Tuathal the Legitimate, and it is

certain that it only ceased to be

held when Tara was abandoned as

a royal residence in the Vllth cen-

tury. The court of the Ant-Rig on

such occasions was not only attend-

ed by the provincial magnates and,

in pagan times, by the chief Druids,

but by their followers, poets, doc-

tors, and historians, with their re-

spective household guards. It was

a knowledge of this custom, doubt-

less, that led S. Patrick to select the

hill of Tara as the place, and the as-

sembly of the Feis as the fitting oc-

casion, upon which to disclose to the

darkened minds of the whole people
the splendid truths of Christianity.
The palace and adjoining houses

of ancient Tara, judging by the ex-

tensive traces of their foundations

yet remaining, must have been

built on a very large scale
;
but as

they were constructed entirely of

wood, the buildings proper have

long since disappeared. Still, we
have accounts, more or less authen-

tic, that collectively they were able

to afford shelter and accommoda-
tion to many thousands of visitors,

and that the barracks alone allowed

quarters for twenty-four thousand

soldiers. Of the style of architecture

of the king's house we have no de-

scription, save that it was rectangu-

lar, and that its principal room or

hall, which was used for delibera-

tions as well as for feasts, was pro-

fusely ornamented with carvings in

gold, silver, and bronze. Before

the introduction of Christianity all

buildings were of wood, some square
or rectangular, others oval or round.

Those of the higher classes were

made of solid logs, but the smaller

farmers and laborers dwelt in huts

made of interlaced wattles or twigs,

the interstices closed by mortar

made with wet earth and straw.

Stone structures were unknown be-

fore S. Patrick's time; for, though
lime was used as a wash for the in-

terior and exterior of houses, its

employment as a cement dates from

the Christian ages. Hence there are

no pagan ruins to be found in the

country. The Round Towers, now

proven beyond doubt to have been

church belfries, are the most an-

cient stone memorials existing. It

may be also remembered that the

Druids had no such places of wor-

ship as temples or covered sanctu-

aries, and whatever rites they per-

formed must have been celebrated

in the open air. Indeed, our know-

ledge of those mysterious people
and of their equally occult religious

system is merely of a negative char-

acter; for, as O'Curry says :

"We only know that they worshipped
idols from such examples as that of tin-

idol gods taken into the Druid's bed, so

as to influence his visions, as described

in Cormac's Glossary, and that of the in-

vocation of the idols in the case of the

Tcinm Laeghdha ; and we. know that in

certain ceremonies they made use of the

yew-tree, the quicken or roan-tree, and

of the black-thorn, as in the instance of

the ordeal or test of a woman's character

by means of fire made of these sacred

woods. That the people of ancient Erinn

were idolaters is certain, for they certainly-

adored the great idol called Cram Craagk,
in the plain called Magh SUcht, as I

showed on a former occasion. But it is

remarkable that we find no mention of

anv connection between this idol and the

Druids, or any other class of priests or

special idol-servers. We have only the

record of the people, generally, assem-

bling at times to do honor to the idol

creation. As little, unfortunately, do we

know of the organization of the order of

the Druids, if they were indeed an order.

They certainly were not connected as

such with the orders of learned men or

profession of teachers, such as before

explained. The Druids were often, how-

ever, engaged in teaching, as has been

seen
;
and it would appear that kings and

chiefs, as well as learned men, were rlso

frequently Druids, though how or why I

am not in a position to explain with cer-
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tainly at present. ... I have refrained

(mm sug^cstiiij- any theory of my own
on the subject. This negative conclusion,

nevertheless, I will venture to draw from

the whole : that, notwithstanding the sin-

gularly positive assertions of many of our

own :is well as of Dullish writers upon the

subject, there is no ground whatever for

believing the Druids to have been the

priests of any special positive worship ;

none whatever for imputing to them
human sacrifices

;
none wiiatcver for be-

lieving that the early people of Erinn

adored the sun, moon, or stars, nor that

they worshipped fire
;
and still less foun-

daiion for the ridiculous inventions of

modern times (inventions of pure igno-

rance), concerning honors paid to brown

bulls, red cows, or any other cows, or

any of the lower animals."

Next in r;ink and social impor-
tance, if not the equals or superiors
of the Druids, were the Ollamhs, or

doctors, the Files, or poets, and the

fire/ions, or judges. In the earliest

ages these three classes were all in-

cluded under the term Fileadh,

poets, who not only professed phi-

losophy, such as it then was, but

recorded history and chronology in

verse, and expounded the laws so

preserved, in the various local courts

and tribunals. A tendency, howev-

er, to mystify and confuse the stat-

utes of Tuathal and his successors,
led to the expulsion of the children

of song from the forum, while the

offices about the sovereign, when

grave matters were to be considered,
fell to the lot of the philosophers.
This latter class had also an espe-
cial charge of educational matters,
and usually superintended person-

ally the training of the children of

the Rigs and chiefs. '\:\\n Ard-Rig,
the provincial kings, and the Flaths

had their own philosophers, poets,
and judges, with their special duties

assigned them. Of the first, besides

making and preserving regular rec-

ords,
"
they were bound by the

same laws," says O'Curry,
"
to make

themselves perfect masters of that

history in all its details, and to teach

it to the people by public recitals,

as well as to be legal referees upon
all subjects in dispute concerning

history and the genealogies." No
person could be a Brehon without

first becoming an Ollam/t, and
twelve years' study was required for

that honor. But the poets, like

their tribe in every land and age,
were the nobly honored and the

most privileged of any order in the

government. They flattered kings
and satirized them with impunity,
charmed the masses with the melody
of their songs and the fertility of

their imagination; but, while they
were generally on the side of popular

liberty in their verses, they were

always to be found at the tables

of the nobles, where good cheer and
rich largesses awaited them. How-
ever, as their poems were the only
vehicles through which the history,

traditions, and even laws of the na-

tion could possibly have been trans-

mitted to us, we owe them too much
to blame their amiable weaknesses.

Like the teacher, when the File tra-

velled about the country he was ac-

companied by his pupils, and ev-

ery hospitality was shown to him
and them, partly from love of his

calling, and not seldom through
dread of his satires. Many instan-

ces are recorded in popular tales

of the dire effects- of the poet's wrath,

of which sickness, loss of property
and reputation, were among the least.

In connection with the courts we
find two classes of paid advocates,

one the Ebe, attorney, and the other

the Aighne, or counsellor. When it

is remembered that slander and

libel were offences severely punished
in the Brehon courts by eric fine,

we can admire the grim humor which

discriminated against the attorneys,

who, as the wise law-givers of old
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argued, being professional libellers

of other men, had no right to exact

a fine when their own characters

were assailed.

The custom of fosterage, about

which so much unfavorable com-

ment has been made by modern ill-

informed writers, is fully and clearly

explained by O'Curry, who classes

it as a part of the educational sys-

tem of the country, and not, as

some erroneously suppose, the par-

tial desertion of children by their

parents. In Lecture XVII. he as-

serts :

" We have ample proof that this foster-

age was not a mere indiscriminate cus-

tom among all classes of the people, nor

in anycase one merely confined to the bare

physical nurture and rearing of the child,

which in early infancy was committed to

the care of a nurse and her husband
;
but

that the fosterhood was generally that of

a whole family or tribe, and that in very

many cases it became a bond of friend-

ship and alliance between two or more

tribes, and even provinces. In those

cases the fosterers were not of the com-
mon class, poor people glad to perform
their nursing for mere pay, and whose
care extended to physical rearing only.
On the contrary, it is even a question,
and one not easily settled, whether the

term nursing, in the modern acceptation
of the word, should be applied at all to

the old Gaelic fosterage, and whether the

term pupilage would not be more appro-

priate. . . . The old Gaelic fosterage ex-

tended to the training and education, not

only of children up to the age of four-

teen, but sometimes of youths up to that

of seventeen years."

One of the chief duties of the fos-

ter-father was the military training

of the young chieftains. This con-

sisted principally of the manage-
ment of the horse, either in pairs

for the chariot or singly for riding,

the use of the casting spear and

sling, and the sword exercise. Of

strategy the ancient Irish soldiers

had no idea, and very little of tac-

tics ; so that their battles were

hand-to-hand combats, and there-

fore bloody and generally decisive.

Their weapons of bronze or iron,

many fine specimens of which we
examined years ago in the museum
of the Royal Irish Academy, still

exhibit evidences of high finish and
excellent temper. We do not find

any mention of cavalry in the ac-

counts handed down to us of the

various battles fought in the earlier

centuries, and very slight allusions

to defensive armor. Ornaments of

gold and other precious metals,

such as crowns, collars, torque

rings, and shield-bosses, were worn
in great profusion and variety, not

only by nobles and generals, but

by ordinary officers
;
in fact, so gor-

geous are the poets' descriptions
of the decorations of their favorite

heroes that we might be inclined

to accuse them of gross exaggera-
tion had we not also been shown

some magnificent antiques of this

description, in a perfect state of

preservation, by the gentlemen of

the academy during several visits

made to that depository of Irish

antiquities. Some of these valu-

able decorations are made of na-

tive ore, but by far the greater num-

ber were manufactured out of the

spoils of war the plunder wrested

from the adjacent islands and the

coast of France by the numerous

expeditions that were fitted out in

Ireland in the three or four centu-

ries preceding S. Patrick's mission.

The dress of the higher classes

was, it seems, equally magnificent,

and each rank was distinguished,

not only by the peculiar shape of

its garments, but by the number of

colors allowed to be worn. Thus,
servants had one color; farmers,

two; officers, three; women, four;

chiefs, five
;
ollamhs and files, six

;

kings and queens, seven ; and, ac-

cording to the ancient records, bi-
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shops of the Christian Church were

afterwards allowed to use all these

combined. Red, brown, and crim-

son, with their shades and com-

pounds, were the colors generally
used

; green, yellow, blue, and
black sometimes, but not frequent-

ly. Prof. Sullivan, in that part of his

introduction treating of the various

dye-stuffs used in ancient Ireland,
takes occasion to dissipate some

popular errors with regard to na-

tional colors. He says :

"Garments dyed yellow with saffron

are constantly spoken of by modern
writers as characteristic of the Irish.

There is no evidence, however, that saf-

fron was at all known by the ancient

Irish, and Leilas or Inars of a yellow
color are only mentioned two or three

times in the principal tales. From what
has been shown in the Lectures and in this

Introa'uc/it'ii about the color of the ancient
Irish dress, it will be evident that there

was no national as distinguished from
clan color for the Lena ; a saffron-dyed
one, if at all used in ancient times, would
be peculiar to a single clan."

The Lena here spoken of was an
inner garment which hung down to

the knees like a modern kilt, usu-

ally made of linen, and sometimes
interwoven with threads of gold.
In addition to this were worn a shirt,

or Leiite; a cloak (Brat) ; an Jnar,
or jacket ; Triubhas, or trowsers

;
a

Bar, or conical hat
;
and Citarans,

or shoes made of raw-hide. The
costume of the women differed lit-

tle from that of the men, except
that they discarded the triubhas, and
wore their Unas and leines longer."
They were, however," says Sul-

livan,
"
distinguished from the men

by wearing a veil, which covered
the head. This veil was the Caille,
which formed an essential part of
the legal contents of a lady's work-

bag. In a passage from the laws,

quoted in the Lectures, it is called
'

a

veil of one color
'; as if variegated

ones were sometimes used. . . .

The white linen cloth still worn

by nuns represents exactly both the

Irish Caille and the German Hul-
lo.." In many other respects, be-

sides the matter of dress, women
were placed on a footing nearly

equal to that of men in those remote
times ; and if their liberal and re-

spectful treatment may be consid-

ered one of the tests of civilization,

the old Gaels were in refinement far

in advance of any other race in pa-

gan Europe, and indeed of many
of our own times. We find women
not only taking >art in public af-

fairs as rulers and generals, but as

Druidesses, judges, poets, and teach-

ers. At Tara and the great pro-
rincial fairs a separate portion of

the grounds was assigned them, so

that they could observe the games
and enjoy the amusements without

interruption ; while in the homes
of the Jligs and chiefs the best

rooms, and sometimes an entire

building, called Grianan, or sunny
house, was exclusively reserved for

their use. Most of the principal

places in the country, such as the

locations of the great fairs and the

sites of royal palaces, were named
in their honor, as well as the moun-
tains and rivers and other objects in'

nature suggestive of symmetry, beau-

ty, and elegance. We also read in the

Sent/ins Mor several very minute
and stringent laws protecting their

rights of person and property, as-

signing their dowry before mar-

riage and their separate ownership
of property afterwards. They were,
in fact, to a great extent pecuniar-

ily independent of their husbands;
and though polygamy was toler-

ated and divorce allowed in pagan
times, they were so het'jed in by re-

strictions and conditions that it is

more than probable little advan-
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tage was taken of the latitude thus

afforded both parties.

Heing almost exclusively an agri-

cultural people, with very little

commerce with the outward world,
the food of the ancient Irish was
confined to the natural produc-
tions of the soil, flesh-meat, milk,
and fish. Wheat, spelt-wheat, bar-

ley, and oats were produced in

abundance, while cattle were so

plentiful and so general an arti-

cle of traffic that in the absence of

coin they formed the currency of

the country, and in them fines were

paid and taxes levied. Butter, milk,
and cheese were luxuries, but vege-
tables, such as leeks, onions, and

water-cresses, were to be found

growing in the garden of the lowest

Fttidir. Beer, likewise, appears to

have been the popular drink. Im-

ported wine and native mead, distill-

ed from honey, were considered the

aristocratic beverages of the period.
That large quantities of the latter

were consumed at the triennial feasts

there can be no doubt, judging from
the tales ofthe poets ; and it was on oc-

casions when it was circling round
the board that the Cruits (harps),

Timpans, or violins, and Cntiscach,
or pipes, the three principal musical

instruments of the Gaels, came into

play. The poets, too, were there to

sing their songs of love and war, and
the historians to recite the traditions

of the tribes of Erinn. It is not po-

sitively known whether the pagan
Irish had a written language or al-

phabet. O'Curry is disposed to be-

lieve they had, while Sullivan is of

opinion that letters and writing
were introduced with Christianity,
and that previous to S. Patrick's

time all teaching in the ancient

schools was oral, and the genealo-

gies and histories were committed
to memory and transmitted from fa-

ther to son. They both, however,

agree that there was a system of

writing known only to the initiated,

now called Ogham, which was in-

scribed on prepared wood, and en-

graved on monuments and tomb-

stones, many of which latter, though
still well preserved, are illegible to

the best antiquarian scholars. The
ancient Gaels, like theirdescendants,
had a special reverence for their dead,

and indulged in protracted wakes,
as well as extensive funerals. In

pagan days their funeral ceremonies

were most elaborate, but in Chris-

tian times these gave way to the

solemn offices of the church. Each

person was buried according to his

rank while living ;
the corpse was

deposited deep in the ground, and a

cairn or mound of earth and stone

was erected over the grave to mark
the spot. We have no reason to

suppose that they had even the

faintest notion of a future life or of

the immortality of the soul, their

mythology limiting the superna-
tural to celebrated Tuatha da Da-

itians, real personages, who had

left the surface to inhabit the

bowels of the earth, and to fairies,

the
"
good people

"
of the modern

peasantry.

Those, then, were the . people,

computed to have been about three

millions in number in his time, to

whom S. Patrick preached the New
Law, and whose complete conversion

and subsequent undying attachment

to Catholicity have puzzled as well

as confounded the enemies of the

church. Though pagans, they were

neither barbarous nor over-super-

stitious, and their ready apprecia-
tion and acceptance of God's mys-
terious and elaborate Word is the

best proof that their hearts were

pure and their minds active and

comprehensive.
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ROBESPIERRE.

THE father of the great revolu-

tionary demagogue was an advocate

at Arras, a peaceful citizen, who
had nothing about him in character

or manners to suggest that he was

to be the parent of the monster

known to history as the tiger-man.

Nay, so little of ferocity was there

about the worthy advocate that,

when his wife died, he nearly went

melancholy-mad for grief, and in

his despair left his native town, and
took to wandering about France,
then beyond it to Germany and

England, where he finally died.

There are, it is true, some ill-natur-

ed local chronicles extant which

pretend that it was not so much

grief as debt that drove the discon-

solate widower into exile; and this

harsh and unpoetic version is sup-

ported by the fact of his having, by
his flight, abandoned to loneliness

and utter destitution the three little

children, two boys and a girl, whom
the wife he so bitterly lamented had
left to his paternal care. Maxi-
milien Marie Isidore, the eldest

of the three, was born on the 6th

of April, 1760. The solitary posi-

tion and the poverty of the desert-

ed children attracted the compas-
sion of some kind persons of trie

town, and notably that of the curd

of the parish, who sent Maximilien

to school, where soon, by dint of

hard work and intelligence, the boy
shot ahead of all his class fel-

lows, and justified the predictions
of friends that he would make a

name for himself in whatever trade

or calling he embraced. The Bi-

shop of Arras, Mgr. de Conzie', was

also interested in the little fellow
;

his industry and desolate poverty

making a claim on the prelate's

paternaLnotice. He used his influ-

ence with the abbot of the famous

Abbey of Waast to grant Maximi-
lien one of the abbatial bourses at

the College of Louis le Grand, in

Paris. The very first steps in life

of the future persecutor of priests
and religion were thus guided by
the hand of the church, his poverty
enriched, his orphanhood fathered,

by her charity. The Abb Proyart,
then president of Louis le Grand,
continued to the poor provincial
student the fostering kindness of

those worthy ecclesiastics who had

placed him under his charge. Maxi-
milien was also at this time largely
assisted and most kindly befriended

by the Abbe de la Roche, a canon
of Notre Dame, who, all through
the period of the young man's

studies
in Paris, kept watch over

him, and showed him the most sin-

cere and delicate affection. When
at the age of nineteen, Maximilien

left the college, the Abbe de la

Roche used his influence to secure

the vacant bourse for the younger
brother, Augustin Robespierre, and
succeeded. Maximilien was called

to the bar very soon after leaving

Paris, and began at once to excite

attention by his talent as a speaker.
The first mention we find of his

forensic success is in 1783, when
he was engaged in a case against
the corporation of St. Omer, a small

town near Arras, in behalf of a gen-
tleman who had erected a lightning-
conductor on his house, and been
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prosecuted on account of it, and
condemned by the corporation. He
appealed to the higher court ofArras.

Robespierre pleaded his cause, and
won a triumphant reversal of the

first verdict. We find a note of

this incident in the Mcmoircs de

Eachaumonl :
" The cause about the

paratonnerre has been before our

court three days, and has been

pleaded by M. de Robespierre, a

young lawyer of extraordinary
merit

;
he has displayed in this af-

fair which was, in fact, the cause

of art and science against prejudice
a degree of eloquence and saga-

city that gives the highest idea of

his talents. He had a complete
triumph; on the 3ist day of May
the court reversed the sentence,
and permitted M. de Boisvale to

re-erect his paratonnerre." Robes-

pierre was just three-and-twenty at

this date. He is styled de Robes-

pierre by the writer, and had assum-
ed the particule noble at a much
earlier date

;
he is entered at col-

lege with it, and at the bar, and was

elected to the States-General as de

Robespierre. The pretentious pre-
fix cost him dear, as we shall see

;

it afforded a poisoned shaft to Ca-
mille Desmoulins long after the Re-

generator of the people had eras-

ed the feudal particle from his sig-

nature. But these were sunny days,
when he might use it with impunity,
and even to some advantage. The

young advocate was courted and

admired, and made welcome in

clubs and drawing-rooms ;
he wrote

essays and won prizes from learned

societies, thus establishing a literary

as well as legal reputation. He
even aspired to be a poet, and ad-

dressed sonnets to ladies of fash-

ion at Arras, which gained him the

smiles of the Ariadnes and Arach-

nes that he sang to, and caused

him to be rallied as a squire of

dames. This time of merry dal-

liance, however, soon came to an

end, and graver ambitions began to

open out before Robespierre. He
was elected member of the States-

General. M. Dumont, the distin-

guished journalist, gives a lively

description of the figure made by
.
the

"
avocat, de Robespierre," in

one of the earliest sittings of that

Assembly :

" The clergy, for the

purpose of surprising the Tiers
Etat into a union of the orders,
sent a deputation to invite the Tiers

to a conference on the distresses of

the poor. The Tiers saw through
the design, and, not willing to ac-

knowledge the clergy as a separate

body, yet afraid to reject so cha-

ritable and popular a proposition,
knew not what answer to make,
when one of the deputies, after

concurring in the description of

the miseries of the people, rose and
addressed the ecclesiastical deputa-
tion :

' Go tell your colleagues that,

if they are so anxious to relieve

the people, they should hasten to

unite themselves in this hall with

the friends of the people. Tell

them no longer to retard our pro-

ceedings and the public good by
contumacious delays, or to try to

carry their point by such stratagems
as this. Rather let them, as min-
isters of religion, as worthy servants

of their Master, renounce the

splendor which surrounds them, the

luxury which insults the poor.
Dismiss those insolent lackeys who
attend you ;

sell your gaudy equi-

pages, and convert those odious

superfluities into food for the poor.'
At this speech, which interpreted so

well the passions ofthe moment, there

arose, not applause that would
have appeared like a bravado but

a confused murmur of approbation
much more flattering. Every one

asked who was the speaker. He
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was not known, but in a few min-

utes his name passed from mouth
to mouth ;

it was one which after-

wards made all France tremble it

was Robespierre .'"

One is at a loss which to admire

most in this brilliant sortie, the skill

and power of the speaker in play-

ing on the passions of his hearers,
or the dastardly ingratitude which

led him to use the eloquence he

owed in so large a measure to the

clergy for the purpose of stigmatiz-

ing his best benefactors. The first

time Robespierre's voice was raised

in the tribune it was to vituperate
the men to whom he owed his edu-

cation, almost, it may be said, his

existence. The reward of this

treachery was not delayed; he elec-

trified his audience, and henceforth

became known to fame, though not

yet to infamy. It is only just to

Robespierre to admit that when he

entered on his public life, his char-

acter was unstained by any of the

vices which it developed later; he

was in private life held to be virtu-

ous, and suspected of no vice be-

yond the honorable one of ambition.

Probably he would have lived and
died amongst his fellow - citizens

without earning a worse reputation
than the rest of them, if this latent

ambition had not led him to seek to

rise above them, and if his ability
had not seconded the aspiration.
Even in his demagogic career he

kept his reputation for integrity, and

gained the surname of the Incor-

ruptible. Incorruptible by money
he certainly was, while the instinct

of either cowardice or sagacity in-

duced him to disavow all personal
ambition. Power was what he
thirsted for; wealth and pageant
he despised. These principles,
aided by his fiery t;ilent as any ora-

tor and his shrewd knowledge of

the times, soon lifted him above

all competitors, and made him a

kind ofuncrowned monarch long be-

fore he became so in reality as de-
lator of the republic. It is inter-

esting to note the various decrees
he passed while reigning in the Na-
tional Assembly. One of the first

was the turning of the Church of

S. Genevieve into a Pantheon for

the ashes of great men, and the inau-

guration of the paganized Christian

, temple by the entombing of Mira-
beau's remains there. Then we see

him ardent in endeavoring to carry
the abolition of capital punishment

an instance of that strange para-
dox so common to Frenchmen, who
shrink with morbid sentimentality
from inflicting death on the vilest

malefactor by the hand of justice,
while so ready to shed the blood of

innocent men without remorse, nay,
with exultation, the moment their

passions are roused.

The flight of the royal family to

Varennes wrought a sudden and de-

cisive change in the state of public
affairs. Robespierre was just then

at the summit of his reputation as

an orator, admired as the most

prominent figure in Mme. Roland's

coterie, which numbered all the

cleverest men of the new school,

though the gifted and ill-starred cen-

tre of the group seems, even in the

day:; of their closest friendship, to

have resented Robespierre's stub-

born independence, which contrast-

ed disagreeably with the unquali-
fied adulation of his fellow-devotees.

The abortive attempt of the un-

fortunate Louis to fly from a posi-
tion which had become unbearable
had set the match to the train which

Robespierre and his Jacobin faction

had so long been preparing. The
question, hitherto whispered in

ambiguous words, was now spoken

boldly aloud : What was to be

done with the king? Lafayette was



522 Robespierre.

for keeping him a prisoner in the

Tuileries, he, meanwhile, acting as

a sort of military viceroy; the Or-

leanist faction had another solution

to offer
;
the Jacobins and the Giron-

dists another. There was a stormy

sitting at the Assembly. Brissot pro-

posed that the people should like

one man rally round the republi-

can flag, and sign a petition for

the abolition of the king. There

arose in answer to this daring pro-

position a tempest of applause, ter-

ror, anger, and loyal indignation.

The Assembly rejected it, and voted

for maintaining the king. Robes-

pierre rushed out of the hall,

tearing his hair and crying out,

"My friends, we are lost! The

king is saved!" This was on

the isth of July. A meeting had

been already called of the Jacobin
Club for the lyth on the Champs
de Mars for the purpose of ex-

pressing the national will. The

club, on hearing the vote of the As-

sembly, kept up a farce of respect by

issuing a counter-order. But the

sovereign people were hampered by
no such mock scruples ; they, in

the person of Brissot, drew up a

fresh petition, and invited all classes

of their fellow-citizens to attend at

the appointed day on the Champs
de Mars, where the altar of father-

land would be erected, and where

all patriots could sign the petition

towards the freedom of the country.
A tragi-comic incident marked the

proceedings at an early hour. Two
men were found hid under the
"
altar," and detected in the act of

boring a hole in it with a gimlet ;

they were forthwith dragged out

and massacred on the spot, though
the only evidence of guilt brought

against them at the time, or after-

wards, was that one of them had a

wooden leg, and the other a basket

of provisions. The mob were like

dry powder that only wanted a

spark to make it ignite, destroying
and self-destructive. The wildest

inferences were drawn from the

discovery of the two unlucky eaves-

droppers : they were laying a mine
to blow up the patriots assembled

round the altar of fatherland ; the

absence of all appliances for this

terrible purpose proved nothing ;

some cried out that they were spies
in the king's pay ;

others that they
were secreted there as dupes to be

murdered by Lafayette's creatures

as a pretext for beginning the

massacres that followed. We even

find Mine. Roland repeating some
absurd notions of this kind; but

nothing is too monstrous or too pre-

posterous for prejudice to swallow.

However, let the motives of the two

men have been what they may,
their murder was undoubtedly the

signal for that onslaught of the

troops which completely destroy-
ed Lafayette's tottering popularity,
and compelled him to leave Paris

for a command on the frontier.

The real odium of the unpremedi-
tated blood-shedding fell, like every
mistake of the time, on the king.
On the 5th of February, 1792, Robes-

pierre was named Public Accuser,
and from this event dates the ex-

plosion of personal rivalry between
him and Brissot. He never could

forgive the latter having been
chosen to draw up that famous

petition ot' the Champs de Mars,
and for keeping the ascendency
which this fact gave him in the

Assembly and in the Jacobin Club.

But Robespierre did not long re-

tain the subordinate position of

Public Accuser; he hated the bond-

age of having to attend at fixed

hours, and some months after his

nomination he resigned and start-

ed a newspaper called the Defen-
seur. Blood and terror were hence-
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forth the watchwords of the jour-

nalist-patriot. He effected a sham

reconciliation with Urissot and all

other enemies, and the Judas kiss

of hate and treachery went round.

Roland was named minister at

this crisis
;

a clever and honest

man, moderate, and, above all, the

husband of Mine. Roland, his no-

mination was hailed with joy by
all. Robespierre alone was furious

at seeing the mediocre provincial
farmer placed over his head. His

jealous vengeance against Mme.
Roland dated from this elevation

of her husband. The success of

his journal consoled him, mean-

while, for the delay of larger

triumphs, while it procured him

competence and independence,
which were all he required. He
lodged with a man named Duplay,
a carpenter, who had a wife and
two daughters. One of the latter

became branded in connection with

the name of her father's tenant.

Robespierre vindicated his surname

of Incorruptible all through the

period of his popular power, inas-

much as he was inaccessible to the

temptation of money or any of the

softer bribes which sometimes be-

guile hard, ambitious men into acts

of mercy or passing tenderness.

In August, 1792, he suspended
his labors as a journalist, and
henceforth devoted his undivided

energies and his whole time to the

political events which were thicken-

ing around him. The last number
of the Dcfcnseur contains an in-

flammatory appeal which is too

significant of the man and the times

to be omitted. It was decided that

a convention should be elected to

choose a new form of national gov-
ernment. The issue depended al-

most entirely on the character and

principles of the members who
should compose it. Robespierre

determined at any and every cost

to be one of the elected. It was his

supreme opportunity ;
if he missed

it, his career as a popular leader

was broken, and he must sink back
into the ranks of obscure mediocri-

ties who had shot up from the mass
of agitators like rockets, burning
bright and fierce for a moment, and
then subsiding in darkness. He
had that instinct of genius which

enables a man to read the temper
of his time, and to this sanguinary

temper he passionately addressed

himself in the closing number of

his paper :

"You must prepare the success

of this convention by the regene-
ration of the spirit of the people.
Let us awake all, all arise, all arm,
and the enemies of liberty will hide

themselves in darkness. Let the

tocsin of Paris be re-echoed in all

the departments. Let the people
learn at once to reason and to fight.

You are now at war with all your
oppressors, and you will have no

peace till you have punished them.

Far be from you that pusillanimous
weakness or that cowardly indul-

gence which the tyrants so long sa-

tiated with the blood of the people
now invoke when their own hour is

come ! Impunity has produced all

their crimes and all your sufferings.

Let them fall under the sword of

the law. Clemency towards them
would be real barbarity an out-

rage on injured humanity." This
manifesto revealed the true aim
and policy of Robespierre, and just

ga.e the touch that was necessary
to set the wheel revolving. Dan-
ton cried amen to it, and all the

faction shouted amen in chorus.
" We must dare, and dare again,
and dare to the bitter end !" said

Danton, and the word acted like a

trumpet-call to the bloodhounds
of the revolution. The prisons of*
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Paris were at this moment gorged
with aristocrats awaiting their trial.

The people shouted, Try them !

The tocsin sounded, the prison-doors
were surrounded. Mock courts of

justice were set up in the court-

. yards. Quickly, one by one, the pri-

soners are called out, questions are

rapidly put and answered
;
the jury

decides :

" Let the prisoner be en-

larged !

" The gendarmes sei z.e him
;

they open the gate and "
enlarge

"

him. He falls forward on a mass of

glittering pikes and bayonets, and

dies, cut to pieces. Soon the num-
ber of the butchered is so great
that the amateur executioners have
to pause and clear the space by
piling up the corpses to one side

before they resume their work.

Every prison presents the same
scene. At La Force a remnant of

the Swiss Guard is called out.
"
They clasp each other spasmodi-

cally, gray veterans crying,
'

Mercy,
gentlemen, mercy !' But there is

no mercy ! They prepare to die

like brave men. One of them steps
forward. He had on a blue frock-

coat. He was about thirty. His sta-

ture was above the common, his

look noble and martial.
'

I go
first," he said,

'

since it must be
so. Adieu!" Then, dashing his hat

behind him,
' Which way ?' cried

he to the brigands.
' Show it me.'

They open the folding gate. He is

announced to the multitude. He
stands a moment motionless, then

plunges forth among the pikes, and
dies of a thousand wounds." * The
fair and saintly Princesse de Lam-
balle fell, butchered by the same

pikes ;
her head paraded through

the streets, her remains profaned
by the most unheard-of indignities.
As it always happens in these

storms of human souls, there were

*
FfHempesi, La \Hritfttntt Entiere, p. 173.

tones of a divine harmony to be
heard striking through the hideous
din. Old M. de Sombreuil is

dragged out to die. His daughter,
a tender girl in the first blush of

maidenhood, rushes out, fearless

and bold, clinging to him, and ap-
peals to the tigers about to shed
his blood :

" O good friends ! he-

is my father ! He is no aristocrat !

We hate aristocrats; tell me how f

can prove it to you?" They fill a

bowl full of the hot blood of an
aristocrat just slain, and present it

to her, saying: "Drink this, and we
will believe thee and spare thy fa-

ther.
"

She drinks the loathsome draught,
and clasps her father amidst the

Vivats of the mob. Alas ! it was

only a respite that the brave deed
had gained for the beloved old

man. He died by those same
blood-stained hands before the

year was out. At the abbey a pic-
ture of rest and calm is to be seen :

" Towards seven on Sunday night,
we saw two men enter, their hands

bloody, and armed with sabres.

A turnkey with a torch lighted
them

;
he points to the bed of tin-

unfortunate Swiss, Reding. Reding
was dying. One of the men paused ;

but the other said : Allans done .'

(come along !) and lifted the dying
man, and carried him on his back
out to the street. He was mas-
sacred there. We looked at one an-

other in silence
;
we clasped each

other's hands
;
we gazed on the pave-

ment of our prison, on which lay
the moonlight, checkered with sha-
dows. ... At three in the morning
we heard them breaking in one
of the prison-doors. We thought
they were coming to kill us. . . .

The Abbe
1

Lenfant and the Abbe
1

de Chapt-Rastignac appeared in

the pulpit of the chapel, which was
our prison. They had got in by a
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door from the stairs. They said to

us that our end was at hand; that

we must compose ourselves and re-

ceive their last blessing. An elec-

tric movement, not to be describ-

ed, threw us all on our knees, and
we received it. These two white-

haired old men blessing us from
their place above, death hovering
over our heads the moment is

never to be forgotten."* Half an
hour later the two priests were

dragged out and massacred, those

whom they had strengthened with

their last words to meet a like fate

listening to their cries.

The massacres began on the zd
and lasted till the 6th, when Robes-

pierre and Danton were elected to

that legislative body called the

Deputation of Paris, composed of

twenty-four members, the first name
on the list being Robespierre, the

last Philippe Egalite. It was on
this ocasion that the future regicide

adopted the surname of Egalit^, he

being compelled to choose some
appellation not obnoxious to the

people.
The great struggle now began be-

tween the Jacobins and the Giron-

dists, or virtually between the lead-

ers of the two factions, the old ri-

vals, Robespierre and Brissot. All

the ultra-republicans, who were

represented by the Deputation of

Paris, grouped themselves on the

top benches of the convention to the
left of the president, and were called
the Mountain a name henceforth
identified with its prophet, Robes-
pierre. The question still was,
What was to be done with the king ?

The Jacobins were for killing him,
the Girondists for putting him aside.

The wretched weakness, vacillation,
and cowardliness of the Girondists
make them objects of contempt,

Jourgniac, Thirty-tight Hours in tki Attayt

without exciting in us the kind of

horrified awe inspired by the mon-
strous feats of those Titanic fiends,

the Jacobins. By what fatality is it

in France that the honest-meaning
party is always the cowardly one that

dares not assert itself, but bows

down, cowed by the cynical auda-

city of the anarchists ? The Giron-
dists might have turned the scales,

even at this crisis, if they had had
the courage of their consciences ;

but they were cowards. Their policy
was to run with the hare and cry
with the hounds, and it met with the

fate it deserved. But we must not

anticipate. The Mountain, on the

other hand, did not lack the courage
of its creed ; it out-heroded Herod
in its fury against the king and all

appertaining to the old order which
he represented. Roman history
was its Bible, and the examples
there recorded were for ever on its

lips. All citizens were heroes, Cin-

cinnatuses, Catos, Ciceros, etc. ; all

sovereigns were NerosandCaligulas.
The Girondists turned these fine

texts against their rivals by accus-

ing them of plotting to set up a

triumvirate, to be composed of

Robespierre, Marat, and Danton.
This was only three weeks after the

orgy of blood which ushered in the

reign of Robespierre and of Ter-
ror. Danton mounted the tribune,
and made an eloquent defence of

Robespierre, who never spoke im-

promptu when he could avoid it.

Marat then rose for the first time
in the convention and was hooted
down

;
but he persisted, and made

them listen while he exposed his

revolting doctrines of wholesale
murder and anarchical rule.

So the days passed, in boisterous

invective, idle perorations, and sa-

vage threats of one party against
another. The Girondists, however,
were worsted in the fight, and the
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strength of the position remained

with Robespierre and bis more

bloody and unscrupulous faction,

who had from the starting traced

out his plan, and adhered to it with-

out flinching. The king was fore-

doomed to the scaffold, but some

semblance of legality should ac-

company the decree. So strong

was the Jacobin influence at this

crisis that those who did not share

the murderous design were terri-

fied into seeming to do so, and,

while looking with horror at the

regicide in preparation, were cowed

into silent acquiescence. M. Thiers,

in his History of the Revolution,

says: "Many of the deputies who
had come down with the intention

of voting for the king were fright-

ened at the fury of the people, and,

though much touched by the fate

of Louis XVI., they were terrified

at the consequences of an acquittal.

This fear was greatly increased at

the sight of the Assembly and of

the scene it presented. That

scene, dark and terrible, had sha-

ken the hearts of all, and changed
the resolution of Lecointre of Ver-

sailles, whose personal bravery can-

not be doubted, and who had not

ceased to return to the galleries the

menacing gestures with which they
were intimidating the Assembly.
Even he, when it came to the point,

hesitated, and dropped from his

mouth the terrible and unexpected

word,
'

death.' Vergniaud, who had

appeared most deeply touched by
the fate of the king, and who had

declared that 'nothing could ever

induce him to condemn the un-

happy prince' Vergniaud, at the

sight of that tumultuous scene, pro-

nounced the sentence of death."

It must truly have been an appall-

ing spectacle, the like of which the

civilized world had never before

beheld. Mercier, in his Sketches of

the Resolution, gives us an animated

and glowing picture of the court

during the trial :

" The famous

sitting which decided the fate of

Louis lasted seventy-two hours.

One would naturally suppose that

the Assembly was a scene of medi-

tation, silence, and a sort of reli-

gious terror. Not at all. The end

of the hall was transformed into

a kind of opera-box, where ladies

in neglige" were eating ices and

oranges, drinking liqueurs, and re-

ceiving the compliments and salu-

tations of comers and goers. The
huissiers (bailiffs) on the side of

the Mountain acted the part of the

openers of the opera-boxes. They
were employed every instant in

turning the key in the doors of the

side galleries, and gallantly escort-

ing the mistresses of the Duke of

Orleans, caparisoned with tri-col-

colored ribbons. Although every
mark of applause or disapprobation
was forbidden, nevertheless, on the

side of the Mountain, the Duchess

Dowager,* the amazon of the Jaco-

bin bands, made long 'ha-a-has!'

when she heard the word ' death
'

strongly twang in her ears.

"The lofty galleries, destined

for the people during the days
which preceded this famous trial,

were never empty of strangers and

people of every class, who there

drank wine and brandy as if it had

been a tavern. Bets were open at

all the neighboring coffee-houses.

Listlessness, impatience, fatigue,

were marked on almost every coun-

tenance. Each deputy mounted the

tribune in his turn, and every one

was asking when his turn came.

Some deputy came, I know not

who, sick, and in his morning-gown
and night-cap. This phantom

* Mme. de Montasson, second wife by a morgan-
atic marriage of the late Duke of Orleans, EgalWs
father.
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caused a great deal of diversion in

the Assembly. The countenances

of those who wen' to the tribune,

rendered more funereal from the

pale gleams of the lights, when in

a slow and sepulchral voice they

pronounced the word 'death!' all

these physiognomies which suc-

ceeded one another, their tones,

their different keys; d'Orleans hiss-

ing and groaning when he voted

the death of his relative; some cal-

culating if they should have time

to dine before they gave their vote
;

women with pins pricking cards to

count the votes ; deputies who had
fallen asleep and were waked up in

order to vote ; Manuel, the secre-

tary, sliding away a few votes, in

order to save the unhappy king,
and on the point of being put to

death in the corridors for his infi-

delity these sights can never be

described as they passed. It is im-

possible to picture what they were,
nor will history be able to reach

them."

Amongst the timid Girondists

who dared not vote for acquittal,
and shrank from decreeing the king
to death, many hit upon a half-mea-

sure, which was that of coupling
their vote .for death with condi-

tions that practically negatived it.

This cowardly transaction is said

to have given rise to some trickery
in the counting of the votes, which
enabled the scrutineers to make
the majority of one voice by which
the sentence of deatli was carried.

It was this sham proceeding which

prompted Sieyes to say when re-

cording his vote,
" Death without

palaver !"

Robespierre's figure stands out

with vivid and terrible brilliancy

against the background of this

picture. He dismissed the ques-
tion of the king's innocence or

guilt that had, he knew right well,

nothing whatever to do with the

issue and proceeded to demand
his death on the grounds of urgent

political expediency.
" The deatli

of the king was not a question ol

law, but of state policy, which.
without quibbling about his guilt
or innocence, required his death ;

the life of one man, if ever so inno-

cent, must be sacrificed to preserve
the lives of millions." There w.is

honesty at any rate in this plain

speaking, and so it was better th.;n

the odious hypocrisy displayed by
the other actors in the tragic farce.

On Robespierre's descending from
the tribune, his brother Augustin.
rose and demanded in the name of

the people "that Louis Capet shall

be brought to the bar, to declare

his original accomplices, to hear

sentence of death pronounced on

him, and to be forthwith conduct-

ed to execution." Wild confusion

covered this extravagant motion,
but no notice was taken of it. The
zist of January was near at hand

;

even the Mountain could afford to

wait so long.

On the loth of March, the Revo-

lutionary Tribunal was decreed.

A month later there broke out a

violent altercation between Robes-

pierre and some of the Girondists

in the Convention ; numbers clamor-

ed for the
"
expulsion of the twenty-

two "obstreperous Girondists
; they

were arraigned before the bar where
the king whom they so basely be-

trayed had lately stood
; the trial

lasted four days ;
even that tribu-

nal, used to dispense with all proof
of guilt in its victims, could not

decide on condemning twenty-two
men at one fell swoop without some
shadow of reason, and there was
none to be found. Hut Robespierre
was not going to lose his opportuni-

ty for a quibble; impatient of the

delay, he drew up a decree that
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''whenever any trial should have death!" This abominable docu-
lasted three days, the tribunal ment was read and inscribed on the

might declare itself satisfied with register of the tribunal the same
the guilt of the prisoners, might evening, the Girondists were at

stop the defence, close the discus- once condemned, and sent to the

sions, and send the accused to scaffold next morning.

TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT ilONTII,

THE BETTER CHRISTMAS.

'

'Tis not the feast that changes with the ever-changing times,

But these that lightly vote away the glories of the past
The joys that dream-like haunt me with the merry matin chimes

I loved so in my boyhood, and shall doat on to the last.

" There still is much of laughter, and a measure of old cheer :

The ivy wreaths, if scanty, are as verdant as of yore :

And still the same kind greeting for the universal ear :

But, to me, for all their wishing, 'tis a
'

merry
'

feast no more !"

I said : and came an answer from the stars to which I sighed
Those stars that lit the vigil of the-favor'd shepherd band.

And 'twas as if again the heavens open'd deep and wide,

And the carol of the angel-choir new-flooded all the land

" Good tidings still we bring to all who still have ears to hear-;

To all who love His coming the elect that cannot cease ;

And louder rings our anthem, to these watchers, year by year,

Its earnest of the perfect joy the everlasting peace.

" Art thou, then, of these watchers, if thoti canst not read the sign ?

The world was at its darkest when the blessed Day-star
* shone.

Again 'tis blacker to her beam : and thou must needs repine,

And sicken, so near sunrise, for the moonlight that is gone !"

* "
Until tile day dawn and the day-star arise in your hearts." a S. Peter i. 19.
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ENGLISH AND SCOTCH SCENES.

THE home life of England has

ever been a favorite topic with

American writers. The first thing
that strikes an American travelling

through England is the age of

everything he sees, the roots by
which every existing institution,

custom, or pleasure is intimately
connected with its real, tangible

prototype in the past. He sees.

t 10, how the people live a thorough-

ly characteristic life that which

consists in identification with every-

thing that i.s national. No one is

so unadaptive as the pure-bred
liriton, and it has truly been said

that an Englishman carries his

country with him wherever he

You never see an English-
man to advantage except at home;
bul, once enthroned amid his local

surroundings, there is a sturdy na-

tive dignity in him which none can

help admiring. He is no politician
in the mercenary, personal, busi-

ness-like ser.se of the word, but he
takes a pride in following the

course of his country's progress, in

bearing a hand in all reforms,
in exercising his right of censure

or, as some foreigners plainly call

it, "grumbling" and especially in

watching closely over the well-be-

ing of his own county and neigh-
borhood. P.y this minute division

ol labor c\ cry county becomes, as

it were, a self-governed little nation,

jealous and tenacious of iis rights,

keenly alive to its interests, intense-

ly vigorous, and occasionally aggres-
sive. Political and social life are

-ely intermingled, and personal
disinterestedness i.s almost evcry-

VOL. xx. 34

where the rule. The varied tradi-

tions of different neighborhoods and
the strong individuality shown bv

the different sections of the country,
contribute a picturesque element

to modern life, and often make the

most inherently prosaic actions

take on a mask of romance.
Elections to Parliament afford a

multiplicity of such scenes, and form

one of the greatest periodical excite-

ments that stir up country towns.

The candidate is generally one of

the sons of some family well known
in the county, or sometimes tin-

chief proprietor of the neighbor-
hood, if he be still under fifty. Tin-

county constituencies almost always
return a member of this class

;
the

commercial representatives conn-

from the great manufacturing towns,
where they have slowly toiled to

make their fortunes, and risen, by
earnest application to business,,

from the rank of a vestryman to

that of lord mayor. The country
town in which the hustings anil

polling-booths are erected is as

animated as it would have been at

a great fair of the middle ages or

an extraordinary sale of wool,,

which in Gloucestershire, Warwick-

shire, and Worcestershire was a

great article of trade in the XlVtlr.

century. Everything in the shape
of bunting, evergreens, allegor

pictures, flaming posters, and un-

limited ale has been done by both-,

sides to enhance their popularity
with the electors and non-electors.

Indeed, the latter are quite as im-

portant as the former, for from
their ranks are recruited the bands.
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of music and the array of stalwart

supporters, ready to fight, if requir-

ed, and to shout at the top of their

lungs, so as to bewilder the voters

and claim or surprise their votes.

The canvassing that goes before

an English election is neither a

pleasant nor a creditable thing to

dwell on
; when subjected to the

analysis of uncompromising moral-

ity, it resolves itself into deliberate

and organized "humbug"; for it

includes every species of flattery

tinder the sun, not to speak of

direct bribery. Very funny inci-

dents sometimes occur to break the

monotony of the usual routine.

For instance, in canvassing a large

seaport town, the Liberal candidate

bethinks himself of his yacht a

gem in every way and organizes a

large party, to which are invited the

voting citizens and their wives and

daughters. A splendid luncheon

is provided, and each dame and

damsel goes home with the con-

viction that her smiles have won
the heart of the candidate, and

that he has sworn them by a tacit

but flattering contract tofurthcrhis

claims with their all-powerful hus-

bands and fathers.
" Honi soil qui

malypcnsc." The latter are as proud
of the expectant M.P.'s notice of

the female members of their house-

holds as the ladies themselves, and

the issue is trembling in the balance,

when an announcement goes forth

that the Conservative candidate has

had his drag and four horses sent

down from London, and proposes

parading the young ladies and the

more fearless married women on

the roof of this ultra-fashionable

vehicle. The invitations are of

course more limited than those for

the yacht, but promises of repeat-

ing them, until all the free electors'

families have been included, cheer

;.ip the spirits of those not asked

the first day. The Liberal pits his

yacht against his rival's drag, and
invites the maids and matrons to

another sail. Apparently, Neptune-
does not intend to vote for him, for

a slight breeze arises, and the waves
roll more than landsmen find plea-
sant. The cabin fills rapidly, and
faces once rosy and saucy, turn -

pale and shrunken
;

the return

against wind and tide is a wretched

journey. The poor candidate, in

despair, tries to become nurse and

doctor, as well as consoler; but lit.

too, feels his cheeks blanch, not at

the lurching of the vessel, but at the

fear of the effect of this accident

upon the votes which he was already

reckoning up so confidently. As
the forlorn party lands, the drag

sweeps by, drawn by its four fiery

horses, the whip cracking, the

smart grooms grinning at the win-

dows (in these carriages, made like

a mail-coach, the servants sit inside

and the master drives, while his

guests are packed on the outside

seats at the top), the women hud-

dling under cloaks and umbrellas,
but all giggling with delight at the

adventure, neither damped nor dis-

mayed by water that cannot drown

them, and wind that cannot make
them sea-sick. The next day
those who have recovered from

their marine excursion are invited

to try the drag, and the Liberal

candidate's chances fall as visibly

as the barometer did yesterday.
When the great day comes, the

drag has done its work, and the

Conservative is returned by a tri-

umphant majority.
To return to our country town

in its holiday attire. No great arts-

are resorted to here ; the common
kind of canvassing will do for these

quiet, agricultural people, and the

only day that is worth mentioning
is that of the election itself. The
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festive look of the place does not

portend any very desperate con-

test, although there is a free dis-

pKiy of the two opposite colors

blue(Conservative) and yellow (Lib-

eral). The rivals come down from

their neighboring seats in gay car-

nages full of the ladies of their

families, wearing their respective
colors. The horses and postilions
wear hunches of blue or yellow
ribbon; even the whip has its con-

spicuous knot of color, lirass bands
i-l.ish forth a whole host of dis-

onls; the hired partisans good-hu-

moredly shout for one or the other

party ; an air of great good-will

pi c\ ails. The whole thing looks

mote like the welcoming home of a

bride than a serious political gath-

ering. The candidates ascend the

hustings, or plat form for speeches,
and cordially shake hands with one
another. They think it fun to be

opposed to each other in public,
whereas in private they are friends,

companions, and neighbors; they
have had the same training, the

same education, the same associa-

tions, the same local, interests, and
the question that will decide their

election will more likely be their

reputation as farmers and their

popularity as landlords than their

political opiu. o the affairs of

the nation at large. Talking of

bribery and undue influence in

elections, there is a law yet in force

(though, of course, its effect is mere-

ly nominal) whu h forbids any peer
to be present at an election. His

presence is, bv a legal fiction, sup-
posed to hamper the freedom of the

voters, and the law thus provides
against the appearance of coercion
or intimidation. The candidates
for the counties are almost invari-

ably the sons, 'mothers, or nephews
of peers; but, however near the re-

lationship, no member of the House

of Lords is allowed to infringe on
this rule. A contested election,

one in which party spirit runs high
and the passions of the people are

artfully fanned and excited on both

sides, is a scene worth witnessing

once; but the excitement is of loo

rough a sort to make one wish for

a second edition of it. A foreigner
once said that the two best sights
which Kngland had to offer to a

stranger were an Oxford " com-
memoration

" and a contested elec-

tion. The latter seldom takes

place in the peaceful neighbor-
hoods of the midland counties, and
the only other species of elections,

as distinguished from the festive

one which we have just sketched.

is, as a remnant of old-time indit-

ferentism, a curiosity in its way.
There are no longer what were

called
"
rotten boroughs

''

and
"
pocket boroughs," the former re-

presenting what had once been a

populous town or large village, now
reduced to half a dozen ruinous

tenements and an old, disused par-
ish church, but still retaining the

right to return one or more mem-
bers to Parliament

; the second be-

ing a village still worthy of the

name, but from time immemnii.u

voting strictly in accordance with

the wishes of the "lord of the

manor," whether peer or com-
moner. These were also called

"close boroughs." The Reform
Bill of 1830 did away with all such

transparent abuses, but family in-

fluence, exerted in a milder form,

still remains an important element
in all agricultural counties

;
and it

sometimes happens that for a whole

generation, no one will think it

worth his while to oppose a candi-

date whose good working qualities
are recognized by friend and foe,

and whose personal popularity,

joined with his powerful connec-
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lions, makes his success almost ab-

solutely certain. Such was the

case in the election at O ,
for

which the same member has run

unopposed for at least a quarter of

a century. The nomination was

made by the high sheriff and the

magistrates of the county, assem-

bled in the town-hall. This is a

portion of a ruined castle or abbey,

the Norman windows of which still

assert their identity, though they
have been shamefully mutilated

and forced to conform to the ugly,

shallow openings called windows

in our days. The inside showed

no signs of beauty. It was a huge

barn, with grim-looking benches or

pews at one end, towering amphi-
theatre-wise one above the other,

fublic business of all kinds was

transacted there. The decoration

of the hall is somewhat peculiar, con-

sisting of nothing but horse-shoes.

From time immemorial the custom

<;f the county has been that every

peer setting foot within the little

town should put up a horse-shoe

in this hall, or give an equivalent
in money, which is spent by au-

thority of the town council in

buying a horse-shoe in his name.

There is some dispute as to when
and how the custom originated.

The common belief is that Queen
Elizabeth, passing through O ,

stopped to get one of her horses

shod, and, in perpetual memory of

her royal visit, gave the town the

privilege of exacting the tribute of

a horse-shoe from every peer set-

ting foot within the county. By
an anachronism, which at any rate

does honor to O 's public spirit,

there are horse-shoes bearing dates

far more remote than the XVIth

century, and some one has actually

put the Conqueror himself under

contribution, and unblushingly la-

belled a very antique shoe with his

mighty name and the eventful date,

1066. During the last three hun-

dred years genuine historical horse-

shoes have abounded ;
some plain as

the real thing, some gold or silvered,

some painted with heraldic devices,

some immense as children's hoops,
some minute as the shoe of a Shet-

land pony. Whether the thousand-

year-old superstition of the connec-

tion between luck and a horse-shoe,

and the belief in the power of the

latter against witches, has anything
to do with the custom, we do not

know for certain, but it is not -un-

likely.

In this remarkable town-hall

were assembled the electors and

magistrates one November morn-

ing. All the prominent country
"
gentlemen

"
and many farmers and

tradesmen were present, besides a

few ladies, come to see the proceed-

ings. The member who had been

re-elected every time that an elec-

tion took place for the previous

twenty years was the brother of

one of the great land-owners of the

neighborhood, and a Conservative.

No one thought of opposing him.

His friends and constituents mostly

appeared in riding-boots, some in

"pink."* One young magistrate

got up and proposed him formally

to the electors in a girlish, awk-

ward speech ;
another seconded

him in a still briefer address, and

the question was asked :

" Has

any- one any objections to make or

any candidate to oppose ?" A

squeaky voice at the end of the

hall propounded a query in this

form :

"Would the honorable member

vote for universal suffrage and cry

down church rates?"

*The technical term for a scarlet *oat (worn by

fox hunters) when it has seen service, and the

tails have become fink through exposure to the

weather.
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A laugh ran through the crowd,
and an impatient movement stirred

the knot of magistrates. Year af-

ter year some w;'g of this kind

mounted the Radical hobby, and

rode it in this unoffending fash-

ion at the steady-going
" church-

man "
and loyal upholder of the

constitution who represented the

county in Parliament. The un-

easy movement continues, and hor-

are heard neighing and paw-

ing outside. Men in red coats

take out their watches and put on

long faces. It is nearly twelve

o'clock, and the business of the na-

tion is delaying the "meet." The
hounds are waiting not far off, and

candidate, sheriff, magistrates, and
electors are all alike anxious to be

off. The hall is soon cleared and
the election quietly over a very

secondary matter in the consid-

eration of those who have been

kept from kennel and field for two

long hours. They rush out with

all the zest of school-boys let loose

to play, and the hunt that day has

twice its ordinary success, or at

least its members think so, because

the beloved sport has been inter-

mitted, and requires extra enthusi-

asm as a peace-offering at their

hands. So with redoubled vigor
the search after foxes goes on,
and not till long after sundown
will the candidate, magistrates, and
constituents return to their homes.

Very different are those elections

whose surroundings remind us rather

of a clan gathering to the standard of

their chief than a modern constitu-

ency crowding to the polling-booths.
The mere description of these elec-

tion scenes through Great Britain

and Ireland would form an inter-

esting chapter in contemporaneous
history. The political differences

need not even be alluded to; the con-

trast of outer circumstances is sug-

gestive enough. In an agricultural

neighborhood, such as that round
the town of O , a certain kind

of torpidity exists among the pros-

perous and contented farmers. Not
a hundred miles from the palace
of the people at Westminster the

interest in politics is subordinate

to that excited by a cattle-show

or the prospect of a drought ;
in a

word, there is so little local change
called for which could be bene-

ficial to the county that the pas-
sive but deep-rooted clinging to

old traditions, which is so charac-

teristic of the genuine Englishman,
is in this case rather a matter <>t

course than a virtue or a merito-

rious turning away from tempta-
tion.

Life is hard to the masses in a

city. Sharp ills require sharp re-

medies, say the demagogues ; and

straightway the voters adopt the

extremest doctrine they can find,

and fancy it a panacea for all ills.

An English paper recently defined

this kind of voter as the man
" who has just learned sufficient to

be sure that there can only be one
side to a question." The Irish

elections, proverbial for their stor-

miness, are of another nature ; ap-

pealing to our sympathy by the

wild earnestness of the voters, and

governed by feelings which, though
often misdirected, are yet noble in

their origin. Religion and patriot-
ism are the prime movers of the

passions of Irish constituents
; they

often look upon their exercise of

the franchise as a protest against

tyranny and a confession of faith.

And indeed the
"
tyranny

"
is no

mere political scarecrow to them.
It is very tangible; it strikes home
to them, for its immediate result

may be eviction and starvation.

The wild, humorous individuality
of the people of the western bare-
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nies of Ireland redeems much that

is reprehensible from vulgarity in

the faction fight a not infrequent
concomitant of the election. There is

a rough romance left in these fights,

making them the direct counter-

parts of the sudden encounters be-

tween the clans of the various

kings of Celtic history; and what

is best and most palliative is this:

that sordid considerations are al-

most wholly absent from the vo-

ters' minds. If men must fight, let

them do it for anything rather than

money; and, to do these electors

justice, we will say that there is

less bribery in all the Irish country
districts put together than in one

Knglish manufacturing town. You
will say there is intimidation in-

stead ; but, even that is better than

bribery, for it is less degrading
to a human being to barter away
his vote, in view of the threats of his

landlord to turn his wife and chil-

dren out of doors, than to sell it for

money. But there are other elec-

tions to speak of those in the

Highlands of Scotland.

Education is more universal

among the humbler classes in Scot-

land than in either of the sister

countries, and by nature the Scotch-

man is more reflective than the

Englishman or Irishman. There is

less of collective life in his country ;

the land is poor and barren, the

northern parts are broken up by-

lochs and treacherous estuaries, and

many counties include rocky islands

among the billows of the Atlantic.

In Inverness-shire the elector is far

removed from all common external

influence. He thinks slowly and

seriously, working out his own

problems, answering his own ques-

tions by the aid of his strong na-

tive sense. He and many of his

fellow - voters are shepherds or
>

keepers." They inhabit an isolat-

ed cottage in some remote glen a

cottage that is only approached by
some faint sheep-track. Australia

or the Territories of the United

States are hardly less solitary; but,

on the other hand, the Scottish

Highlands, if solitary, are not bar-

barous. In newly-settled countries,

where the population is only grad-

ually fusing into a national people,
there is lawlessness to contend with :

the school and the church are yet

open to the attack of ruffianly bands,

and dependent on a few respectable

though equally rough settlers to

stop the brigandage of their unruly

neighbors. An old country, how-
ever sparsely peopled, has the past
to guide it ; its hermit settlers are

the heirs, not the founders, of a

state and a history. So it is with

ancient Scottish shires, and thus

you will find their electors sober,

silent, reflective men, conscious of

their dignity as clansmen of the old

families whose names are in the re-

cords of Scotland from the Vlllth

and IXth centuries; and perfectly-

aware of their personal, political

value as present electors to the joint

Parliament of a great empire. In

England there were serfs, but in

Scotland (and in Ireland also) there

were clansmen not slaves, but sons

by adoption ;
freemen with the right

to bear arms ; protected, not owned,

by the great chiefs of the North.

They were used to a certain degree
of power and responsibility, and

their descendants were not intoxi-

cated by a sudden rise to independ-

ence, as were the corresponding
classes in England when the fran-

chise was extended to them.

To continue our description of the

local surroundings of the Inverness-

shire voters men removed from

the ordinary circumstances which

make most elections pretty much
the same dull, time-worn, vulgar-
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i/ed sight we quote from a recent

article in an English publication:
"

'1'he nearest neighbors on one

Mtle are beyond a great mountain-

langc, while for miles upon miles

on the other there stretch the un-

peopled solitudes of a deer-forest.

The nearest carriage-road is eight
miles off, and that is travelled only
three days in the week by a mail-

i art that carries passengers. The
church and school are at twice the

di.-tance ;
so the children must trust

to the parents for their education,
and the father can only occasional-

ly join in the Sunday gossip, in the

parish churchyard, that expands
the ideas of some of his fellow-par-
ishioners. His cottage is ten miles

from the nearest hovel where they
sell whiskey. His work is arduous

;

he is afoot among his sheep from
the early morning until dusk. In

the best of times and in the height
of summer it is but seldom that a

stray copy of the county paper
finds its way to the head of the

glen, He is thoughtful by nature,
as you may see in his face, which
has much the same puzzled expres-
sion of intelligence that you remark
in the venerable rains of his flock.

No doubt he thinks much, after a

fashion of his own, as he goes
'

(laun-

dering
'

about after his straggling

sheep, or stretches himself to bask
in the hot sunshine, while lie k
his collies (sheep-dogs) to look
alter his charge."

This is a very true picture. Of
( ourse, in suJi a situation, it is im-

possible for the Highland shepherd
to follow the questions that affect

the fate of ministries. He can
know nothing of foreign affairs,

probably never heard of the Ala-

bama, and would be at sea on the

subject of the Franco-Prussian war.

Mr. Gladstone's financial schemes
are not only puzzles but terra i

nilii to his mind. He knows nothing
of the extension of the suffrage in

counties, and even local rates air

indifferent to him, as the only

that concerns him is the dog tax

concerns him, but does not ./

him; for his master pays the tax,

and he himself is more or less

empted from extra trouble, accord-

ing to the number of sheep-dogs for

which that master chooses to pay.
His interest in the man who repre-
sents him in Parliament is therefor

either purely theoretical or, what

happens oftener, purely personal.
There are country gentlemen every-
where who, though no newspapei
may blow the trumpet of their fame.

are nevertheless known throughout
a wide expanse as good men and

true, kind yet just landlords, up-

right magistrates, and sound econo-
mists. Their names are hoi

hold words
;

their memory is al-

ways associated with some gener-
ous deed; they are looked up to

and honored in the county. They
are generally scions of the old his-

torical families of the land oft;

families to which the Scotchman

clings with a proud affection, and
which have been perpetuated by the

very institutions that some coiners

of new political creeds find so dele-

terious to the human race. The

shepherd probably turns his mind
to some such man of whom nothing
but good has ever been recorded,
and willingly entrusts to his safe-

keeping the interests of himself, his

clan, and his country. Judging
from the particular to the general,
he concludes that, since; this candi-

date has always been a kind master
and a good landlord to his own
folks, he is likely to be a conscien-

tious law-maker and an earnest

protector of the nation's liberties.

Questions of detail may fairly be
trusted to him; the main tiling is
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that no widow or orphan has ever

had any complaint to make of him.

This is the aspect on the voter's

side. Let us see what it is on that

of the candidate. There is no ques-
tion here of bill-sticking, of dis-

tributing cockades, or of having
bands of music and hired groups
of partisans in your wake. Can-

vassing means
"
posting long distan-

ces in dog-carts, seeking relays at

widely-separated inns, where the

stable establishments are kept on a

peace footing, except during the

tourist season. In winter the

roads are carried across formidable

ferries, where, if you bribe the boat-

man to imprudence, your business

being urgent, you are not unlikely
to meet the fate of Lord Ullin's

daughter." But this is not all
;

for

when you have braved the floods,
and arrive famished and half-fro-

zen at some out-of-the-way hamlet
whence the scattered cottages may
be gained, there is yet the ordeal

of the interviews before you. The
Scottish hermit can hardly be ex-

pected to forego or shorten such a
rare opportunity of contact with the

outside world. He will tax your
ingenuity with the shrewdest, per-

haps politically inconvenient, ques-
tions

;
and never doing anything

in a hurry himself, he will resent

his visitor's seeming to be press-
ed for time. No hasty and trans-

parent condescensions will do
for him. He will not be satisfied,

like the comfortable trader of the

towns, with the candidate's kissing
his youngest born and promising
his eldest son a rocking-horse.
Smiles and hand-shakings are cheap
gifts ;

but he wants no gifts, only

pledges. He wishes to be met as

an intelligent being, a man who, if

worth winning, must be worth con-

vincing. He expects a straightfor-

ward, if short, explanation of your

general opinions ; and though the

sense of his own dignity as a voter

is great, he does not forget that po-
litical does not entail social equal-

ity. Grave and earnest, he will

resent flippancy as an insult to his

understanding ; and a joke that

would win over a dozen votes in a

small commercial town will very

probably lose you his vote, and his

good opinion too.

But there are also other consti-

tuents to be called upon. The nu-

merous islands on the east coast of

Scotland afford a still larger field

for the danger and romance of can-

vassing. The islanders are very
sensitive, and feel terribly hurt at

the insinuation that their home lies

out of the world. If their votes are

necessary, is the courtesy to ask for

them superfluous ? They lead haz-

ardous, daring lives themselves,
and do not understand how any
man can shrink from the danger that

may be incurred in nearing their

rocky island. If he does, what is

he worth ? they will argue ; for the

natural man readily judges of his

fellow-man's mental qualities by his

physical endurance. Then (we

quote again the graphic sketch

above referred to), "that island

canvass means chartering some
crank little screw, beating out into

the fogs among the swells and the

breakers, taking flying shots at low

reefs of inhabited rock, enveloped
in mists and unprovided with light-

houses. Landing-places are almost

as scarce as light-towers, and you

may have to bob about under the
'

lee of the land
'

in impatient ex-

pectation of establishing communi-
cations with it. When you do get
to shore, you must be hospitably

felcd\>y. the minister and the school-

master, the doctor and the prin-

cipal tacksmen, until what with

sea-squeamishness and the strong
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spirits, it becomes simply heroic to

preserve the charm of your man-

ners. Moreover, you had better not

make your visit at all than cut it

uncivilly short. Our friend the

shepherd may have made up his

mind to support you ;
but you in iv

rely upon it that he will promise

nothing until you have set yourself
down for asolemn 'crack

'

with him."

The day of the election itself is a

suitable ending to this romantic

episode in the life of an ordinary,

drudging M.P. When a Highland-
er sets about a tiling, lie never gives
in before it is accomplished. Ho-
nor binds him to redeem a promise,
whether made to another or to him-

self; pride compels him to prove
himself superior to circumstances,
almost to nature herself; and he

doggedly goes on his way, undeter-

red by any wayside temptation to turn

into smoother and pleasimter paths.
So the voters

"
climb over moun-

tains and plod over snow-fields, wade
mountain streams, navigate lochs

in crank cobles, and cross raging
estuaries in rickety, Hat-bottomed

ferry-boats ;
so that, should the

winds and the weather interfere too

seriously with the exercise of the

electors' political rights, the polling
of a great Highland constituency

may possibly have a gloomily dra-

matic finale."
*

While we are on the subject of

Scotland, we may mention the va-

rious occasions on which national

gatherings draw together thousands

of picturesquely-clad men and wo-

men. The games are the most

characteristic of these meetings.

They take place in various pla<

mostly during the months of Au-

gust and September. They are

generally held under the patronage
and supervision of some great fam-

Saturday Rn-ffm, Feb. 21, 1874, art.
"
High-

land Constituencies."

ilv of the neighborhood. Some-

thing of old clan feeling is revived.

The men often march in in bodi<>,

preceded by their pipers, and wear-

ing their individual tartan, with dis-

tinctive badges. The villages for fifty

miles around send their group <>l

representatives and their athletes

and champions in the games. Ve-

hicles of primitive build with rough.

wiry little ponies bring in their load

of farmers and petty freeholders.

The country-houses and shooting-
boxes fill with guests from England ;

and in the neighborhood of Hal-

moral, to which we more particu-

larly allude, there is of course t In-

additional attraction of royal coun-
tenance and patronage. The queen
and the royal family sometimes be-

come the guests of their subjec is

on these occasions, and an almost

German simplicity reigns for a lew

days among those to whom eti-

quette must be so sore a chain.

The princes wear the Highland
dress, and the queen (that is, before
her widowhood) something of tar-

tan in her plain toilet. The na-

tional sports, such as throwing the

hammer, lifting heavy weights and

supporting them on the outstretch-

ed hand, etc., require both strength
and dexterity, and the champions
who contend in these games are

generally
"
professionals." Some-

times, however, some village athlete

ambitiously enters the lists against
the trained champions, and o>

sionally bears off a prize. Acorn-

petition of pipers is often a feature

of the day, and these worthies makr
a brave appearance in their velvet

jackets covered with a breast-plate
of medals, severally won in various

contests. The shrill, clarion-like

tones of the bagpipes are not agree-
able to the untrained ear, but to

the Highlanders, whose national

associations are proudly entwined
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with this wild, primitive music of

the hills, they are naturally sweeter

than the most sublime strains of

the old masters. No one, even

though not Highland-bred, can lis-

ten to the pipes, playing a pibroch

among the echoes of the mountains,
without feeling that the soul of the

people is in it
;
that the spirits of

"
the Flood and the Fell

"
which

Walter Scott so graphically intro-

duces in his Lay of the Last Min-
strel might have used just such

tones for their fateful, wailing

speech ;
and no one having more

than common ties binding him to

Scottish traditions and Scottish

homes can think of the wild dirges
or stirring war-calls of the pipes
without sympathy and loving re-

gret. Not quite so inspiring, how-

ever, is this music when the piper
marches round a small dining-room,
and plays the distinctive tune of

the host's clan to the guests as-

sembled over their wine and des-

sert. The narrow space makes the

music harsh and grating, just as a

confined room takes from the Ty-
mlese joilel all its romance, and

turns the sounds into the caricature

of a loud roulade. The games of-

ten last for three days, and a sort

of encampment springs up by ma-

gic to supply the deficiencies of the

crowded inns of the neighborhood.
At the end of that time there is a

ball given at one of the principal

country-seats, and a torch-light

dance for the people. The queen
and the royal family accompany
their host and hostess, and are con-

tent with a hasty dinner, served

with a delightful relaxation from

etiquette ;
for this is their holi-

day from political anxieties and

social duties, and the more infor-

mal this assembly, the better it

pleases them. The ball-room is

not very large, and its simple de-

corations are in keeping with the

character of the feast and the style
of the lodge or cottage in which
it is given. There are flowers in

abundance, flags and evergreen

garlands, Highland badges and em-

blems, and stags' heads with branch-

ing antlers the trophies of the

host's skill in stalking the red deer.

Outside the house is a wide space,
destined for the torch-light dance.

Great iron holders and pans lifted

on rude tripods contain the torches

and the resinous fluid which, when
set on fire, burns steadily for many
hours. To and fro flit the kilted

Highlanders, with their jewelled
dirks or daggers, and their hairy

sporrans decorated with silver plates
the size of large coins. The cham-

pions of the games are there, the

rival pipers, the mountain shep-

herds, the gillies or game-keepers,
all the household servants and those

of the guests ;
the women wearing

tartan ribbons of different clans,

and Scotch flowers, blue-bell, heath-

er or bog-myrtle, in their caps or

bodices. The pipes strike up the

music of the sword-dance
;
a noted

dancer comes forward, and lays two
naked swords of ordinary length
on the ground, crossing them at

right angles. Within the four nar-

row spaces between the points of

this cross he then begins a series

of marvellous steps, leaping high in

the air, shuffling, crossing his feet,

and invariably alighting in the right

spot, within a few inches of the

swords, always in these four inter-

stices, but never touching nor even

grazing the blades. If he were to

touch one ever so lightly, and but
for an instant, his reputation would
be gone. Another succeeds him,
and so on, till all the famous dan-

cers have exhibited their skill. No
novice appears ; they take care ne-

ver to dance in public till they are
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vet in this feat. Si . for

the most part take up the rest of the

ight, tad arcdanced by four people,
two men and two women, the former

standing back to back, and their

partners opposite. Various figures

follow cadi other, the figure eight

being the most frequent. This is

managed by the four dancers lock-

ing arms and giving a swing round,
then passing onto the next person ;

amis are locked again, and another

turn given, and so on till the four

have changed places, and in doing
nave described the figure eight.

( )f course, in this dance, it is the

men who show to most ad van;

as they perform a series of regular

steps, snapping their fingers mean-

while, and, as soon as they get ex-

cited and enter into the spirit of

the national dance, uttering a pecu-
liar sort of cry. The women mostly
walk and jump through their evolu-

tions. The less characteristic danc-

ing in the ball-room, but in which
are also mingled with quad-

rille and wall/, (cases about two
o'clock in the morning, and the

musicians are at liberty to join the

fun outside. The Highlanders
sometimes take possession of the

deserted ball-room, and continue
their own revels there till daybreak,
when the torches flicker out and
the spell is broken. Another na-

tional dance is the strathspey, which
we never had the good fortune to

see performed.
In winter curling is the favorite

game; it is played on the ice with

heavy round stones, about eight or

nine inches in diameter, and three

lo three and a half inches thick.

These stones are neither rolled nor
thrown at the line and mark, but

propelled, by the strength of wrist

of the player, along the surface of

the ice, and aimed to displace the

stones already set up by the oppo-

site side. Whichever side, at the

end of t . has mo^t stones

near the line which selves as a

mark, is declared by the umpire to

lie the winner. .Miniature curling-
boards are very common in Scotch

country-houses, with stones two or

three inches in diameter
;

it is an

amusing game on a rainy day, and,

though so small, no little skill is re-

quired to guide these stones aright.

The same house to which we
have taken the reader to be present
at the torch-light dance is a very

pretty specimen of Scotch hunting-

lodges. Built at various times, it

^ists of several cottages, once

detached, but now irregularly con-

nected by picturesque galleries,

verandas, and staircases. One part
has much the appearance of a Swiss

fhiilet ; another that of a river-side

villa on the Thames, with its glass

doors opening on to a lawn, and its

rustic porch smothered in climbing
roses. Though so straggling, it is

a very comfortable house. Nothing
is wanting billiard-room, smoking-
room, boudoir, and innumerable

pigeonholes for guests a charming
house for persons of sporting tastes ;

the halls carpeted with deer-skins,
and the walls hung with antlers, bear-

ing each the date of the death of the

stag to which they belonged ; equal-

ly charming to the delicate London

beauty wearied with her social tri-

umphs, for here she finds the thou-

sand elegances of a rococo drawing-
room, the luxurious arm-chairs, the

rare china, the velvet screen hung
with miniatures, and little gilt

brackets, each supporting a tiny

cup or a porcelain shepherdess in

a word, every pretty refinement of

the latest fashion. The neighbor-
hood is famous for stalking that

is, following the red deer through
moor and forest alone, with your
nlle and your slight bag containing



540 English and Scotch Scenes.

some biscuits and a pocket-flask.
You may have to trudge over miles

and miles of heather, watching
every turn of the breeze, lest it

betray your whereabouts to your
beautiful victim

; making immense
detours to reach him from some
convenient cover; creeping along
on all fours, or even flat on the

ground ;
often taking a long, cold

bath in the mountain burn (stream),

wading through it, or waiting in it,

so as not to let him scent your
trail. If for no other reason, this

sport is superior to any because it

demands solitude; though i't is hard
to discover why one should not be

privileged to take a twelve hours'

walk or saunter without the pretext
of the rifle slung at one's back,
and also without incurring the

charge of eccentricity. A forest in

Scotland is treeless
; the term is

applied to a wide expanse of

mountain, covered knee-deep with

heather, and perhaps here and there

with a few stunted bushes or clumps
of graceful birches. Here the red

deer feeds in herds, and you some-
times come across six or seven of

these
" monarchsof the glen." The

sportsman, however, seldom pursues
or kills more than one in a day.
A moor is much the same in ap-

pearance as a forest, but that term
is reserved for those tracts of

heather-land where the grouse and
the black-cock abide. These are

often rented to Englishmen, the

forests seldom
;
so that the South-

ron, if he have a taste for deer-

stalking, generally depends for his

chance of indulging it on the hos-

pitality of some Scottish friend.

This neighborhood is full of ro-

mantic glens and hollows where
mountain streams gurgle through
narrow channels of rock, where

tiny waterfalls splash under bridges

mossy with old age, and where

real forests ol p-'ne and birch and

rowan, or mountain ash, make a va-

riegated network across the blue

horizon. In one little gorge tradi-

tion says that a hunted partisan of

Charles Edward took refuge after

the fatal battle of Culloden, in 1745.
and lived there concealed for several

weeks. The particular place where
he hid was under a projecting ledge
or table of rock, overhanging the

brown, foaming waters of the mimic-

torrent, which, though not large in

volume, might yet have strength

enough to dash you in pieces, il

you fell into the narrow bed brist-

ling with sharp, rocky points and

irregular boulders, round which the

water boils and hisses, as if chafing
at its imprisonment. The rocks

incline their jagged sides so far for-

ward over the stream as almost to

meet in an arch above it, and the

chasm can be easily, almost safely,

leaped. Indeed, the rift is invisi-

ble from the road, which passes
within a few yards of it. Its sides

are fringed with heather, and are

undistinguishable, except when one
is standing close upon them.
The North of England, with its

mountains and its lakes, its solitary
tarns (pools or smaller lakes) and
its becks, has a family likeness to

Scotch scenery. Its people, too, are

akin to the Lowland Scotch in their

taciturnity, their hardy, physical

nature, and their language; yet to

those who know both well the dif-

ference is very perceptible Jn

olden times Lancashire and York-

shire, lying to the west of the Lake

country, were emphatically the land

of the church, one vast net-work of

beautiful abbeys with their immense

possessions. Even after the Refor-

mation these two counties remained
the stronghold of Catholicity, and
to this day they contain more Cath-

olics (exclusive of the large modern
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towns and their population) than

any other part of England. The
favorite sport of Lancashire is

otter-hunting.
\ certain breed of hounds, hav-

ing very long bodies and short

legs, is kept for the purpose; the

streams abound in otters, and the

hunt is very exciting. The gentle-
men wear prcternaturally thick

boots, covering even the thighs, as

they often have to wade in after

the otter, whose teeth are so sharp
that they can take off a hound's leg
at one bite. These animals dive

dexterously under the banks, and

generally lead the hunt a pretty

chase; but, never having seen this

sport ourselves, il is difficult to de-

scribe it graphically. The dialect

of this part of the country is almost

as much a language 89 I'roveneal
;

tin- people have their own litera-

ture, and one of their poets (a hu-

morous one) has been styled, par
,-xcfllence, the

"
Lancashire Poet."

Lancashire people are desperately
clannish, quite despise the southern

Knglish. and obstinately adhere to

their own customs, as something
immeasurably more dignified than
the finical fashions of the South-
ron. The gentlemen all talk the

dialect when speaking with their

farmers, game-keepers, or servants,
and speak it with genuine gusto
too. A Lancashire kitchen is a

heart-warming sight; it is emphati-
cally the room of a farm, an inn, or

any middle-class dwelling. The
fire blazes in the depths of a caver-

nous chimney, with settles on each

side, on which two men can sit

.xbreast, while from the low roof

hung endless strings of fine onions
and dozens of hams and flitches of

n. At another part of the

ceiling is fixed an immense rack,
<>vvr which hangs the oatmeal cake
in large sheets, of which any one

is at liberty to break off a piece
for his supper unrebuked and
without question of repayment.

Hospitality is a cardinal virtue

here, but it is not that voluble,

fussy hospitality which worries its

recipient and makes him feel the

obligation ; you are welcome to go
in and sit down, eat and drink,
warm and dry yourself at the

hearth, and go out again, without

being assailed by impertinent ques-
tions or bored by long domestic

revelations. A Lancashire host re-

spects your mind while he refreshes

your body, and silently makes you
at home. Those kitchens of the

north are the very type of comfort,

with their vast corner-cupboards,
their cleanliness you might liter-

ally eat off the brick floors ; they
are always paved with brick their

long oat-cake racks and tempting
meat, all home-cured, hung from
the ceiling. The temptation may
be too great for you some night, if

you happen to return to your lodg-

ings, very hungry, at the late hour
of twelve that is dissipation in

Lancashire for you may wander

in, and see no harm in hunting in

the cupboard for eggs and flour,

and in slicing off whatever will

conveniently detach itself from a

hanging flitch, in order to flavor

some appetizing sauce of which you
possess the secret. Perhaps the

midnight raid ends fatally, and you
stumble over the pots and pans, or

find the embers hardly hot enough
to cook the sauce, or give it up at

last in despair, with a ridiculous

foreboding of what the landlady
will say to-morrow morning when
she contemplates the ragged ap-

pearance of the best flitch ! Let
us hope that you will honestly own

your delinquencies, and not affirm

that
"

it must have been the mice,
ma'am !" It will be the easier as
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you happen to know the house well,

and its inmates long ago agreed to

overlook your little eccentricities

with regard to sauces !

Among the principal country fes-

tivities which draw large parties to

the neighboring houses in many
parts of England, are the local cat-

tle-shows. The breeding of cattle

is a topic of almost as universal in-

terest in England as fox-hunting,

especially among country gentle-

men. The secret of this apparent
interest lies rather in the intense

pride with which they naturally re-

gard everything connected with

their homes, than in downright per-
sonal liking for fat oxen and prize

pigs. Not even the farmers who
exhibit the cattle can outmatch the

ladies of the neighborhood in their

solicitude for the honor of the

county, and, besides this, the gen-
tlemen themselves sometimes enter

the lists, and exhibit some choice

specimen, thus giving their house-

holds special reasons for pride and

anxiety. Most of the houses fill

with guests for the occasion, and,

despite the lateness of the season

(the shows are generally late in the

autumn, the one to which we refer

taking place in November), the

weather is usually propitious. Let

us take a peep in at the window of

yonder large Tudor house, with its

cedars, sentinel-like, guarding the

.approaches to the hall-door, and an

old gabled, ivied ruin overlooking
the gay mosaic of the parterre.

There is plenty of water here ponds
where huge old beeches droop over

the banks and moor-fowl swish

through the rushes on the margin,

and ponds fringed with late

roses, and lifting up in their midst

islands with rustic arbors and a

wilderness of creeping plants.

Within the house is the usual

amount of family portraits and an-

tique carved furniture, with a more
than ordinary display of hot-house

flowers. A little earlier in the season

you would find in the drawing-
room two immense marble vases,

in each of which blossoms a queenly
azalea, snowy or ruddy, as the case

may be. On the tables lie islands of

moss, relieving and framing three or

four star-shaped, blood-red cactus-

blooms. Round the high chimney-
piece, where a wood-fire burns mer-

rily (a luxury in England), is as-

sembled a family party, neither sliff

nor yet free, and picturesque, if no-

thing else; for the girls are dresMil

in the square-cut bodices and pale-

hued, brocaded overskirts of a more

picturesque age. Perhaps they are

discussing art matters or weaving
personal romances. . . . No. lor

here, as elsewhere, you cannot take

the bit in your mouth
;

it is the

only penalty of decorous country
life in old England. They are talk-

ing of to-morrow's agricultural lair,

the annual cattle show, which
takes place in the country town.

There is a large party in the hou.se

for it
;

it is the event of the week.

Most country ladies pretend to be,

and some are, poultry fanciers; so

there is an additional department
allotted to the prize poultry. The

carriages draw up in a wide field

near the tents and sheds, where a

view of the race-course can be had.

The men circulate among the cattle ;

the "judges" sit in a tribune pro-
vided for them. It is difficult to

get up any enthusiasm about this

kind of thing; but the adjuncts are

quite as enjoyable as are most out-

door pleasures that you cannot en-

joy alone. The last day of the fair

closes with a dinner, when the pr K
beasts and their owners are com-
mented upon and the general po-
litical situation discussed. One of

the farmers is a born orator
;

at
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least he delights in the sound of

his own flowery periods. He

quotes Shakespeare and Tennyson,
and feels sure he lias made a hit.

As all professions are represented,
there is room for all kinds of toasts,

and under the veil of sociability

the opportunities for speaking home-

truths are not neglected. Around
the hall are galleries that serve for

spectators, both male and female,

and from this point many a

ludicrous incident is revealed to

you that escapes the "grave and

reverend seigniors
"

below. This

is what a spectator once saw. The
dinner takes place once a year, and
it is impossible to have nothing
but trained waiters. Many of the

gentlemen on this occasion brought
their own servants with them

;
but

even this w.is not sufficient, and the

supplementary waiters were ''le-

gion." The dinner.was not as orderly
as it might be. There was a gre'at

deal of hurrying and skurrying,
orders angrily given and awkward-

ly executed, wine liberally spilt be-

fore reaching its destination, etc.

Suddenly some one gave an order

from the far end of the hall, and an

unlucky bumpkin, eager to show
his agility, made a dart forward, but

came to an abrupt stand-still in the

middle of a lake of soup that spread
warm and moist about his feet. In

his haste he had stepped into the

soup-tureen, which another waiter,

in clumsy hurry, had momentarily

deposited in this conspicuous place.

The braying of the band, whose
conductor was naturally not a little

exhilarated by the copious
''
refresh-

ment "
distributed during the day,

drowned these
"
asides "; but we

cannot help thinking that the POM-
tion of a spectator, alive to these

incidents behind the scenes, was pre-

ferable to that of the unhappy actors

and speakers, nailed for four or fur

hours to the table, and condemned
to drink the execrable wine usually
furnished on such occasions.

With this we will close this some-

what lengthy sketch of some of the

incidents of rural life in the old

mother-country a subject so d'-.ir

to Washington Irving, so attractive

to Longfellow, and so heart-stirring

to many who, on this side of the

Atlantic, have not yet lost in the

turmoil of business or the hurry of

politics the fond, poetic remem-
brance of the land of their fore-

fathers. It is a restful picture; the

soul grows young again in the con-

templation of that healthy, e\e:i

placid home-life, diversified lr

many local interests, and. disturbed

by so few dangerous excitements.

In such an atmosphere it is no

wonder if scholars, poets, and i

tlemen develop quietly, as the fruit

ripens on the sunny garden wall ;

nor is it strange to find these men.

so accomplished and so learned,

filling the unobtrusive and secluded

walks of life, as well as the coun

of the nation, the cabinet, the bar,

and the Parliament. Happy is tin-

nation that attains to a green old

; happy the country that keeps
all that is poetic in the past, without

relinquishing the practical and the

useful in the present. It is a good
thing to be able to look back proud-

ly on a long line of doughty fore-

fathers, but better still to be able

to look forward as proudly to a

goodly line of worthy descendants.
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THE FUTURE OF THE RUSSIAN CHURCH.

BY THE REV. C.-ESARIUS TONDIHI, BARN'ABITS.

I.

" How much happier is Russia

than are many Catholic countries !"

It is thus that a German author,

of the Baltic provinces, a Protestant,

and a subject of the czar, broke in

upon the concert of complaints on

the condition of the Russians to

which we had for a long period been

habituated. It is true that Augus-
tus Wilhelm Hupel wrote towards

the close of the last century; but

the state of tilings which drew from

him this cry of admiration continues

even at this present time. Let us

add that a considerable number of

writers, especially Protestants, share

the sentiments of Hupel ;
in fact, a

i t-ftain government not long ago

ranged itself on the side of this au-

thor's opinions, and undertook to

procure for its subjects, whether they

would or not, the same happiness
;.s that which the Russian people

enjoy. This fact is a more than

sufficient inducement for us con-

scientiously to study the cause of

this happiness a study to which the

following pages will be devoted.

Happily, the writer of the Baltic

provinces expresses himself with re-

markable precision.
" The mon-

arch." says Hupel, in speaking of

the synod which governs the Rus-

sian Church
"
the monarch him-

self selects the members of this

ecclesiastical tribunal, and can also

summarily dismiss those who do not

please him. It follows, therefore,

that the members of the synod en-

tirely depend upon the will of the

c/.ar. Not only can they do no-

thing of which he does not approve,

but, by virtue of this arrangement,
it is the, czar himself who is the real

head of the church of his empire.
Of what lofty wisdom, then, is not

this institution a proof! How
much happier is Russia than are

many Catholic countries !"
*

It is

evident, therefore, that the object of

admiration and envy is the concen-

tration of civil and religious power
in the sovereign's hands; the synod
of St. Petersburg being the institu-

tion which secures and perpetuates
the concentration of this double

power.
The czar to whom Russia is in-

debted for the synod is Peter I.,

surnamed the Great (1689-1725),
than whom few sovereigns have

been the object of more enthusias-

tic admiration. The things which

he undertook and in which he suc-

ceeded, for promoting the civiliza-

tion of Russia, are truly surprising,

his laws being, in our opinion, the

most splendid monument he has

created in his own memory. Fre-

quently, in glancing through the

Complete Collection of the Laws of the

Russian Empire, \ while taking into

account the number, the variety,

and extent of the subjec ts embraced

by the genius of Peter, the circum-

stances under which he had to work,

and the thankless elements which he

* " Welch cine hochst weise Einrichtung ! Wie

glttcklich isi Russland vor vielen Romisch-Katho-

lischcn 1-iinderm \"//iifct,
" Die kirkliche Statistik

von Riissland," in the Nordischt Miscrllanien,

part xi., Riga, 1786, p. 88.

t First Series, vols. iii-vii.
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contrived to manage, we have ex-

perienced sincere admiration ; but,

side by side with his great qualities,

in what ignoble and monstrous

vices did he not indulge ! If we
were to quote certain judgments

passed by his contemporaries, it

would be easy to understand the

disgust with which the History of
Pt-ter the Great, by Voltaire, fills

every sincere and virtuous man.

Great qualities do not excuse great

5, especially in the case of Peter,

who on many occasions proved by
his conduct that he was capable of

self-restraint, had he only chosen to

exercise it. This czar, whose lead-

ing characteristics were a spirit of

determination and an energetic

will, can neither be excused for his

debauches nor his cruelties. The
reforms originated by him natural-

ly bear the impress of the despotic
character of their author. In the

present day it is openly said, even

in Russia, that Peter acted,
"
as if

there were no possible limits to his

power, setting himself determinedly
to gain his end, without in the least

troubling himself about the nature

of the means." 1 We may add that

the religious convictions of the czar

were, to say the least, an enigma.
And this is the man who gave to

the Russian Church the organiza-
tion which she retains to this day.

Unhappily for the people, when
a man rises from among them and

accomplishes unheard-of undertak-

ings, the prestige of his name eclips-
es the light in which justice would

regard his actions. If flattery erects

to him its altars, and-if religious or

political passions find it to their in-

terest to exalt him, this man, though
in his grave, continues no less to

exercise a powerful influence; and

* See Pekarski, Learning and Literature in
Russia under Peter the Great. (In Russian) St.

Pcler,burg, 1862. Vol. ii., pp. 469-481.

VOL. xx. 3

all his qualities, even his bad ones.

receive a species of consecration.
A century and a half have elapsed
since the death of Peter the Great,
and yet it may be said with truth

that he still rules Russia. It is no
common thing to find a series of

sovereigns, all of whom draw their

inspiration from the same idea; and

yet all the czars, with the single

exception of Peter ll., who only-

reigned three years (1727-1730),

perpetuated, with regard to the

Russian Church, the idea of the

originator of the synod.
That the czars, however, should

have made it their rule to walk in

the footsteps of Peter, and that in

their ukases they should recall his-

memory with enthusiastic eulogies,
it is easy to conceive ; and also that

Protestants, especially those of Ger-

many, should never weary in their

praises of his religious reforms
;

these praises being, in the first place,
the payment of a debt of gratitude
to the czar, and, in the second, an

homage rendered to the Protestant

side of the reforms themselves. But
the most painful part of the matter
is that Peter and his successors

should have found, in that very
church which they were oppressing,
not only docile instruments of their

will, but also the warmest encour-

agements to prosecute their work.

Theophanes Prokopovitch, Bishop-
of Pskoff, of whom we will speak
further, wrote treatises to prove
that

"
the czars have received from

on high the power to govern the

church
;. only it is not permitted

that they should officiate in it."*

* Amongst the various writings in which Prolco-

povitch develops this thought might be noticed
one which has for its title An Historical Disjui-
sition on the quality a/pontiffs or high-friestsof
idol-worship possessed fry the Roman emperors,
I'Oth pagan and Christian ;for what reason, atut
in -.uhat sense theypossessed it, andwhether, in the
Christian lavi, Christian sovereigns can be called

Bishops and Pfntiffs, and in what sense. St. Peters-

burg, 1721. Sec Fckarski, of. cit., vol ii., p. 319.
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Plato Levchin, Metropolitan of

Moscow, while he was still tutor to

the Czarowitz Paul, afterwards Paul

I., prepared for his use a catechism

which has been held in great esteem

by Protestants. In the epistle dedi-

catory he thus addresses his pupil :

"
I bear in mind a saying of your

highness saying worthy of eternal

remembrance. We were one day

reading this passage in the Gospel :

Take heed thai you say not among
yourselves : IF<? liave Abraham for
our father (S. Matt. iii. 9) ; when,

upon my remarking that the Jews

vainly gloried in having Abraham
for their father, whose faith and

works they failed to imitate,

your highness deigned to reply :

'And I also should glory in

vain that I descend from the great

Peter, did I not intend to imitate

his works.' That these and other

similarly excellent dispositions of

your highness may increase with

your years, behold this is what the

church of God, prostrate before the

altar, supplicates, and will never

cease to supplicate, of the divine

mercy, from the profoundest depths
of her heart."

*

There is nothing surprising in

the fact that lessons such as these,

explained and developed in the

body of the catechism, should have

borne their fruit. The pupil of

Plato, having become czar, was the

first who introduced into official

edicts the title of Head of the

Church f for himself and his suc-

cessors, and more emphatically than

perhaps any one of the others he

established as a principle the supre-

macy of the czar over the church. \

*Mgr. Plato, Orthodox Doctrine ; or, Christian

Theology Abridged. (In Russian) St. Petersburg, ist

. e<-, 1765 ; 2d ed,, 1780.

TSee " The Act of Succession to the Throne of

Russia," April 5, 1797, Compl. Colt., Vol. xxiv.

(17,910).

JSee the Ukases of the 3d Nov., 1798 '(18,734), and
. of the nth Dec., 1800 d9,684\ See also on this sub-

We forbear to quote other exam-

jilts. If it be true that nations

never stop short at a theory, the

same thing is true also of sover-

eigns; and, when Nicholas I. acted

as every one knows he did act, ho

was but carrying out the doctrine

accepted and taught in the Russian

Church. As for the people, it

would have been indeed surprising
had they not shared in the doctrine

of the church, and still more so had

they attempted any opposition to

it. In fact, as might be supposed,
there was no lack of writers who set

themselves to make the people ap-

preciate the advantages of every de-

scription which they enjoyed under
the religious autocracy of the czars.

This state of things could not,

however, last indefinitely ; and it

was the Emperor Nicholas himself

who, by some of his measures, con-

tributed to hasten its end. At the

commencement of his reign it was

desired to exclude the foreign ele-

ment from teaching, and to substi-

tute for it the national only. Pro-

fessors were lacking ; and, to form

these, the government thought it

well to send out young men at its

own expense to learn in the Ger-

man universities that which they
would subsequently have to teach

the Russians. Besides, for many
years past Russia has entered into

active and frequent relations with

the rest of Europe ;
the regulations

which bound Russians, if not to the

glebe, at least to the soil of their

country, have been relaxed
;
trav-

elling has been facilitated
;
travel-

lers have been able with less diffi-

culty to penetrate into the coun-

try, and its own inhabitants to go
abroad and observe what is passing
in the rest of the world.

ject our book: The Fepes of Rome and the Popes

ef the Oriental Church. London: Longmans,
1871, pp. 78-81.



The Future of the Russian Church. 547

And what has resulted from all

this ? Many things ; and, first of

all, the following :

" The future

propagators of learning and civili-

sation," says the I'm- Gagarin, in

a remarkable pamphlet,*
" were sent

to Berlin, where they lost no time

in becoming fervent disciples of

the Hegelian ideas. It was in vain

that serious warnings reached St.

Petersburg of the fatal direction

these young men were pursuing.
For reasons which perhaps some
future day may explain the warn-

ings were wholly unheeded
;
and

in a short time the chairs of the

principal universities were filled by
these dangerous enthusiasts, whose

newly-imported ideas made rapid

progress. School-masters, profes-

sors, journalists, the writers who
had been formed in the universi-

ties, successively became the apos-
tles of the doctrines which they
had adopted. Neither censures,
nor the watchfulness of the cus-

tom-house, nor the active surveil-

lance of an ubiquitous and anxious

police, availed to put a stop to the

propagation of revolutionary no-

tions, protected as they were by
ccventric formulas, unintelligible
to all who were not in the secret

of the scot. It was not until 1848
that the eyes of the government
began to be opened; but it had
no efficacious remedy at hand. It

multiplied regulations, of which
the object was to hinder the diffu-

sion of modern science and ideas
;

but was destitute of salutary prin-

ciples to offer as a substitute for

the unhealthy teaching of which it

now recognized the dangers. The
system of national education, which
had so miserably failed, had been
based upon

'

orthodoxy,' autocracj-,
and nationality, and was now re-

* f.a Kuisir scra-t-tUi Catlinliquf > Parle PCre
.1 (",.igarin, S.J. Paris: Dounio!, 1856.

suiting in the triumph of German

ideas, in the atheism of Feuerbach.

and in radicalism and communism
of the most unbridled description."

That we may not unjustly charge
the Emperor Nicholas with being

solely responsible for these results,

it must also be said that other

Russians, who had at any rate

travelled at their own expense, and

foreigners who had come to settle

in Russia, assisted in propagating
the same doctrines. If books are

not printed without some reason-

able hope that they will be read,

and if the number of publications
in which certain ideas are particu-

larly developed proves the favor

with which they are received, it

would be only too easy to make
a statistical statement of alarming
significance, showing the favor with

which the most revolutionary doc-
trines are received by the Russians.

Books printed in the Russian lan-

guage are evidently addressed to

Russians only, this language not

having hitherto acquired a place in

that part of education which is

called the study of modern lan-

guages ; and we can prove the exist-

ence of numerous publications in

the Riiisian language, appearing
some in London, some in Berlin,

some at Leipsic, some at Geneva,
and elsewhere also, in which the

most communistic doctrines find

their apology. Amongst others we

may notice the publication at Zu-
rich of a periodical review entitled

Vpered! (Forward!), which wars

against all belief in the supernatu-
ral and against every kind of au-

thority. It matters little that the

writings of which we speak them-
selves penetrate with difficulty into

Russia; it is not to be suppos-
ed that the fact of having, when

abroad, read this review or any-

thing similar closes to Russians
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the return to their country. The
book remains outside

;
but its

teaching enters with them.

Let us now return to the consid-

eration of the Russian Church.

The radical ideas of which we
have been speaking are plainly in-

compatible with the religious auto-

cracy of the czars
;
and neverthe-

less Russia offers us the spectacle
of men imbued with these ideas,

and even manifesting them open-

ly without, who suddenly recover

their orthodoxy as soon as they
recross the frontier of their coun-

try.

Under pain of deserving the re-

proach of cowardly hypocrisy, these

Russians cannot support the exist-

ing state of things, liberty of con-

science being too intimately allied

with their principles. The reader

will judge whether it is not wholly
immoral that men who have ceas-

ed to believe in anything should,
in order to escape legal conse-

quences, present themselves in the
'

orthodox
"

churches for confes-

sion and communion ! . . . Now,
as far as we are aware, none of the

pains and penalties against those

who, being born of
" orthodox

"

parents, fail to practise the state re-

ligion, or to fulfil their duty of an-

nual confession and communion,
have hitherto been abolished

;
still

less are the penalties abolished to

which all are liable who propagate
doctrines contrary to those of the

official church. .

But the Russian atheists and ra-

tionalists of every shade of opinion
are not the only persons who have

a supreme interest in requiring, to-

gether with liberty of conscience,
the abolition of the penalties to

which they would be liable if the

same rigor were observed towards

them as towards those Russians who
have become Catholics. For the

czars, not satisfied with calling
themselves and with being the head
of the

"
orthodox

"
church, have also

arrogated to themselves the right
of direction with regard to all the

religious sects of the empire.
When Paul I. declared that

"
the

supreme authority, confided to the

autocrat by God, extends also over

the ecclesiastical state, and that the

clergy are bound to obey the czar as

the liead chosen by God himself in all

things, religious as well as civil,"*
he was not addressing himself to

the
"
orthodox

"
but to the Catho-

lic subjects of the empire. It is in

employing similar language, and by
virtue of the same general principle,
that the czars have denned the

position of Protestants, Armenians,

Jews, and Mahometans. However

accommodating one may suppose
the Russian subjects belonging to

these different religions to be, we
cannot understand why, at least in

heart, they do not protest against
the strange pretension that in reli-

gious matters they are bound to

obey the
" orthodox

"
czars. Nei-

ther can we suppose that, if they
hold their errors in good faith, and
believe themselves in possession of
"
religious truth," they do not ex-

perience some desire to communi-
cate their treasure to others, and
do not suffer in obeying the articles

of the penal code which forbid their

so doing. f What can be, upon this

subject, the sentiments of the ten

millions of Russians belonging to

the various sects formed in the bo-

som of the Russian Church itself,

their name itself indicates
; they

are called collectively Raskolniks

that is to say, schismatics. Thus
we need not say what must be the

* See the Ukases, Nos. 18,734 and 19,684.

t In the eastern provinces of the Russian Empire
the Mahometans carry on an active propagandist!!
at the expense of orthodoxy.
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thoughts and desires of the Cath-

olic subjects of the czar. There

remain only the
"
orthodox "; but

it is they who form the majority of

the Russian subjects. It would be

too much to expect to find in them

the partisans of a more extended

liberty of conscience than that

which is permitted by the Code.
" The dominant religion of the em-

pire," says the Code,
"

is the ortho-

dox. Liberty of worship is award-

ed not only to the members of other

Christian confessions, but also to

Jews, Mahometans, and pagans. . . .

The dominant church alone has the

right to make proselytes."
* We will

not stop to consider the motives

which induce the" orthodox
"
Rus-

sians to oppose themselves to a

more extended liberty of con-

science.f but will rather proceed to

examine whether, apart from what
we have here said, it be not urgent,
even in the interests of orthodoxy
itself, that some changes should be

introduced into the present organi-
sation of the Russian Church. We
may be able to show that, by a sin-

gular disposition of Providence, the

interests of the orthodox faith are

intimately allied to those of the Ca-

tholic Church in Russia.

II.

If we are to believe Russian

theologians, the Russian Church,
with its czar, realizes in a certain

Measure the ideal of a church sus-

tained by a powerful sovereign,
which to many persons is the most
desirable state of things possible.
We may call to mind the saying of

* Code ff the I. a~.es of the Russitin Empire^
vol. xiv.

"
Statute for the Prevention and Extir-

pation of Offences against the Faith," Arts. 92 and
97. Ed. 1857, pp. 18, 19.

t To mention only the Panslavists^ whose formu-
la is well known :

*

Orthodoxy and nationality are

synonymous." If all Russians thought the same,
the Catholics might spare themselves the trouble of

any further controversy.

the Count de Maistre on the Holy
Roman Empire, which was neither

holy, nor Roman, nor an empire ;

in fact, the testimony of history-

leaves us in doubt as to whether
this institution has served more to

protect or to afflict the Catholic

Church. Prosperity or reverses, it

is true, alike turn to the advantage
of those dear to God ;

but scarcely
will any one take upon himself to

maintain that, because reverses are

useful to the church, they must be

purposely procured for her. And
therefore, whatever may be, for a

longer or shorter time, the probable
advantages of this institution, it is

best, if we mistake not, to leave its

revival to the providence of God.
But if such is the teaching of his-

tory with regard to an emperor,

guardian of the faith and protec-
tor of the Catholic Church, history
condemns with a far more powerful

eloquence the strange protection
with which the czars have over-

shadowed their communion. In

the Spiritual Regulation may be
seen the passage in which Peter the

Great is designated the "guardian
of orthodoxy and of all things re-

lating to good order in the holy
church." * The successors of

Peter continued to declare them-
selves invested with the same mis-

sion, and this passage of the Spirit-
ual Regulation was also inserted in

the Russian Code.f
To be the guardian of orthodoxy,

and of all which concerns good
order in the holy church, is in fact

the first duty of a Christian monarch.
We will examine briefly the manner

*
Rc'xleiHent eccUsiastique (ft Pierre If Gra n,t,

etc., part i.
, p 16. Paris : Library of the Bibliographi-

cal Society, 75 Rue de Bac, 1874.

t
" The emperor, as a Christian sovereign, is the

supreme defender and protector of the dogmas of

the dominant Faith, the guardian of orthodoxy
and of all that concerns good order in the holy
church." Code of the Lmus pf the Russian Em-
pire; Fundam. Laws, art. 42, ed. 1857, P- I0-
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in which the czars have acquitted
themselves of this duty.

Any reader who, without being

repelled by the subject and form of

the Spiritual Regulation, would im-

pose upon himself the trouble of

perusing them, text and notes, to

the end, would have no difficulty in

understanding with what good rea-

son Protestants can and must look

upon Peter as one of themselves.

The Protestant tendencies of the Spi-

ritual Regulation are evident. The
reader will also observe the precau-

tions, all in favor of the Protestants,

there taken for the preaching of

the divine Word. The priests,
the

monks, and the bishops of the

Orthodox Church, treated as they
were by Peter, were made to appear

simply contemptible. In the same

way, the favor publicly shown by
him to the Protestants of Germany,
the importance he accorded to

them, and the boundless confidence

he placed in their co-operation with

him for the civilization of Russia,

and finally the ridicule he cast upon

holy things in his infamous orgies-
all this can hardly be reconciled

with the idea of the fulfilment of

his first duty as a Christian prince.

In the notes to the Spiritual

Regulation we may also perceive,

in more places than one, the manner

in which Catherine II. understood

and exercised her mission as Head

of the Greek Church ; for thus she

entitled herself in writing to Vol-

taire. No sincerely orthodox Rus-

sian could read the correspondence
of Catherine with Voltaire without

blushing. If Protestants may fairly

claim Peter I. as their own, un-

believers have a full right to do the

same with regard to Catherine, and

glory in it, as in fact they do. In

various passages of these letters

(which we have perused) she ridi-

cules not only the ceremonies but

also the sacraments of her church.

If to this we add the favor shown

by her to the infidel philosophers
of the Encyclopedic, the free access

which their productions found at

St. Petersburg, the atmosphere of

impiety with which she surrounded

herself, and the state of her own

morals, so plainly indicative of an

unbelieving soul, our estimate will

not appear exaggerated. It would
in truth have been miraculous if,

under such tutelage, orthodoxy
could have retained its hold upon
the minds of those who knew how
to read, write, and think

;
and thus

the unbelief that prevails among
the higher classes in Russia is the

heritage of Catherine II. If, on the

other hand, she showed herscll

zealous for the maintenance ot

faith among the lower orders, it

was because she predicted the same

results from their unbelief as she

did from any desire they might
evince for knowledge.

"
It is not

for Russians," she wrote to the

Governor of Moscow,
"
that I am

founding schools; it is for Europe,
where we must not lose ground in

public opinion. From the day that

our peasants shall have a desire foi

instruction, neither you nor I will

remain in our places."
Under the successors of Cathe-

rine II. Russian orthodoxy under-

went various phases, according to

the degree of orthodoxy professed

by the czars and the vicissitudes

of their interior and exterior policy.

Paul I. was so convinced that he

was the real head of the church

that he one day proposed to say

Mass.* On the other hand, it is

* We have it from an authentic source that the

emperor had had made for himself, for this purpose,

a set of (sacerdotal) vestments of sky-blue velvet,

and was so bent upon carrying out his intention

that his principal favorite, Count Rostoptchin.

only succeeded in dissuading him by reminding hirti

t'.iat he had been twice married, and was therefore,
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i itain that he contemplated the

reunion of the Russian with the

Catholic Church.* This monarch,

however, was incapable of com-

11.mding respect, or of helping a

return to the faith, cither by his

intelligence or his moral qualities;

and thus incredulity continued its

L;CS in Russia.

In the life of Alexander I. a

period is distinguishable in which

the czar had an evident leaning
towards Protestantism ;

and his

historians do not fail to remark the

influence obtained over him by the

Protestant, Mme. de Krudener. If

we are not mistaken, those who
so actively busied themselves in

founding a Bible society in Russia

had no intention of favoring ortho-

doxy.
It was also under the reign of

the same, czar that appeared the

first edition (1823) of the catechism

of Mgr. Philaret, destined to take

the place of that by Mgr. Plato,

then used for religious instruction

in the schools. Now, in 1823 Mgr.
Philaret was far from being so or-

Ihodox in his writings as he subse-

quently became
;
and the first edi-

tion of his catechism differs mate-

rially from the later ones.
" The

Kmperor Alexander," writes an au-

thor well deserving of confidence,
" was an orthodox Christian, not in

according to the canons of the church, disqualified
fur offering the Holy Sacrifice.

* Father Gniber, Gcncr.il of the Jc,;tiits, who was
in great favor with Paul, presented to the czar a pro-
ject for reunion. By command of'the czar the Archi-
mandrite Eugcnius (Volkhovichinoff). afterwards

Metropolitan of KiefT, published in 1800 an answer to

this project, in the form of a canonical dissertation,
'ie Authority o/thi I'ofe. See Tht Russian

( '''"'".OS by Pere Gagarin, S.J., pp. 118, 119.
It appears that this affair was under considera-

tion for several years, and even in the reign of
I .niu-rinc II. And in fact Ilupel, in a note of the

manuscript in which we found the opening passage
of this essay, mentions the rumor s; read by the

newspapers that a cmplcte (poUigi) reunion of the
Russian with the Catholic Church was about to be

accomplished, and attributed these same rumors to

the ex-Jesuits. Hupel wrote in :73'i. Sect-.*. ,-..'.

p. 83, note.

//it- sense of his church, but in that of

the rigorous conformity of his belief

to the fundamental doctrine of all

Christian churches; which is the re-

demption of mankind by the death

of Jesus Christ, by means of faith."'

What a stone to cast at a czar, the

guardian of orthodoxy ! Notwith-

standing all this, Alexander, to-

wards the close of his life, must

have had continuous relations with

Pope Pius VII. ;
some affirm even

that he died a Catholic, f

As we have seen, it was at the

commencement of the reign of the

Emperor Nicholas that, at the ex-

pense of the government, the Rus-

sian youth were sent for education

to the University of Berlin. Then
came the formidable revulsion of

orthodoxy, which, announced by
the revision of the catechism of

Mgr. fhilaret, manifested itself by
the sanguinary

"
conversions

"
in

Lithuania, in 1839. The tidings
were received in Europe by a gen-
eral cry of indignation ;

and the

remembrance has not yet faded

away. J By a strange coincidence

Nicholas, to whom is due the glory
of having completed the gigantic

undertaking vainly attempted by all

* Schnitzler (J. L-), Histoire intimtde la Russit
sous Ifs Ktnfereurs Alexandre el Nicolas* Paris,

Renouard, 1847, vol. i., note xiii.
; Dispositions

rttigieuses de CEmpereur Alejcnndre^ p. 463,
note xi.

;
La Sainte Alliance et Mme. de Krude-

nrr. See also a writing by the Protestant pastor,

Empaytaz, Notice sur Alexandria E.mferettr tit

Russie. Geneva, 1828.

t We have endeavored to elucidate this point of

history, without having arrived at any definite re-

sult ;
we have some reason to believe that all which

was known of the last days of the Emperor Alexan-
der has not been made public. The notes which
we had collected upon this subject would here be

out of place.

$ It was in consequence of this event that, not

long aftenvards, appeared the two works, respec-

tively entitled Persecutions et sou(Frances de C F.g-

lise Catholique en Kttssie. Par un anc en Conscil-

ler d'Etat en Russie (le Comte Arsenc d'Harrer)
Paris: Gaurhe, 1842; and Vicissitudes de ? Eglise

Catholiqtte des deux rites en Pvlogne et en Rustic.
Par le P Theiner, prt-tre de 1'Oratoire. The French
edition of this last work appeared in 1842, preceded
by a remarkable introduction from the pen of Count
de Montalembert. Paris : Sagnicr and Bray.
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his predecessors, of the codification

of all the Russian laws, had desired

that in the Code the following arti-

cle should be inserted: "The do-

minant church alone possesses the

right of leading those who do not

belong to her to embrace her faith.

This faith, however, is produced by
divine grace in the soul, by instruc-

tion, by gentleness, and especially

by good examples. Therefore is it

that the dominant church does not

allow herself to make use of any
coercive means, how small soever,

'to convert to orthodoxy those who
follow other confessions and other

beliefs, and, after the example and
tiie preaching of the apostles, she

in no wise threatens those who will

not be converted from their belief

to hers." All this is to be found
in the Russian Code of 1832, of

1842, and of 1857, and continues

to have the force of law. at this pre-
sent time !

* We will say nothing
here of the reign of the present em-

peror, but will merely observe that

the powerful reaction which took

place almost immediately after the

death of Nicholas, and which com-

pelled the government to enter up-
on the way of reforms, was the in-

evitable consequence of that empe-
ror's conduct. It is only just that

the historians of Alexander II., in

passing judgment upon his hesita-

tions and self-contradictions in re-

ligious affairs, should bear in mind
the difficulty of the part bequeathed
to him by Nicholas.

But neither the ten millions of

Raskolniks which Russia can count

at this day, nor yet the numerous
unbelievers and rationalists of ev-

ery shade which she contains, pro-
test as eloquently against the pro-
tection afforded by the czars to or-

* Statute for the prevention and extirpation of

offences against the faith, Code, etc., vol. xiv.,ed.

1857, art. 97, p. 19.

thodoxy and the church as the

impotence to which the czars have
reduced that church itself for exer-

cising any influence over the en-

lightened classes. All who have
written upon Russia agree in ac-

knowledging and deploring the de-

gradation of the orthodox clergy.
*

Lest we should trust ourselves,
with regard to a point so delicate

for us, to any exaggerated or inex-

act accounts, we have been care-

ful to be guided in our statements

by writers offering every security,
not only for competence and im-

partiality, but also for their sympa-
thy with the orthodox clergy. The
author of La Tolerance etle schismf

Religieux en Jfussie, known under
the name of Schedo-Ferroti, appears
to us to unite all these qualities
in a high degree.

"
Having," he

writes,
"
in the capacity of an old

engineering officer, traversed Rus-
sia in all directions, taking, on foot

and with the circumferentor in my
hand, journeys of four and live hun-
dred kilometres

;
and travelling in

this way for the space of six months
at a time, stopping at every village
which I happened to find on my
way, I habitually addressed myself
to the priest for any information I

desired to obtain, and, early taking
into consideration the moral and

political importance of these men,
I set myself to study them with

particular attention. . . . I do not

exaggerate in saying that I have
made the acquaintance of many
more than two hundred Russian

priests. I may say that I met with

* See Description cf the Country Clergy in
Russia (Paris, Franck, 1858) ;

The Russian Cler-

gy (in Russian). Berlin, 1859 Of the Organization
of the Ecclesiastical Schools in Russia ( in Rus-

sian), Leipsic, Wagner, 1863 ; Of the Orthodox
Clergy, Black and White, in Russia (in Russian),

Leipsic, Wagner, 1866
;

the Pere Gagarin nn
The Russian Clergy (London, Burns & Gates,
1872) ; Eckardt, Mottirn Russia (London, 1870),

etc., etc.
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specimens of all the varieties, from

the young priest but yesterday ar-

rived in the parish to the old man
bowed down beneath a load of

'.nonil and physical sufferings ;
from

the priest of the regiment to the

ascetic fanatic
;
from the ex-profes-

sor of the seminary, nominated to

the cure of some rich church in the

capital, where he parades his rheto-

ric and complacently displays his

erudition, to the humble village

priest scarcely able to decipher his

Hn-viary."
*

This is enough, as to the compe-
tence of M. Schedo-Ferroti ; and
with regard to his impartiality on

the point we are considering, it ap-

pears in every page, as will be

proved by our quotations. For the

rest, the author is a Protestant,

and argues warmly in favor of re-

ligious liberty for every worship
and for every sect.

With regard to his sympathy for

the orthodox clergy, it would be

difficult to find a more devoted ad-

vocate. "It is," he writes, "with

satisfaction that I can say that I

always found better than I had ex-

pected, better than I had any right
to expect, considering the situation

and the social position in which he

found himself, the man whom I

had set myself to study." f

Let us add, moreover, that M.
Schedo-Ferroti is by no means ten-

der towards the Catholic clergy,
over whom, according to him, the

orthodox Russian clergy have the

advantage in not being
"
tainted

with hypocrisy." | This is an ad-

ditional reason for our choice of
this author.

*
Schi'do-Ferroti, La ToUraxet et It Schismt

Religiiux en Kussit. licrlin : Bchr. 1863, pp.
292, 293.

\ A/., 1(5., p. 293.

J The reader will find in the Refitment Ecclt'si-

axtiyue,just brought out in Paris, the passage to
which we allude (p. 192, note).

\\'e will now see what he says re-

specting the social influence of the

Russian
"
popes," quoting only a

few lines: "Oppressed and disre-

garded by his superiors, the pope
loses three-fourths of his means of

action, for he sees himself cast oil'

by the upper class, tolerated by
the middle class, and turned into

ridicule by the common people. . . .

Judging from appearances, and no-

ticing that everywhere, even in tin-

receptions given by dignitaries of

the church, the pope occupies the

lowest place, the masses have con-

tracted the habit of never assign-

ing him any other."
*

Such are the Russian clergy who
are in contact with the people the

clergy whose office it is to instruct

the Russians in orthodoxy, and to

maintain them in it. Now, this

was not by any means the social

position of the clergy when Peter

I. instituted the synod. On the

contrary, the Spiritual Regulation
shows us this czar, alarmed at the

excessive influence which the clergy

at that time possessed, painting in

sombre colors the dangers resulting

therefrom to the country, and find-

ing therein his best pretext for es-

tablishing the synod. It is the in-

stitutions of the czars which have

created for the clergy the melan-

choly situation in which they find

themselves at the present day,
which have deprived them of all

moral influence, and have reduced

them to be "
cast off by the higher

orders, scarcely tolerated by the

middle classes, and turned into ri-

dicule by the common people."
That which retains these classes,

notwithstanding the contempt in

which they hold their popes, in an

outward profession of orthodoxy, is

the Penal Code. Can it be believed

ScheJo-Ftrrvti (of. fit., pp 328 and 318).
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that, without the injunctions en-

forced by this Code, the people
would confess to priests whom

they so utterly despise?
To resume : There arc historical

facts still living in the memory of

the Russian people which show

them their czars making small ac-

count, personally, of orthodoxy, at

the very time when, by laws of

great severity, they compel its ob-

servance by the people. They see

the higher ranks sceptical or unbe-

lieving, revolutionary ideas in favor

with a great number of their fellow-

countrymen ;
the Raskolniks, who

in the time of Peter the Great were

scarcely sufficient to form them-

selves into sects, now so powerful

by their numbers and their politi-

cal importance that they have al-

ready forced the government and

the synod into making some con-

siderable concessions; they see the

clergy reduced, thanks to the insti-

tutions of Peter, which have been

continued and completed by his

successors, to mere agents of the

police, tools in the hands of power,
and forming a caste so despised
that rareiy is a pope admitted fur-

ther than the antechamber of any
house belonging to a member of

the upper classes, and powerless to

exercise any influence whatever,
even upon the lower orders

;
this

is a true portrait of the Russian

Church of to-day the Russian

Church such as the czars have

made it.
*

And to-morrow ?

This to-morrow, now drawing
near, will still more clearly reveal

what the czars have made of ortho-

* During the last few years endeavors have -been

made to raise the status of the Russian clergy, and

although it remains fundamentally the same, the

government has given proof of no less good will than

intelligence in its endeavors. In fact, terrible re-

prisals are in store for the upper classes whenever
the people shall have lost all faith.

doxy and of the church of which

they call themselves the guardians.
The day must soon come when, by
the intrinsic force of things, the

regulations of which we have been

speaking will disappear from the

Russian Code, and when nothing
will force the Russians any lorger
to keep up any relations with a

clergy whom they scorn, nor to

practise the religion of which they
are the teachers and representatives.
That will be the day to which

Catherine II. looked forward with so

much dread the day when the

Russian people will
" know ho\v to

read and write, and will feel a

desire for instruction." What will

happen then in Russia has been

shown to us, on a small scale, in

what has taken place before our

eyes in more than one Catholic-

country, where the clergy, strong
in the support of the laws, lived

without anxiety about the future,

until political revolutions, coming
suddenly to change the relations

between church and state, placed
them without any preparation face

to face with unbelief. We say, how-

ever, on a small scale, for if the Cath-

olic clergy could not foresee the

first outbreak of unbelief, they re-

quired but a little space of time in

which to moderate or check its

progress. Neither in Spain nor

Italy can unbelief boast of having

greatly diminished the number of

Catholics
;

one might say rather

that the new legislation has but

served to open an easy way out to

those who were such only in name,
and has thus delivered the church

from them. Information obtained

from undoubtedly authentic sources

proves that the churches are no less

filled by the faithful, and the sacra-

ments no less frequented, than be-

fore. This is a state of things,

which it will be difficult to find in
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Russia
;
and we will mention the

reason why.
And in the first place, if it is just

ti> acknowledge that, in some pro-
\ inces of the countries we have just

named, abuses may have crept in

among the clergy, still they were

neither so serious nor so general as

people have been pleased to repre-

sent them. Their principal source

was to be found in the too great
number of ecclesiastics, of whom
some had entered holy orders with-

out a true vocation. But, precisely

by reason of the large number of

priests, there are very many good
ones to be found, and enough of

these to suffice amply for the needs

of the faithful. Their virtues,

which contrast with the manner of

life habitual to the apostles of

irreligion, thus formed a first en-

trenchment against unbelief.

Will it be the same in Russia ?

We are far from wishing to dis-

parage the Russian clergy. Their

defects neither destroy nor excuse

any which may be met with among
Catholic priests; we will even ad-

mit that the great majority of the

Russian popes lead exemplary lives.

l!;it is it known what is the gain
to unbelief, in Russia, from even a

very small minority of bad popes?
In Russia each parish has only just
to many priests as are absolutely

necessary to carry on the worship;
and with scarcely any exception.;,

especially in the country, no parish
lias more than one priest. If, then,
this priest lose the faith, unbelief

will have free course ii>. his parish.
The reader would here perhaps
remind us of the monks, who are

still numerous in Russia, and ask
whether these could not come to

the assistance of the secular clergy.

Any Russian would smile, were
such a question put to him; but we
will confine ourselves to remarking.

in the first place, that the monks
who have received holy orders

(luero-moincs) are very rare, and,

secondly, that never would any
Russian parish desire the interven-

tion of a monk. Stations, retreats,

spiritual exercises, general com-

munions, all these expressions do

not, so far as we know, possess
eveh any equivalents in the Russian

language to this day, unless, indeed,

in the Catholic books in that tongue
which the government of St. Peters-

burg has recently caused to be

printed, in order, it might seem,
that more prayers might ascend to

heaven in the Russian language,
and fewer in Polish. In any case,

the interference of monks in the

management of parishes would be
a far bolder innovation even than

the "correction" of the liturgical

books, which gained for Russia the

ten millions of sectaries she can

reckon at the present day. And
this comparison reminds us that on
the self-same day whereon ortho-

doxy shall lose the support of .the

Penal Code, the Russian popes will

not only have to defend it against

unbelief, but also against the vari-

ous Russian sects, some of which

surpass in their diabolical supersti-
tions and abominable mysteries all

that has been related of the Gnos-

tics and Manicheans. And, more-

over, it must not be forgotten that

the Russian popes, however exem-

plary they may be, and however full

of zeal for orthodoxy, are married

priests. Thus one quality is want-

ing to them, of which the prestige
is far from being superfluous.
We will not ask how it happens

that the Russian clergy, if truly

virtuous, are
"
cast off by the high-

er classes, barely tolerated by the

middle class, and turned into ridi-

cule by the lower orders of the

people," when goodness and virtue
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rarely, if ever, fail to give their pos-
sessor an ascendency, especially

over the masses, which is indepen-
dent of either rank or learning.

At the same time, we do not intend

to place any reliance on the state-

ments we find in Russian writings

on this subject; the falsehoods and

exaggerations which are so frequent,

even in Catholic countries, with re-

gard to priests, make it a duty to

receive with mistrust the accusa-

tions of the Russians against their

clergy. But, we repeat, the Rus-

sian clergy who are in contact with

the people are married, and this

fact deprives them of a quality

which is far from being unneces-

sary.
Here we may perhaps be re-

minded of the Protestant ministers,

especially the Anglican,
"
so respect-

able," we are assured,
"
so sur-

rounded with confidence and es-

teem, and at the same time a mar-

ried clergy."
We have made it our rule to

avoid all recrimination, and there-

fore accept on trust all that we are

told of the excellence of the Prot-

estant ministers; but we ask, in our

turn, how is it possible to establish

a parallel between their mission and

that of the
" orthodox

"
clergy ?

Protestantism, of whatever form,

recognizes no other judge than in-

dividual reason, on many questions

touching upon morals, while, on the

other hand, the
"
orthodox "church

possesses an authority which de-

cides upon them in the sense least

favorable to natural inclinations.
'

It is only some few forms of Prot-

estantism that impose any particu-
lar mode of worship; whereas the

orthodox communion does not on

this point allow freedom of choice

to its members. Protestantism lias

banished expiatory works; the or-

thodox church requires prolonged
fasts and abstinences. Protestant-

ism sends us to God for the hum-
ble confession of our sins, but the

orthodox church commands that

they should be confessed to a priest,

in order to obtain, by this painful
act of humiliation, the pardon of

God. If Protestantism points to

Jesus Christ as our model, it never-

theless circumscribes the sphere in

which we are allowed to imitate

him
;

while the orthodox church

fixes no limit to the imitation of our

divine Example. Virginity, pijver-

ty, and obedience are for Protest-

antism that which the cross was to

the Gentiles
"
foolishness

"
;
but

the orthodox church recogni/es
in them the counsels of perfection

bequeathed by Christ himself to

those who desire most closely to re-

semble him.

We will not pursue the parallel

further.

TO BE CONTINUED.
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THE LEAP FOR LIFE.

AN EPISODE IN THE CAREER or PKES. MACMAHOH.

I.

IN Algeria, with Bugeaud,

harassed by a crafty foe,

Were the French, in eighteen hundred thirty-one ;

Swarthy Arabs prowled about

Camp and outpost and redoubt

Crouching here and crawling there,

Lurking, gliding everywhere,

Tiger-hearted, under stars and under sun,

Seeking by some stealthy chance

Vengeance on the troops of France

Vengeance fierce .ind fell, to sate

Savage rage and savage hate

For the deeds of desolation harshly done.

ii.

On a rugged plateau,

Forty miles from headquarters of Marshal Bugeaud,

Lay an outpost, besieged by the merciless foe.

Day by day close and closer the Arab lines drew
Round the hard-beset French.

To dash out and flash through,
Like a wind-driven flame, they would dare, though a host

Hot from Hades stood there. But abandon the post?

Nay, they dare not do that
; they were soldiers of France,

And dishonor should stain neither sabre nor lance ;

They could bravely meet death, though like Hydra it came
Horror-headed and dire, but no shadow of shame
For a trust left to perish when danger drew nigh
Should e'er dim the flag waving free to the sky.

But soon came a terror more dread to the soul

Than war's wild thunder-crash when its battle-clouds roll,

And the heavens are shrouded from light, while a glare,

As of hell, breaks in hot, lurid streams on the air !
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It was Famine, grim-visaged and gaunt,
To the camp most appalling of foes

Slow to strike, slow to kill, but full sure

As the swift headsman's deadliest blows.

O'er the ramparts it sullenly strode,
Glided darkly by tent and by wall,

Spreading awe wheresoever it went,
And the gloom of dismay over all

;

Blighting valor that ne'er in war's red front had quailed,

Blanching cheeks that no tempest of strife e'er had paled.

in.

Then a council was held, and the commandant said

Direst peril was near
; they must summon swift aid

From the Marshal, or all would be lost ere the sun

Of to-morrow went down in the west. Was there one

Who, to save the command and the honor of France,
Would ride forth with despatches ? He ceased, and a glance
At the bronzed faces near showed that spirits to dare

Any desperate deed under heaven were there.

But the first to arise and respond was a youth
Whose brow bore nature's signet of courage and truth,

In whose eye valor shone calm and clear as a star

When the winds are at rest and the clouds fade afar.

Who was he that stood forth with such resolute air ?

Young Lieutenant MacMahon, bold, free, dtbonnaire ,

Never knight looked more gallant with shield and with spear,

Never war-nurtured chieftain less conscious of fear.

In his mien was the heroic flash of the Gaul,
With the fire of the Celt giving grandeur to all

;

And he said, head erect, face with ardor aglow,
"I will ride with despatches to Marshal Bugeaud!"

IV.

It is night, and a stillness profound
Folds the camp ;

Arabs stealthily creep
Here and there in the moonlight beyond;
With ears eagerly bent for a sound

From the garrison, watchful and weak
;

O'er the tents welcome night-breezes sweep,

Bringing balm unto brow and to cheek

Of men scorched by a pitiless sun

To a hue almost swarthy and deep
As the hue of the foe they would shun.
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v.

Stretching dimly afar,

Between slopes that arc rugged and bare,

Half obscure under moonbeam and star,

Half revealed in the soft, misty air,

Runs a rude, broken way that will lead

Gallant rider and sure-footed steed

Westward forth to the camp of Bugeaud,

Forty miles over high land and low ;

But the steed must be trusty and fleet,

And the bridle- hand steady and keen

That shall guide him by rock and ravine,

Where each stride of the galloping feet

Must span dangers that slumber unseen ;

And beyond, scarce a league to the west,

Yawns a treacherous chasm, dark and deep,

Where death lurks like a serpent asleep,

And the rider must ride at his best,

And his steed take the terrible leap

Like a winged creature cleaving the air,

Else a grim, ghastly corpse shall be there,

With perchance a steed stark on its breast,

And the moon shall lock down with a stare

Where they lie in perpetual rest.

VI.

Now the silence is broken by neigh and by champ
And the clatter of hoofs, and away from the camp
Rides MacMahon, as gallant, as light, and as free

As the bridegroom who goes to his marriage may be.

With prance and with gallop and gay caracole

His swift steed bounds along, as if spurning control ;

But the bridle-hand guides him unerring and true,

And each stroke of the hoofs is thew answering thew.

Through the moonlight they go, fading slowly from sight,

Till both rider and steed sink away in the night.

But they go not unheard, and they speed not unseen ;

Dark eyes furtively watch, flashing fiercely and keen

From dim ambush around ;
then like spectres arise

White-robed figures that follow ;
the rider descries

Them on slope and in hollow, and knows they pursue.

r,ut he fears not their craft or the deeds they may do,

For his brave steed is eager and strong, and the pace

Growing faster and faster each stride of the chase.

Now the slopes right and left seem alive with the foe

Gliding ghost-like along, but still stealthy and low,
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As wild creatures that crouch in a jungle ; they think

To entrap him when back from the terrible brink

Of the chasm he returns, for his steed cannot leap
The dread gulf, and the rider will halt when its steep

Ragged walls ope before him, with death lying deep
In the darkness below

; they will seize him, and take

From his heart, by fell torture of fagot and stake,

Kvery secret it. holds ;
then his life-blood, may. flow,

But he never shall ride to the camp of Bugeaud.

VII.

Still unflinching and free through the moonlight he goes,
And each pulse with the hot flush of eagerness glows.
Now a glance at the path where his gallant steed flies,

Now a gleam at the weird, spectral forms that arise

On the dim, rugged slopes, then still onward and on,

Till he nears the abyss, and its gaping jaws yawn
On his sight ; but the rider well knows it is there,

And his speed is soon cautiously checked to prepare
For the desperate leap; he must now put to proof
The true mettle beneath, for the slip of a hoof

Or a swerve on the brink will dash both into doom,
Where the sad stars shall watch o'er a cavernous tomb.
Girth and bridle and stirrup are felt, to be sure

That no flaw shall bring peril and all is secure ;

Then with eyes fixed before, and brow bent to the wind,
And one thought of the foe and his comrades behind,
And a low, earnest prayer that all heaven must heed,
He slacks bridle, plies spur, and gives head to his steed.

With a bound it responds, ears set back, nostrils wide,
And the rush of a thunder-bred storm in its stride !

Now the brink ! now the leap ! they are over ! Hurrah !

Horse and rider are safe, and dash wildly away ;

Not a slip, not a flinch, swift and sure as the flight

Of an eagle in mid-air they sweep through the night,

While the baffled foe glare in bewildered amaze
At the fast-flying prey speeding far from their gaze ;

And the soft stars grow dim in the dawn's early glow
When MacMahon rides into the camp of Bugeaud.
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T1IK YEAR OF Ol'R LORD 1874.

A GENERAL glance at the movements
ol the past yiar will scarcely prove cn-

,
evni to the most devout be-

liever in the glory and the destiny of the

golden century drawing fo rapidlv to its

.'. Out own nation, which with steam,

electricity, railroads, the newspaper as it

stands to-dav in all its power and pride
the current number of the New-

York Jfcitilti], and other great material de-

velopments of the age may consider it-

sell at will as either the mightiest product
or the at/OMtg&U of the century, has not
ton great matter for self-congratulation.
Our national year, that dawned on disaster,

has struggled through a painful life only
t i close in gloom, with perhaps a faint

though uncertain glimmer afar off of bet-

ter times to come. The "Christian" states-

men who have had the country and its

management all to themselves these many
s past have left behind them a bitter

i scandals for even
il.ils in these days have a greatness

of their own which at length broke up
the ranks of the "Christian" statesmen

sufficiently touched upon last

and are only called to mind here as tend-

inj in great measure to explain the year
ol national distress we have just passed
through.

All through the winter months the pov-
erty and misery of the masses in New
York and other of our chief cities were

unexampled in our history ;
nor was the

revival of business during the spring,
"innmer, and fall seasons of such a na-
tnie as to warrant the hope of being able
in st^veoffa similar calamity in the early

.:hs r,f thr coming yea . The real

i\vn to all the
'ion of business in 1873,

ly from the panic of the
. v.-hich in turn resulted

ihe oinuption in high places of the

national, State, and municipal guardians
ie public trusts. Public confidence

was shattered ; business was at a stand-

still, the masses consequently idle, while
leral reduction in the rate of v.

among such as were not
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idle. In this connection it may be well

to call to mind what was generally ob-

served at the time : the significant ab-

sence of the Irish and Catholic body from
the seditious meetings ; yet on that body
fell the burden of tin What the

disciples of the "Christian" school of

statesmen, who gave cause for the sedition

by their cortuption and dishonesty, would
be pleased to term their "foreign" faith,
"
foreign

"
education, obedience to the

trained body-guard, the priesthood, of a

"foreign" potentate, the Pope, alone pre-
vented their falling in with the ranks of

sedition. Yet the preachingand practice
of the "foreign" faith, we are constanly
assured, is the greatest danger to the

republic.
The trials of the severe season, how-

ever, brought out into startling promi-
nence one great fact: the williiu

and resources of the public to eii' ounu i

an unexpected demand of this kind.

New York, for instance, was ovcmiu
with public charities and associations lor

the relief of the poor, the unfortnn He.

the maimed, the halt, the blind, tin- fa-

therless children, helpless women, and so

forth. In short, there was sc.ucely a de-

partment of human misery which had not

its corresponding asylum, aided in most

instances by the State, erected often and

paid solely by the State, as well as a va-

riety of others set on loot and kcpl

a-going by private philanthropy or chan-

ty. Money from public and private re-

sources had been pouring into these ;is v .

linns for long years past, without any
startling demand being made upon them
in return. Now was the time to

|

the utility of those institutions, of which

we were so justly proud. \Vhat was their

actual condition? They were for the

greater part found practically with exche-

quers already exhausted, without anything
like adequate results being shown. An
iii(|u!iv as to where all the money had

ceded in tucing considerable

sums as far as the pockets of the di-

rectors, their wives, families, and friends

generally, after which all traces myste-
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riously disappeared. The good old

maxim that "charily begins at home"
would seem to have impressed itself as a

necessary truth on the minds of the dis-

pensers of our public charities, and it

seems to have been carried out severely
to the letter. One consolation was af-

lorded the public, however. For some
time past its conscience had been offend-

ed by the granting of certain sums small

enough indeed, in comparison with the

necessities of the cases out of the public
funds to those social offences known as

"sectarian" charities sectarian chari-

ties ! and these sums, such as they were,
had within the year been very judicious-

ly and properly withdrawn, in accord-

ance with the spirit of the Constitution,
as expounded by the men from whose
ranks sprang the Christians of the Or,/;/

.Mobilier school. It was no small satis-

faction to see, in the time of trial, that

the public was justified in withdrawing
from such institutions the State appro-

priations, on the ground that they were
not distributed as in purely State asy-
lums. How the "sectarian" charities

contrasted with the others in the admin-

istration and distribution of their funds

may be left to the records of the year to

tell, as unfolded in the columns of the

daily press. Whether a general remodel-

ling of our public institutions, in view of

ihe flagrant mismanagement exhibited

last year.be not desirable, is left to the

consideration of those most concerned in

the matter the public themselves. As

they stand they are an ej-esore to honest

men, a standing breach of public confi-

dence, and a gross violation of the public

'-ontract, to say nothing of what they may
be in the eye of a heaven that seems to be

getting farther and farther remote from

the earth, whereon God once was pleased

to walk with the father of mankind.

Our class of statesmen found an easy
solution o f what Mr. Disraeli esteemed

the most difficult problem of politics the

feeding of a people by the government
!>v an increase of money ;

and an increase

of money isthesimplest thing in the world,

when money is only so much paper stamp-

ed by the government with promise to

pay at no very precise date. All that flic

government had to do in order to ease

matters was to draw an unlimited num-

ber of I O L"s on itself itself being

practically bankrupt for the time being,

lv.it reiving on the prospect of something

eventually
"
turning up" to its advantage.

The sad conflicts in Arkansas and
Louisiana, the hostility between black
and white, come in the same order. In

this case, in Louisiana at least, the Presi-

dent and his advisers did not show them-
selves as well as in the quashing of the

bill for inflation of the currency. While
the party that had recourse to an abso-

lute revolution in the State and in tin-

face of the nation cannot but be condemn-
ed, inasmuch as the approaching elections

might have peacefully served their pur-
poses to the same end, much more is the

government to be condemned which in

the first instance gave its sanction and

support to a great and standing wrong.
Fortunately, but little blood was spill ;

yet one drop in such cases is an indica-

tion of the neighborhood of a deluge.
All hope for the dispersion of this im-

pending deluge rests now chiefly with
the party which was returned to power at

the November elections.

If the year leaves us with so much
to lament, so many vexed problems to

solve, so many rocks ahead in our national

course, and wilh only a half-confidence

in the crew who are in charge of the ship
of state to gujde it over the unrevealcd

dangers of unknown seas, what shall be

said of Europe, wirli ils divided nation-

alities, ambitions, and policies, and only
danger as a unit ?

The general arming of the nations that

began almost half a century ago, but was
hurried into feverish activity since the

Franco- German war, may now be said to

be completed. Russia within half a do/-

en years will, if peace so far favors IKT.

have three millions of soldiers in the field
;

France almost as many ; Germany, by tin-

enrolment of the Landsturm, has made
itself a nation of soldiers; Austria,

Italy, and the rest all follow in due order.

All Europe is at this moment armed u>

the teeth, solely to preserve peace. Out-

is irresistibly reminded of an old verse

about a strong man armed keeping his

housa.

A set of fanatics assembled in London
to sympathize with the Prussian govern-
ment in its

"
struggle

"
with its Catholic

subjects that is to say, with the whole-

sale imprisonment of the Catholic bi-

shops and clergy, the suppression of Cath-

olic religious societies, the fining of Calh-

olic ladies for presenting addresses of

condolence to the imprisoned ecclesias-

tics. The meeting of sympathy called

forth a very remarkable letter of gratitude
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from the German emperor, and occa^ion-

ed a general jubilee on llie part of lh<:

German < -s. So far, so
gi

In the meanwhile a French bishop, think-

ing, probably, that it is hard for a man
whose sole crime consists in the fact of

his i iliolic bisliop to be impii-
sonr, | K,! that off nee, \i mures to deliver

a mild opinion on the matter in a pasto-
ral to his Hock. Straightway comes out

a Prussian official pa-pur with an editorial

that for solemnity and nasiiveneu might
have been written by the Emperor him-

self, warning, not the French bishop, but

all France, that if it cannot restrain itself

Mom that .shocking habit it has acquired
of using intemperate language against a

neighboring and unusually friendly pow-
er, Germany, painful as the task may be
to its feelings of humanity, will positive-

ly be compelled to take its own measures
lor its own defence. France immediately
takes the hint, cats the leek with all be-

coming meekness, and a circular couched
in the language of the Academy is de-

spatched to the bishops generally, the

plain English of which would be to hold

their tongues on all German matters, un-

nf con isc. they have something plea-
sant to say. That may be a very easy task

for the bishops, but there still remain
those bcti.-5-noirs of offending governments,
the gentlemen of the press ;

and gentle-
men of the press, in France as everywhere

, are unhappily distinguished not so

much, perhaps, k>r having opinions of

their own, as for giving vent to those

opinions, and setting them down in inde-

lible ink. M. Veuillot, the editor of

l'l'ni-\-rs. is just one of these unfortu-

nate beings. M. Veuillot has a rather

i

; way of putting things when it

pleases him, and M. Veuillot is hardly
the man to take a diplomatic hint. The
sad duty becomes incumbent on his gov-

ern, therefore, to rive M. Veuiilot
and his papi i a vacation of a couple
of months. The vacation was called sus-

pension. It was duly explained that the

nan government had had nothing
wh.iti-ver to do with the matter, though,
strange to say, the French government
h.ij never thought of suspending M.

nei ing away at itself,

urn and Italy were threatened in

like manner for allowing their subjects
freedom of opinion in so important a
matter. Even England was warned, but
the warning had small effect.

It was whispered, though the corre-

spondence never came to light, that at one

period during the p;; !<: sharply-
worded notes passed between the German
government and our own. What the

cause of the sharply-worded notes may
have been remains a diplomatic secret.

The only thing significant about the mat-
ter is that the whisper took shape about
a month after the arrest and imprisonment
of Archbishop Lcdochowski, who had
the immortal honor of being the first of

the German bishops to surrender the

liberty of his person for his faith in this

strife. That imprisonment called forth

an unanimous condemnation from the

American press not the sectarian press
of any creed that did it honor, and led

one to hope that such a thing as principle
still existed on the earth, and that genu-
ine homespun American love of liberty
was not a meaningless thing.
To the charge of necessary disloyal tv

to the ecclesiastical laws of Prussia, Cath-
olics will perforce plead guilty the same
Catholics who before the passing of those
laws never dreamed of or were accused
of disloyalty to the state. Those laws are

an insult to the age and to all time.

There is not a line of them that does not

betray the steel of the executioner, red

almost with the blood of his victim. The
spirit of Brennus is abroad. The scales

of justice show a sadly uneven balance ;

but the sword of the barbarian tossed in

ends all disputes and argument.
Our modern Brennus has struck his

blows so rapidly and truly that the world
still stares at him in dazed wonder. Sue.

cess has waited on his footsteps, and
men who worship success are not vet

sufficiently masters of themselves to

measure that success aright. They aie

afraid to question the actions of a man
who seems to strike with the inerrancy ul

fate. Prince Bismarck had certainly tin-

world on his side; and if the world be-

gins now to fall away from him and re-

coil, to recover its senses a little, and to

question the right and wrong of his ac-

tions, he has none but himself to blame.
The signs of the past year tell us that

the recoil is beginning to set in. The
elections early in the year went against
the government. The Catholics gained
a large majority on their former nun
even in Prussia itself. Alsace Lorraine

returned its members simply to protest

against annexation, while the socialists

were strengthened also. The govern-
ment still holds a strong majority, it is
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true
;
but the Hilling away from its stand-

ard within four years of its mightiest tri-

umphs was so significant of what was

likely to ensue should the government
persevere in its policy, that the first thing
taken into consideration immediately
after the elections was the restricting of

the franchise to such voters as it was felt

would return a safe and sure majority
tor the government. Next to this came
measures for the restriction of the liberty

"I' the press, which by the efforts of the

Catholic party were defeated.

The obvious question will force itself

on the mind : Why should a government
so strong and mighty, so beloved of the

people, as we are always assured, tremble

at the popular voice and at the criticism

df a newspaper? The answer is easy.
The army bill followed. The govern-
ment required a peace-effective voted

unce for all of four hundred and one
thousand men. That army was to stand,

and, once the bill was passed, parliament
was to have no further voice in the mat-

ter, whether in regard to payment of the

bills or in regulating the number of men.
That was to pass completely out of its

hands.

For once even the "
blustering majori-

ty" did not save the government. The
terrible danger of the scheme was obvi-

ous. The mere presence of so tremen-

dous a standing army was a standing
menace not only to the country and its

liberties, but to its neighbors. It did

not breathe the spirit of peace and rest in

the. government, and of proper regard for

a country already worn and disturbed by
three harassing wars occurring in quick
succession ; while the taking out of the

hands of the Houses the control over so

large an item of the public funds as was
embraced in the bill, was a blow at their

privileges to which not even faith in abso-

lutism could blind them. A storm was at

once raised. The government staked its

existence on the measure. Marshal
Moltke rose up in the House, and made
a speech in defence of it that will be re-

membered. He spoke of the alarm

caused by Germany to its neighbors.
He told them that what they had gained
in a few months it would take them fifty

years to keep and secure. It was neces-

sary that, though they might not draw
the sword, their hand should be for ever

on the hilt. He assured them that, after

all, wars undertaken and carried through

by regular armies were the swiftest and

therefore the cheapest. An important
consideration that last. As a final argu-
ment the veteran told them that " a

standing army was a necessity of the

times, and he could not but ask the

House to devote the figure of four hun-
dred and one thousand rank-and-file as

a peace-footing once for all." A peace-
footing ! But even the marshal's seduc-
tive eloquence could not move them.

Prince Bismarck fell sick and retired

toVarzin. The Emperor's birthday came
round, and the generals of his empire
came to congratulate him. He assured
them that he would dissolve parliament
rather than alter the bill. But his impe-
rial majesty forgot that there were more
kingdoms than Prussia concerned in his

measures now, and that the dissolution

that once before served the King of Prus-
sia sufficiently well might, in the dis-

turbed state of affairs, prove a dangerous
experiment to the Emperor of Germany.
Finally, as is known, somewhat better

counsels prevailed, and a compromise was

effected, which limited the figure to three

hundred and eighty-five thousand men
for seven j-ears. This was a severe check
to the government, while it was a lesson

to the people to distrust rulers who, in the

light of their own schemes, considered the

empire as a mere instrument, forgetting

wholly that they were for the empire, not

the empire for them.

There are many matters in the internal

history of Germany during the past year
that deserve to be dwelt upon particu-

larly and at length, but a few of which

only can be glanced at here. The desire

to expand and strengthen itself abroad is

natural, and it is strange that the govern-
ment organs should be so anxious to

disavow so praiseworthy an object, pro-

vided the motives that urge it are good.
It is strange, at the same time, to see how
it continues its repressive emigration
laws

;
how anxious so mighty an empire

is to keep all its children at home, where

they may be serviceable in the Landsturm
;

and how anxious those children are to

get away and come out to us here, leav-

ing behind them and surrendering forever

all the glory and the promise of the newly-
founded empire. It is strange, also, to

note to what little tricks so great a gov-
ernment can descend in its self-imposed
conflict with its Catholic subjects ; as, for

instance, the forged Papal decree respect-

ing the future election of the Sovereign
Pontiff that found its way into the col-
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umns of the Cologne Gazette at so oppor-
tune i inoim IK as the iAC of the German

elections. Simultaneously with its up;

minded of the significant

in of Prince Bismarck in the

German i> uiiamcnt, June 9, 1873: "If

the message is brought to us that a new
lias been elected, we shall certainly

he entitled to investigate whether he has

duly, pro|ieily, and legitimately
ii

"
;
that is to sav, whether the veto

of the head of the Holy Roman Empire
who of course is the Emperor William

and of the oilier powers possessing a veto

whom the German government might in-

fluence, has burn exercised. "
Only if we

are satisfied on these heads will he be

able to claim in Germany the rights be-

longing to a Roman Pope."
Out of consideration for Prince Bis-

k we pass over those fierce parlia-

mentary storms where his keen oppo-
nents, Von Windthorst and Yon Mallin-

krodt, twitted the Chancellor himself with

having been actually guilty of the disloy-

alty to Prussia and the German soil which
v attributed to the Catholics.

The prince, amid thunders of applause,

charged them with malicious lying ;
but

the charge, though momentarily effective,

was not a lu the disclosures

of Gen. Delia Marmora subsequently
showed. Italy was threatened in conse-

quence of Delia Marmora's indiscretion,

but the threat proved ineffectual. The
nil said his say, and the lie was

s'amped on its author. Prince Bis-

marck's popularity was on the wane, if

not in Germany itself, certainly in a very
large circle, outside of Germany where he

had hitherto been worshipped as one who
with some justice described himself as

"the best-hated man in Europe." Then,
fortunately for himself, as fortunately as

in a drama, came the JJeus ex

i the pis'ol of Kullmann to re-

lieve him from his momentary misfor-

tunes. Prince Bismarek was not the

man to miss so fine an opportunity of

turn; .'lint the insane attempt of

the son of a madman on his life, and we
wen , ith the time-honored taunts

r.ls because a man of noto-

riou-ly bad and violent character, who
happened to have been present at some
Catholic meetings, committed the wicked

iitie:ly unjustifiable act of firing a
I at the Chancellor. There arc some

two hundred million Catholics in the

world
;
there are in Germany fourteen or

i:i alone eight millions, of

the same creed. Of all these millions

one man, of wicked antecedents and in-

sane descent, is found to commit an act

abhorrent to the Catholic conscience all

the world over, and at once the univ

conscience of that mighty multitude is

with a benignant generosity centred in

the person of this wretch, who, whether,

as many believed, a dupe of the govern-
ment tools or a dupe of his own disoi-

dcrcd intellect, was equally a wretch.

Why not turn the argument the other

way? Why not wonder at the sublime

patience of the people who see the sacred

persons of their bishops and priests

dragged from the altar-steps, stripped of

their goods, and buried in fortresses, for

the crime of violating laws that were
made to be violated, without moving a

hand to prevent such constant outrages,
because the teachings of those di^l

priests and bishops, of that arch-foe to

German nationality, the Pope, never cease

to forbid armed resistance to the most

oppressive laws that were ever framed ?

Two or three officials have been sent

alone among a vast multitude of Catho-
lics to drag before their very eyes the

priest whose Mass they have just attended,
from the altar of Christ to a prison for

what possible purpose but to provoke
bloodshed and insurrection ? Happily,
the people were still by the efforts of the

clergy restrained from putting themselves
at the mercy of a government that knows
no mercy ;

but who shall say how Ion;;
that patience will endure? And this

is the government whose sole aim is the

unity and consolidation of Germany and
the happiness of every section of its

people !

As the Von Arnim case is still pend-
ing, it is useless to conjecture what tin-

documents may contain whose posses-
sion prompted Prince Bismarck to arrest

and confine in a common prison the man
who next after himself stood the forcnio t

in the German nation. The arrest to tin-

world at large showed more forcibly than

anything that lias yet taken place to what

lengths the chief of the Prussian govern-
ment can go ;

how easily he can trample
under foot every tradition of civilization

and every feeling of humanity to crush a
foe or sweep from his path a possible

danger to himself. It is probable that the

documents turn chiefly on his foreign

policy, and would stamp in indelible

characters that policy, which it needs no
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writing to tell us threatens not only the

church, but the peace of Europe, and,

through Europe, of the world, perhaps for

centuries to come. Such disclosures

would in the eyes of outraged Germany
and Europe necessitate his deprivation of

a power he has so fatally abused.

France struggles on still without a gov-
ernment

;
that is to say, without a gov-

ernment of which six weeks of existence

could be safely predicated. The changes
in the ministry have been changes of men
rather than of measures. The various

parties are still at daggers-drawn and

lather on the increase than otherwise.

The Count of Chambord seems for the

present to have retired from the contest

.1 wise and patriotic example, which if

all could follow, the country might be

allowed breathing time and some fair

chance of arriving at a sound judgment
as to what was the exact government it

wanted a problem which the French na-

tion has seemed incapable of solving
since the first Revolution. The Bonapar-
tists have profited by the withdrawal of

the Count, and displayed an earnestness,

boldness, and activity which have been

crowned with some success, but marked

by the disregard of the nation and its sub-

mergence in the family name and fame

that seem the chief characteristics of

"the Napoleonic idea." The coming of

age of the son of the late emperor was
marked by a theatrical display and orac-

ular speeches worthy of the Second Em-

pire at its zenith. There have been the

usual "scenes" in the French Assembly.
The "

intervals of ten minutes" and "in-

tervals of a quarter of an hour " have been

alarmingly frequent, and after some sit-

tings the air bristled with challenges from

warlike deputies, which afforded excel-

It-nt material for the illustrated journals ;

but, on the whole, few more dangerous

weapons than the peaceful pocket-hand-
kerchief were drawn, and the pocket-

handkerchief, as all public orators know,
is a vast relief in trying moments. M.
Thicrs has preferred the Apennines to

the tribune, and has happily spoken
more in Italy than in the Chambers. M.

Gambetta, for a man of his calibre, has

been singularly well behaved on the

whole, and we have not had so many of

those journeys to the disaffected districts

of which at one time he threatened to be

so fond. Sad to say, it is the soldier-

president who has thus far kept the dis-

orderly parties from flying at each other's

throats by the sheer force of the army, on
which he silently leans all the while.

France is practically in the hands of a

military dictator. She is happy in her

dictator that is all. Marshal MacMahon,
on succeeding M. Thiers, promised to an-

swer for order, and he has kept his word.

More than that, he has, wisely for France,
however sad it may be to say so, made
the Assembly keep its word and abide by
the septennate which it conferred on him.
He has used his vast power with a singu-
lar discretion, a patriotism unexampled
almost in the face of opportunities that

would turn the head of many a greater

man, and an honest single-mindedness
that has clearly nothing else than the

good of the whole country in view. The
last symbol of a now ineffectual protec-

tion, and indeed for a long time an insin-

cere one, of the Holy Father, has been
withdrawn in the Orcnoquc. It is better

so. It is better, perhaps, since matters

have been pushed so far, that the Holy
Father stand absolutely alone, powerless
and defenceless, in the eyes of earth and
heaven. The power of God alone can
now restore to him what is his by right.

To-day among all the European govern-
ments there is none so poor as to do him
reverence. England has recently with-

drawn even its shadow of a diplomatic

representative, which possibly marks the

beginning of the "little more energy in

foreign policy and little less in domestic

legislation" that Mr. Disraeli advised
while still in opposition.

In all other respects except politics
France has every reason to be congratu-
lated. The earnest turning of the peo-

ple's heart to God, the desertion ofwhom
called down such terrible punishments,
seems in no degree to diminish. The
seasons have been propitious, and the

vintage of 1874 has been of unexampled
excellence and productiveness. The ex-

ports of the year were marvellously in-

creased, and God's blessings would seem
to be raining down again on this sorely-
tried land and people. All that is needed
is a good and firm government, of which,

however, as yet, there seems no imme-
diate prospect. France is as open as

ever to surprises ;
and it is absolutely

impossible to forecast its political future.

England has experienced a peaceful
revolution similar to our own, and one
almost as astonishing in its suddenness,

though, as in our case, there were not

wanting indications of the change in par-
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ties which has taken place, as will be

foL-:ul duly nolcd by those who care to

look at T IL1C U'oKi.ii's review

lor 1873. On lanuaiy 2^ Mr. Gladstone

issued his memorable "prolix narrative,"

announcing, to the surprise of all men,
I he immediate dissolution of Parliament.

Tlic sudden and, under the circumstan-

un< sampled action of the premier
looked remarkably like a desire to take

lime by the forelock, and by the sudden-
ness of the attack shatter and utterly dis-

comfit the slowly-gathering forces of the

opposition. If such were the real inten-

tion, it was miserably- miscalculated and

singularly ill-advised. The country was
as much outraged as shocked, and show-
ed its appreciation of Mr. Gladstone's

skill at a toup by returning a very hand-
some Conservative majority, to that Mr.

Disraeli, happy man ! found himself, to

his own surprise, no less than Mr. Glad-

stone's, within three weeks of the disso-

lution, at the head of a strong government
and party, with his old rival deep in the

shade. The result of the English elec-

tions may prove a lesson to popular lead-

ers for the future not to presume too

'.inch MI their popularity not to jeopard-
ize a powerful party, and throw an em-

pire into sudden confusion bv what looks

too much like a freak that it is hoped
may win by

" a lluke."

The most significant lesson of the elec-

tions, perhaps, was the instantaneous tri-

umph of the Home Rule party in Ireland,
while as yet it was to all appearance in

its infancy, and almost beneath the ra-

tional notice of the English press. It

had only provoked derision and calumny.
We were constantly told that it had no
hold on the heatt of the people, that it

claimed no men of note, that the nobility
and gentry held aloof from it, and so

forth.

The "wild adherents" of the "wild

folly
" have taught even the London Times

to respect them
;
and much reason had

they to be pledged to their wild folly, if

the words of a man whose opinion is

certainly of some value on the subject
have any weight:

"
Ireland at this mo-

ment is governed bylaws of coercion and
stringent severity that do not exist in nny
other quarter of the globe." Those words
were spoken on the 4th of February, 1874.
The speaker was Mr. Disraeli, the pre-
sent Prime Minister of England. The
laws that provoked the observation of so
eminent an English statesman still pre-

vail in Ireland. The appeal for amnesty
for the unfortunate remnant of the Irish

political prisoners has, since those words
were spoken, bicn relumed by Mr. Dis-

raeli. And yet the Irish calendars for

this year, as for many a year past, were
the cleanest in the world and the freest

from crime of all kinds. Such is the na-

tion governed at this moment by lau

such as Mr. Disraeli has desciibed. The
result of such government can scarcely
recommend its dispensers to the nation

governed, and yet their appeal for con-

trol of their own affairs, which the Eng-
lish Parliament confessedly does not un-

derstand, and, if it did understand, has, a ,

it acknowledges, too much business on
its hands properly to attend to, is a wild

folly !

The chief piece of English legislation

during the year has been what was em-
bodied in "the bill to put down ritual-

ism
"

that is to say, the regulation of di-

vine worship as understood in the church
established by act of Parliament. Ritual-

ism, or the "
Romanizing tendency," as

it is strangely termed, in the Anglican
Church, has been put down, as far as an

act of Parliament can put it down. Our
ritualists on this side were put down
also, for their bishops followed that au-

thority in their church known as the Bri-

tish Parliament, composed respectively
of Anglicans, Dissenters, Jews, Quakers,
and other sects, with, worst of all, a strong

contingent of Roman Catholics. That hy-
dra-head of the Anglican Church regulated
for it to a nicety, pronounced upon its de-

rotions, practices, sacraments, vestments,

ornaments, postures of the body, bendings
of the knee, elevations of the hands, pros-

trations, crossings, and so forth, as calm-

ly and in as business-like a fashion as

though it were sitting on an income tax
;

and the church that we are so solemnly
assured by learned men like Bishop
Coxe, if it dates not exactly from the 1st,

certainly dates from somewhere in the

neighborhood of the IVth, century, with a

subsequent lamentable gap up to tli"

XVIth, when the Apostle Henry and oth-

ers of that ilk came to renovate and re-

store it to its pristine purity, bowed meek-

ly to the infallible decision of the busi-

ness-like assembly of Jews, infidels, Qua-
kers, Dissenters, Anglicans, nnd Roman
Catholics. What would S. Peter and S.

Paul think of it all?

Something far more serious than shis,

and of far deeper import to the nation,
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was the long and persistent strike of the

agricultural laborers, which was carried

on on a most extensive scale, and with a

union that was not thought to exist in

the successor of the Saxon hind. Once
the ball of disaffection is set rolling, it is

very hard to say where it will slop.

It is clear that the unions have at last

permeated the entire body of the English

laboring-classes. The trades-unions are

too often cousins-german to the secret

societies. The mass of the English agri-

cultural classes, in common with the vast

majority of the English laboring-classes
and artisans, have no religion at all. The
disaffection with the present order of

things in England, though less pronounc-
ed than in most modern European na-

tions, has been long gathering, is rapidly

spreading, and is beyond all doubt of a

nature to excite considerable alarm. Loss
of religion, it is needless to say, leaves

the minds and hearts of men open to all

evil, and it would be beyond stupidity to

shut one's eyes to the very plain fact that

the spirit of evil and of general disaffec-

tion is particularly active all the world
over just at present. Banish religion,

banish the guiding hand of God from

your objective laws and from the heart

and sight of your people, and the people
will look on the powers that be, of what-

soever nature, as oppressors, on the rich

as despoilers of the poor, on the employ-
ers as their tyrants.
A most important movement, and one

that we welcome with all our henrts, is

the bold step taken at last by the Eng-
lish hierarchy in founding a Catholic uni-

versity in England. The want has long
been felt in that country of a centre of

Catholic intellect, culture, and thought,
to vie with those scats of learning which

the piety of their Catholic forefathers had

left as priceless heirlooms to their Catho-

lic children, but which, with all holy

places and all holy things, had by the

national apostasy become perverted from

tie purpose of their pious founders, and

fallen by a too easy lapse from centres

of false faith to centres of no faith at all.

In England and Ireland, as with us, the

means of providing higher education for

students desirous of attaining it have

been hitherto necessarily and lamentably
deficient. The Catholic University in

Ireland and this later one in England
give promise that, with proper encourage-
ment from the wealthy and intelligent

laity, this long-felt want will be at length

adequately supplied. These are days
when the Catholic laity, to whom now
all positions, or at least very important
ones, are fairly open, are in duty bound
to take their stand as becomes loyal chil-

dren of a mother universally assailed.

The laity can penetrate where the clergy
have no voice. They are, as S. Peter
called them, and as they have so signally

proved themselves in Germany, "a king-
ly priesthood." But to take a stand si-

milar to that taken by the noble German
phalanx, that

"
thundering legion

"
in the

service of the pagan empire, they must
be equal to their adversaries in culture,

refinement, and address, all which come
more by education than from nature.

Many a great mind has retired within a

narrow circle for which it was certainly
not born, and its efforts rendered half

nugatory by lack of that early associa-

tion and training which a great univer-

sity, an intellectual focus of the brightest
minds in the galaxy of letters, is intend-

ed to and does supply. We look, then,
with as much hope as expectancy to this

slep on the part of the English hierarchy,
who have saved their children from the

allurements of asatanic culture by supply-
ing them with men of recognized intellec-

tual standing and acknowledged faith in

Christ and in his church. Our only hope
is that in our own country we soon may
rival them.
Some mention will probably be looked

for here of the controversy, as it is called,

which has sprung up in consequence n
a recent pamphlet written by Mr. Glad
stone

;
but there is little need of such

mention, inasmuch as Mr. Gladstone
seems to have been sufficiently answered

by the very men whom his pamphlet was
intended chiefly to affect the Protestants

of England. Whether so intended or

not, it was beyond all doubt an attempt
altogether unworthy the high character

of the distinguished author to rouse the

rancor of the English Protestants against
their Catholic fellow-subjects. Could \vr

altogether rid ourselves of the respect
with which Mr. Gladstone, take him all

in all, has hitherto inspired us, as a man
whose heart was as large and loyal

1

as

his intellect, and that intellect inspired
with reverence for God and holy thin.y.

his latest exploit could only be described

as a vulgar
" No Popery" appeal to the

worst classes and most degraded pas-
sions of English society, delivered in

bad taste and worse faith, and, to crown
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the list of offences, as a political mistake,

which has aliraily tailed in iis ohje, t ol

...isliiug him, as L.dl Russell OUCfl

-MI of the New. legate and

Wli.iilty ty|>i: would be, as the English
\u l'ope]\

"
champion and leader,

while it cfTcclually alienates from him
once tor all a large and influential !

of si on whom he has often

counted, and cm whom there was no rea-

son to believe that a genuine change of

trout on his pail nii'dn not have led him
to count again. That his pamphlet is

all this is true
;
that Mr. Gladstone in-

tended it to be all this there is too much
le.ison to believe, but of that he himself

alone ran tell. If the leader of the English
Liberal parly is pleased to be patted on
the back by the men in Germany who

I on the back the orators of Exeter

Hall who met to sympathize with the

German pel sedition of Germans whose

only ciime was their Catholic faith, and
whose only stain was and is their leaili-

lands, and liberty in

i that lakh, be is welcome to

his ill-earned applause and doubtful

honor.

The space already given to the impor-
tant topics touched upon leaves little

i for comment on others. And in-

tlie story, as tar as the Catholic

Church and general politics arc con-
" d, is much the same all the world

Austria has followed in the wake
i. though its ecclesiastical laws

do not seem to have been earned out

with the brutal thoroughness of its neigh-
bor. Italy continues in its downward
< onrsc. The state of its finances is ap-

palh '

i it plies whip and spur
with rcckl into chaos. Brigan-

. in the south c

and worse. Civil mat : ia \t there, as in

Piussia.is the law established. A new
phase of the secret societies crops out
lioni time to time. It has tried the

scheme of popular election of the cures
as did Swit/.erland ami Germany, with a
like result in all rases an absiinl /.

It b Hides in the way of

popular education, with the result pic-
tured by tl lent of the
London Tim t; "Tin: pioperly that is

n from some of the Capuchin con-
vents in Tuscanv, and sold at auction, is

lit back at the auction by
'

pious
it 5,' u ho n atered fra-

lern I .,,id | rsr ,

homes, ami i> n <m con-

ditions more favorable than thos-

ion.

The rcnlial govenn :lie muni-

cipalities in Italy strain every nei\

supply the people with a free and :

education, but their schools ha\

sliive. haul to withstand the competition
which is raised against them by tin- !

lopii in Florence, the Barnabitcs in Mi-

lan, and the Ignorantins in Turin. . . .

There are now \Valdensian, Methodist,
and other evangelical churches and
schools in Rome, as in oilier Italian cities,

but their success is not very encourag-

ing, even in the opinion of their candid

promoters." And we may add, for the

benefit of the ardent but foolish suppor-
ters of the Van Meter and such like

schemes, a further extract from the same

correspondent: "Attempts to allow the

people to elect their parish priests with-

out the permission of, and even in diiect

opposition to, the bishop of the diocese
have been made in some Mantuan ruial

districts and elsewhere, but hitherto with
no extensive or decisive results

;
and the

Gavaz/.i, Passaglia, Andrea, and oil

who would have ventured on a reform-

ing movement within the. church itself,

have met with no support whatever, either

on the part of the government authorities

or of public opinion."
The celebration of the twenty-eighth an-

niversary of the elevation of our Iloly I-'a

ther, Pope Pius IX., to the chair of Peter,
was general throughout Christendom, but

desecrated in Rome by the infamous action

of the usurping government in clearing the

streets of the crowds who were peacefully

returning from the Te Deuni in S. Peter's.

Violent arrests were made on no pretext
whatever, some of the persons arrested

being English and American Protestant

ladies. On the evening following,
and with the connivance of the pi

Roman authorities, a hideous crowd as-

sembled at midnight to howl cries of hate

and blasphemy under the windows of tlie

Sovereign Pontiff. Nut religion alone-,

but common humanity, seems to have

been banished from Koim-i,\ ti,,

of Victor Emanuel. Our constant piavi i

should be that the gieat Pontiff, whose

conspicuous \irtues, and sufferings no

patiently borne for Christ's sake. ma\ 1 .

ived to his children long to will

with his own eyes the end of the blasphe-

my, violence, and imposture which now
beset him on all I

Switzerland has almost out-Prus-:



5/o The Year of Our Lord 1874.

Prussia in its assault on the Catholic

Church. So much for the freedom of the

typical republic ! It has changed its con-

stitution into despotism, driving away
the Catholic voters from the polls by in-

timidation and violence. Even Loyson
has felt himself compelled to cry out

against its excesses, and resigned his

i uiacy at Geneva. The constitution

which it has now adopted, it rejected only
two years since. It completely subjects

ie!igion to the state, and renders it im-

possiblefor aCatholic priest to remain in

his native country and practise the duties

(if his office. Civil marriage here again
is the order of the day. Marriages, it

used to be said, were made in heaven.

Their birthplace has been transferred to

the office and celestial presence of his

eminence the town-clerk.

In Spain the struggle has assumed a

fiercer and more determined character

than ever. Castelar, who is already and

very deservedly forgotten, was president
at the opening of the year. His success

in that role was what might have been ex-

pected, and what has fully justified the

opinion held of him throughout in these

pages. He was defeated on reading his

message to the Cortes in January a

message of despair. General Pavia

cleared the Cortes and took possession
with his troops. The movement was so

well planned that no rising took place.

Indeed, it was hard to say for what or

for whom a rising should have been

made. There was no government ;
al-

most all the prominent men had been

tried in turn and failed, and the last was
the least capable of all. Serrano came to

the front again ; the whole movement
was probably his. Cartagena, which had
so long held out against a bombardment

by sea and land, was taken soon after,

and there remained no foe in the field

but Don Carlos, who had profited by the

diversion at Cartagena. Bilbao was se-

riously threatened by ihe Carlist forces,

and would have proved, if taken, an

important prize to them. Serrano has-

tened to its relief with all the available

forces of the country, and, aided by
Marshal Concha, succeeded in rais-

ing the siege without inflicting any
material loss on the enemy. Marshal
Concha he left to prosecute the campaign,
and for the first time since their last ris-

ing the Carlists found themselves sore

beset. A bullet at Estella, however,
ended the checkered career of the most

dangerous opponent they had yet en-

countered, and victory after victory of

more or less importance has, with an

occasional reverse, continued to crown
their arms. More than once have we
been assured of their annihilation, only
to see them appear with renewed strength,
and add another victory to their crown.

Through the influence of Germany the

European powers with the exception ot

Russia, have recognized a republic which

does not exist, and does not promise to

exist, in Spain. At one time Prussia

threatened to interfere immediately, and

may at any time renew the attempt. The
reason for this interference is obvious.

A Prussianized Spain would serve as a

double-barrelled gun, covering at once

Rome and France. Whereas the success

of Don Carlos is the success of a Catholic

sovereign and a Bourbon
; consequently

a friend to France, whatever may be the

government in that country. Russia's

refusal to join in its schemes was, how-

ever, a little too significant to ignore, and

love, which was never at -fever-point be-

tween what arc now the rival powers in

Europe, was not increased by this rebuff.

In the meanwhile Spain is suffering ter-

ribly in blood, in commerce, in every-

thing that makes the life of a na-

tion, by this prolonged struggle, which it

was our hope to see concluded ere this

by the victory of the only man who can

promise the Spaniards a safe and vigor-
ous government, and who has proved
himself possessed of all the qualities of

king, general, and, as far as we are able

to judge, truly Christian leader Don
Carlos.

In Mexico, Brazil, Venezuela, and other

of the South American states, the struggle
between church and state in Europe has

been repeated, even to the seizure of pro-

perty, the expulsion of priests and nuns,
the imprisonment of bishops and priests.

One little republic alone, that of Equa-
dor, has set a noble example to the world

of loyalty to the Catholic faith and to the

Apostolic See by devoting a large sum
out of the public funds to the aid of the

Holy Father. The secret societies have

seemingly as strong a hold in South
America as in Italy, and the boldness

with which they act is manifested by the

severity of the sentences passed on the

Bishops of Olinda and Para, the Arch-

bishops of Caracas and Venezuela, and the

aged Bishop of Mcrida. Those are ?:il!

Catholic states, and it is to be hoped that
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all true Catholics there will exert them-

selves and use the lawlul power that is in

their hands to put a stop to the scenes of

outrage and brutal violence that are con-

stantly on the i

It is time that civili/ccl governments,
or those that claim the title, should unite

t<> put a stop to the horrible periodical
massacres of Christians in China, of

which the details reach us from time

In time, particularly during the past

year. It is a shame upon all nations that

peaceful women should be outraged and

brutally cut to pieces, as are the Catholic

nuns in that country. The European
powers and our own could, if they chose,

put a stop to this i:ifamous practice for

practice it is. And our own government
might well take the initiative in the mat-

ter. We welcome the Chinese into this

country. They come in swarms
; they

find home and labor, and reward for their

labor. They live among us, and leave

us, unmolested to the last. Their very

idolatry is allowed
;
and yet at almost

stated intervals their countrymen rise up
and horribly mutilate and murder our

1 and best.

Of actual wars during the year there

have been happilv few. The defeat of

the Ashantees, and the burning of their

capital city by the liritish forces, adds, it

is to be presumed, a new lustre to the

glories of En-gland. The Dutch retaliated

for their defeat of the year previous in

Acheen by in turn defeating the Achi-
nese. Russia is securing its lootsteps as

it advances into Asia. An invasion of

Formosa by the Japanese, who are be-

coming more and more amenable to Eu-
an customs, ended strangely by a

payment of indemnity on the part of

China and the departure safe home of

the Japanese. The usual chronic revolu-

tions might be recorded of one or more
of the South American states, but beyond
tliis there is nothing very sanguinary to

record.

An evt tit that will long be memorable,
and which excited very general interest

outside, was the departure for the first

time of a body of pilgrims from this coun-

try to Lourdes and Rome, under the gui-
i lance of the Rt. Rev. Bishop of Fort

Wayne and the Rev. P. F. Dealy, S.J.

They were received with special marks
of affection by the Holy Father, who de-

>1 that in this country he was more
1'opc than in any other.

An event that excited extraordinary

commotion and a general display of a

strange splenetic hate on the part of the

Engh was the quiet conversion
to the Catholic faith of the Marquis of

Kipon, who, in addition to his hereditary
title and established character as an

English statesman, added that of Grand
Master of the Freemasons in England.
Among other conversions was that of the

Queen Dowager of Bavaria.

We arc not in the position to compare
the statistics of the past year's capital
crimes or suicides with those of former

years ;
but whether they be greater or less,

they are alarmingly great. Suicide and
murder were startlingly frequent dining
the year ;

and as far as passing glances
at the reports in the newspapers would

justify an opinion, they seem in most
cases to have resulted from wicked and
immoral lives. For a time masked bur-

glary threatened to become the fashion-

able crime of the year. A speedier sen-

tence and a more honest dispensing of

the law than often prevails would more

materially, perhaps, than any other means
tend to diminish the long annual list of

offences against life and property. Edu-
cation, to be sure, is a great thing, and
there will be an opportunity in the com-

ing year of seeing how the new law of

compulsory education for all children

will work in the Slate of New York. The
question is too large a one to enter into

here. As has been shown over and over

again, compulsory education with us
means practically a compulsory Protes-
tant education

;
for Protestantism, if not

actually taught, is done so at least nega-
tively, for many of the class-books teem
with Protestantism from cover to cover.

That, however, is a matter within the

power of remedy to a great extent. The

compulsory education of Prussia that

is so much extolled allowed the Catho-
lic priest and the Protestant minister

to teach their respective religions at

stated hours, in opposite corners of the

schools, even though they had Sunday-
schools as well. But our only safcguaid
is our own schools for our own children,
and it is gratifying to note the zeal with

which both clergy and laity have com-
bined during the past year to establish

Catholic schools all over the country.
That is the first thing to be done. Let
us first have our own schools, and then
we may fairly see about the management
of our own moneys.
Only a few of the distinguished dead
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who have gone out with the year can be

mentioned. The church in the United

States has lost five venerable servants

and pioneers of faith, in Bishops Melcher

of Green Bay, O'Gorman, of Omaha, Whe-
lan of Wheeling, McFarland of Hartford,

and Bacon of Portland. The College of

Cardinal? has lost three of its members :

Cardinal Barnabo, the great Prefect of the

Propaganda, to whom the church in this

country is greatly indebted; CardinalsFal-

cinelli and Tarquini. The Christian Bro-

thers lost their venerable superior, Brother

Philippe, whose funeral was attended by
the chief notabilities of Paris, together
with a vast crowd of people of all ranks

and conditions in life, so much so that as

the white flag was the suspicious color

just then, and as that flag has the misfor-

tune under its present holder of being
connected with religion, the keen-scented

gentry of the press discovered in this last

tribute to a man who had spent his life

in doing good aChambordist demonstra-

tion. The death of Mgr. de Merode was

a great loss to the Holy Father, as well as

to a multitude of friends. An interesting

comparison might be made between the

purposes to which he devoted his vast

wealth and those of a man still more

wealthy who died within the year the

Baron Mayer de Rothschild. His admir-

ing chronicler in the leading English

journal informs us that the baron, who, in

addition to his other admirable qualities,

was a silent member in the English Par-

liament, spared no expense to erect in

his own palace a museum "adorned
with all that is beautiful."

" He applied
himself systematically to breeding race-

horses," in compensation for which ex-

ceptional virtue the same glowing chron-

icler assures us that
" when he won, a

year ago, the Dudley, the Oaks, and the

St. Leger, all the world felt that a piece
of good and useful work had been per-
formed." V/ell, well ! Did not our own
Sumner leave life this very year amid

general regret, sighing only that his book
was not completed? Had that been fin-

ished, he would not have cared. And,
thinking thus, went out one who is a part
of our history, and whose name, though
it did not fulfil all its earlier promise, was

s;rcat among us. Ex-President Fillmore

died almost unnoticed. Certain news of

the deatli of Dr. Livingstone in 1873 ar-

rived during the year. Art has lost

Kaulbach, who devoted his undoubted

genius to attacking the church, and Fo-

ley. One of the men of a century died

in Guizot. Merivale and Micbelet arc

lost to history, Shirley Brooks to light

literature. Strauss, the infidel, per-

haps, has learnt at last the truth of an

awkward verse in S. James. Not only

Germany, but the Catholic cause all the

world over, has sustained a sad and in a

sense irreparable loss in the great and
chivalrous leader of the Catholic centre

in the German parliament, Herr von

Mallinkrodt, whom divine Providence

was pleased to call away in the height
of a career of great usefulness to the

church and to society. He was a foe

whom Prince Bismarck dreaded and
had reason to dread one of those men
\rhom no weak point escapes, no side,

issue can divert, no opponent cow.

Adam Black and the monstrosity known
as the Siamese Twins died during the

year.
And now the glance at the outline of

the general year and some of its chief in-

cidents is completed. With every suc-

ceeding year we look forward with more

anxiety than confidence into the future.

There are terrible forces, long concealed,

nearer the social surface than they ever

were before, and they come up now, as a

consequence probably, just when the gen-
eral bond that ought to hold the human

family together is at the loosest
;
win :i

men are ready to burst all bounds and

call everything in question ;
and when

the lights of the age can only tell r.ia.i

that he is nothing more than a fortuitous

cohesion of irresponsible atoms, begot-
ten of void only to fall back into it. Tl.e

only bond that can bind the human fam-

ily together is "the one law, one fai;h,

one baptism," preached nineteen centu-

ries ago in Judaea by the lips of the Son

of God. And it is just that faith that is

now being as fiercely assailed as it ( vc ;

has been within the Christian era. There

is not merely an arming of material forces

going on silently. There is a clash of

faith, of intellect, of moral principles, of

all that guides and constitutes the inner

and the greater life of man
;
and of the

double collision, the material and the

spiritual, that seems to hang over us and

make heavy with foreboding the air of

all the world. Though supernatural faith

may not doubt as to the issue, human
weakness cannot but tremble and grow
faint at the prospect.



Nciv Publications. 573

NEW PUBLICATIONS.

ORIK.NTAI. AND I.iN(;ri,ii< STUDIES. Sec-

ond Seiies. l!y \V. J). Whitney, Pro-

of S.iM'-<-iit and Comparative
Philology in Y.de College. New
York: Scribner, Armstrong & Co.

1874.

Yak- ' .11 deserves the name
niveisitv in i -0111111011 vvilli its great

I,
I l.iivard. The advance it has made

within the last twenty-live years is somc-

<ble, and, to the great
dv, tliis advance
itic studies \viih

nt in the departments of

mathi nd physics. One of the

Innclioiis oi a iniivcisitv is the produc-
I anil solid hooks for

thr iiistiuclion of readers generally, as

:is -.tudc:. ts iii particular branches.
The volui: us is a specimen of

ihis class. Whatever we in ay think of

of Prof. Whitney's theories and
USt acknowledge the evi-

. labor, and great care to

:i-snlts of learning and
-lit on ii!i|">itant and interesting

-.'. hirh his works exhibit.

Its oi the present volume
A hat varied and. miscellaneous.

of the topics Heated of, which de-

.ittention. is the spelling
lion of the English lan-

Kii.iue. The variations of spelling arc
ii"i so mum-ions and impoitant as are

of pronunciation, hut in this latter

ct our language is certainly in a
which is most unsatisfactory and

:ious,aud hero:; \\ worse.
\V e aie not an advocate of any revolu-

tionary project iii regard to phonetic
yirllini;. but we do most earnestly desire
i l;xed and uniform standard, and still

i uniformity in pronuncia-
tion. Mi. \Vhi-. .

. i relies into this

Sllbjei '.icmely curious, valuable,
iften :UIIIIMH;>. and he shows a very

ility of describ
the various oddities

iti.iva-inres of individual or pro-
u at once sng-

itsell whether there are any practi-
iiieans of fixing a standard of spell-

ing and pronunciation. If it were ques-
tion of a language spoken bv one nation

only, we can s,-,- V civ easily that an aca-

demy mijiht be e-tablished which should
si-ttle all tliese matters by aiithoiitv. An
Englishman miglit assert the light of

England to determine all u:<

spect to t
, ami the

corresponding obligation lish-

speaking peoples lo conlonii to an au-

thoritative standard furnished by an aca-

demy in England. Ainei i.- : , n s might not
lisfied with this. The further (juesiioii

arises, therefore, whether it be possible
that English and Ameiiran
should do something concurrently in this

direction.

Mr. Whitney has given in some other

papers,
with a condensed but clear e

sition, historic?.! and philosophical views
of India and China which will probabl*
have more interest to the great body oi

readers than any other portions of hi

lime. In respect to one very important
aspect of these topics, the mi.ssiona><

pect, he shows impartiality and manifest
effort to conform his statements and
judgments to historical faces and a real
rather than a fanciful standard. There
is no attempt to claim for Protestant
missions greater success than they have
had, and a very fair tribute of praise is

given to the celebrated Catholic mission-
aries who have labored in that arduous
field. Yet, like other Protestants, Mr.

Whitney shows himself not well informed
about the practical results at which Cath-
olic missionaries aim, and which, in to
far as that is possible, they accomplish,
in making their converts solidly pious
and virtuous Christians.

Among the other topics treated of in

this volume, the most important aie
Milllcr's Chifs fivm a German H'cirkshof,
Cox's Aryan M- : ,1 the " Lunar
Zodiac of India, Arabia, and <'hiua." \\'.-

have not examined tliese and pievjous
s of the learned author, in which t he-

formation of Ian. -1 imtholo:
is treated of, with sufficient atlcnr-Mi to

be enabled to understand clearly his fun-

damental theory of the origin and history
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of religion. We therefore abstain from

any attempt at a critical judgment; and,
in regard to -Mr. Whitney's own special

department of Sanscrit, very few critics

can safely venture on that ground. Thor-

ough and solid studies in these recon-

dite branches of knowledge must lead to

results advantageous to religion as well

as to merely human science. We rejoice,

therefore, in the noble and in many re-

spects successful efforts of Mr. Whitney
and his associates to promote the cause

of high education in this country. We
trust that their example may be emulated

by those who have the principal charge
of the higher education of our Catholic

youtl). The English bishops have al-

ready inaugurated the University College
of Kensington with a faculty worthy of

Oxford or Cambridge. When will the

first steps be taken for a similar institu-

tion among ourselves ?

THK KINC.'S IIir.nwAY
; OR, THE CATHO-

LIC Cm RCH THE WAY OF SALVATION,
AS REVKALED IN THE HOLY SCRIPTURES.

By the Rev. Augustine F. Hewit, of the

Congregaticn ol S. Paul. New York :

The Catholic Publication Society.

1874.
This work of Rev. Father Hewit sup-

plies a want we have often felt in in-

structing converts to the church. There
are many sincere persons looking for

light, and dissatisfied with the religious
sect in which they were born, who have
no idea of the church, nor the office it

holds in the plan of redemption. The
denomination to which they belong has

never been of any use to them, and has,
in fact, disclaimed all power to guide or

help them. It requires often some time

to overcome their prejudice against any
kind of instrumentality between their

souls and God. They believe in the

Sacred Scriptures, which they have never

ilueply studied, but which they hold to be

the oracles of divine truth. In their op-

position to the Catholic faith they have
been fighting against the only thing
which can fill up the desire of their

hearts, and bring into blessed harmony
all they know of God and all they seek

from his hands. To such this book will

be as a messenger from heaven. It will

remove their doubts, and from the inspir-
ed writings will prove to them the error

of Protestant theories, and show how
Christ our Redeemer is only to be found

in his church,
" which is his body,"

which "he filleth all in all." Written in

the clear, graceful, and forcible style
1

which distinguishes all the works of the

author, it brings forth an argument which
no honest mind can resist. It points
out "

the King's highway," so plainly
that

"
the wayfaring man, though a fool,

cannot fail to find it." The first chapters
are devoted to a refutation of the lalse

theories of Calvinism and Lutheranism.

By the plain language of the Bible they
are shown to be opposed to the divine

Word, contradictory of each other, and
hostile to the very nature and attributes

of God. The true doctrine of redemption
is then set forth from the Scriptures, with

the office of faith and the prerequisites of

justification. The whole system of sal-

vation, as the mercy of Jesus Christ has

revealed it, arises in its beauty and ful-

ness before the eyes of the sincere, and
the Catholic Church opens its door to

the weary and heavy-laden, that they mnv
enter in to praise God and find rest to

their souls. We have nowhere st-en .1

more clear and effective demonstration
of our divine religion from the Scriptures.
We have only to pray that it may have a

large circulation among the honest in-

quirers after truth .in this day of darkness
and infidelity. Protestants of the old

class profess a great reverence for the

Bible, which is to thtm a kind of rufe of

faith. The diligent reading of this work
will convince them that they cannot fol-

low the Scriptures and remain where

they are
; that Catholics alone can under-

stand and obey the written Word of God.
Neither can they abide in the Creed ol

their fathers amid the errors and disor-

ganizing influences of this clay. Thcv
must go forward and keep the truth they
have already received by embracing all

to which it leads, or lose what they have
in the misery of doubt and unbelief.

The day of grace for dogmatic Protest-

ants is well-nigh gone.
We have only to add the earnest wish

that Catholics generally would read this

book and profit by the instruction it con-

tains. There are very many among us

who might lead others to the truth, if

they were better informed as to Ihe

grounds of their faith, and the points of

controversy which separate the conllict-

ing Christian sects from the church.

Idleness and ignorance will be a fearful

burden to bear before the Judge of all.

The talent hidden in the ground will be

demanded with interest, and the unprofit-



New Publications. 575

able servant will have to answer for light

unitnptined .iij.1 grace unfruitful. The

souls we could have saved will rise up

against us id the day of our greatest in

"I : uto wlioiiisoeviT much is given, of

him much shull be required."
T. S. P.

TIIKF.K ESSAYS o\ KKI.IC.IOX. By John
Stuart Mill. New York : Henry Holt

\'Co. 1874.

What John Stuart Mill was, and what

his life was, our readers have been al-

ready inloruied in a review of his Autobi-

I'.T. The prince of modern English

sophists and sceptics, he was as misera-

ble and hop, less in lii'e and death as the

victim of an atheistical education might
be expected to be

;
as uiisciable as a man

outwardly prosperous, enjoying the re-

sources of a cultivated mind, and ex-

empted by the moral force of his charac-

ter from the conseiiuenccs of gross crimes,

1 well become. These three Essays
are essays of the unhappy sceptic to re-

duce his readers to the- same miserable

condition. Their scope is to overturn,

not revealed irligion alone, but all

theism ;
to destroy the beliel in God; and

to substitute the most dreary atheism,

fatalism, and nihilism for the glorious,

elev.itin;;, consoling faith of the Christian,

and the imperfect but yet, in itself, enno-

bling philosophy of the higher class of

i.itionalists. It is a very bad sign for

0111 ai;< ,
and a worse omen for the future,

that men can profess atheism without

incurring public odium and disgrace, and

that respectable, publishers find it for

their interest to Hood the market with

the deadly literature which is worse than

that of France during the age of Bayle
and Voll.iiie. A lar;e class of book-
sellers may always be lound, not scrupu-
lous or over-sensitive in their consciences
all-Hit iU;iu and wrong in morals, when

money is to be made. We suppose, how-
ever, that those of them who expect to

make fortunes and transmit them to their

children would like to have the good
order Hi onlinue. What can
Mich gentlemen be thinking of when

) help to lay the train under the
foun.l.iti il morality ?

\Ve know nf a man who helped to run
his own bank, in which he had many
thousands <>! uvcstcd, by de-
111: "

! dollar bill

dining a panic. Old John Hunyan tells

a certain person living in the town of

Mansoul whose name was Mr. PCPIIV

wise -pound-foolish. Kvery one who

helps on the spread of atheism, mateiial-

ism, impiety in any shape, even if he

makes money or lame by it, is helping to

run his own bank. Moreover, he is help-

ing to train the generation of those who

will cut the throats of the whole class he

belongs to. We are just now very wi

ly, though somewhat tardily, bringing the

odious Monnon criminals to justice, by
a kind of blind Christian instinct which

still survives in our public opinion.

What is the consistency or use of this,

if we arc going to look on apathetically

and sec the next generation all over our

country turned into atheists? Practical

atheism is worse than the most hideous

and revolting form of Mormon ism. Why
mend a broken spar when mutineers are

scuttling the ship from stem to stern?

Would il not be well for those conductors

of the press who have some principles

and some belief in them, for the clr

and for all who have access in some fonn

to the ear of a portion of the public, to

be a little more alive to the danger fiom

the spread of atheism, and a little more

active in counteracting it?

Pardon, gentlemen, for disturbing your

nap. You are very drowsy, but is it not

time for you to wake up ?

EAGLE AND DOVE. From the French

of Mademoiselle Fleuriot, by Emily
Bowles. New York : P. O. Shea.

1874.

This is a story of Breton life and of the

events of the siege and the Commune of

Paris. It is superior to the common run

of stories in artistic merit, its characteis

and scenes have a peculiar and romantic

interest, and its religious and moral tone

is up to the highest mark.

THE WORKS OF AUKEUUS At'ci STINK,

Etc. Vol. XI. Tractates on the Gos-

pel of S. John, Vol. II.; Vol. XII.

Anti-Pelagian works, Vol. II. I.

burgh: J. & J. Clark. 1874. (New
York : Sold by The Catholic Publica-

tion Society.)
Two more volumes of the sj

edition of S. Augustine's works are here

presented, and deserve a warm welcome
It is difficult to see how they will

the cause of the Church of England, but

that is the affair of the editors, not

. Of course they arc mighty weapoi

High-Churchmen against their Low and
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ilio.r.l Church antagonists. Hut they tell

ri|ii;i!ly against these same High Church-
men in favor of the Catholic Church.
The treatise against Vincentins Victor, in

Vol. XII., is crowded with denunciations
of the Donatists, who are the prototypes
nl Anglicans, except in one respect, viz.,

that the former had valid orders.

RHYMKS AND JINOI.ES. (Illustrated.) By
Mary Mapes Dodge, author of Hans
Jirh: /.;!, etc. New York : Scribner,

Armstrong & Co. 1875.
This is a very pretty book for a Christ-

inas present. The rhvmcs are nice, and
such as will please, amuse, sometimes
instruct the little folk of the nursery. The
illustrations arc numerous and well ex-

ecuted, some funny, some remarkably
beautiful. Any little boy or girl who has

not already been surfeited with toys and
books may be made happy by such a

gilt. Merry little people, a merry Christ-

mas to you !

LIBRARY OF THE SACRED HEART. Balti-

more : T- Murphy & Co. 1874.
Tliis is something towards supplying

a great need among Catholic publica-
tions. There are numerous and beauti-

ful series of books issued by the secta-

rian press, but comparatively few by
Catholic publishers. Any one who lias

ha I to procure Catholic libraries knows

this want. Such series are great aids
in supplying Sunday-school or house-
hold libraries. We welcome the abo\r,
and trust it will be followed by others of

the same kind. Much credit is due lo

the publishers for their selection and th:

neat appearance of the volumes. The
selection comprises six small and choice

spiritual works. God our Father and the

Haffinits ofHeaven, by the same author,
have been noticed with high praise in

our columns. The others also are stand-

ard works. We recommend this
" Library

of the Sacred Heart," and hope it will be

appreciated. It is contained in a neat

and tasteful box, appropriately ornament-
ed with pious emblems of the Sacred

Heart.

BRIC-A-BRAC SERIES No. IV. : Pi RS.OX-

AI. REMINISCENCES r.v HAKIIAM, HAR-
NESS, AMI HODDER. New York :

Scribner. Armstrong & Co. 1874.
This is quite up to the mark of the

foregoing volumes, and full of very
agreeable anecdotes, criticisms, and

literal y chit chat.

AxxorxcEME.XT. We shall begin, next

month the publication of a new serial

story, entitled Are yi'ii my II 'iff? by the

author of Paris before the U'ar, A'amivr

Thirteen, A Daughter of S. Dcininic, Pius

VI., etc. , etc.
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CHURCH AUTHORITY AND PERSONAL RESPONSIBILITY:

A I.F.TTKR FROM AUBREY DE VERE TO SARA COLERIDGE ON THE CATHOLIC PHILOSO-
PHY OF THE "RULE OF FAITH," CONSIDERED ESPECIALLY WITH REFERENCE TO
THE TRANSCENDENTAL SYSTEM OF S. T. COLERIDGE.*

401). From my youth I had been an

ardent student of Coleridge's phi-

losophy, to the illustration of which
his daughter, indifferent to her own

literary fame, so faithfully devoted
her great powers. That philosophy
had largely inspired F. D. Mau-
rice's remarkable work, The King-
dom of Christ ; and I believed firm-

ly that^t was, at least as compared
with the empirical philosophy of

the last century, in harmony with

Catholic teaching, rightly under-
stood

;
and that the objections made

against that teaching were such as

a transcendentalist must regard as

proceeding, not from any intuitions

or ideas of the "reason," but from
the cavils of that notional under-

standing called by ColericTge "the

faculty judging according to sense."
I have lately found a letter written

by me to my lamented friend less

than a fortnight after her letter

quoted above, and about a fortnight
before I made my submission to the
Catholic Church. It may interest

Entered according to Act of Congress, in the year 187;. by Rev. I. T. HECKER, in the Office of
the Librarian of Congress, at Washington, D. C.

A LETTER to me, printed in the

Memoir of Sara Coleridge, and dated

October 19, 1851, contains the fol-

lowing passage :

"
Viewing the Ro-

m ish system as you do, my dear

friend, I cannot regret that you
think, as you do, of the compati-

bility of my father's scheme of phi-

losophy therewith, assured, as I feel,

that he had done that Papal system
too much justice to believe in it

as a divine institution" (vol. ii. p.

NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR.

CURRACH CHASE, ADARE,
IRELAND, Nov. 24, 1874.

REV. AND DEAR SIR The public has taken recent-

ly such deserved interest in the Memoir and Let-
it it has struck me that the

last of the letters which I wrote to her before mak-
to the Catholic Church, in which

I stated fully my reasons for taking that step, might
to many enquirers.

Readers of Sara Coleridge's I.ctlcrs have often

obked me, "Butwhere is your part of the correspon-
dence ?" They may perhaps be glad to read at least

one of those letters, to which many of hers were re-

plies.

tier I send you, with some preliminary re-

It is quite at your
si-rvicc, if you think it worth imbibing i

CATHOLIC WOULD. ...
I remain very truly yours,

AUBREY DE VEKE.
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some of those who have read Sara

Coleridge's letters, and who are

enquirers as to the method proper
for reaching solid conclusions in

the domain of truth not scientific

and discovered by man, but re-

ligious, and revealed to him.

It was my object to show that

the Catholic
"
rule of faith

"
does

not oppose, but alone adequately

vindicates, some great principles
with which it has been contrasted,

f.'., personal action, the depend-
ence of individual souls on divine

grace, religious freedom, zeal for

truth, the interior character of gen-
uine piety, and the value of

"
in-

ternal evidences." That "
rule

"

has been stigmatized as a bondage.
This is the illusion of those who,

regarding the church from without,
and under the influence of modern
and national traditions, see but a

part of her system, and have not

compared it with other parts. The
Catholic law of belief I endeavor-

ed to set forth as the only one

consistent with a sound philosophy
when treating of things supernatu-

ral, and as such beyond the method
of induction and experiment, while

it is also both primitive and Scrip-
tural. I wished to show that it is

the only means by which we can

possess the revealed truth with cer-

tainty and at once in its fulness

and its purity ;
and to illustrate it

as not alone our gate of access to

truth
"
spiritually discerned," but

the nurse and the profectress of our

whole spiritual life, with all its re-

deemed affections ; as opposed, not

to personal action and responsibil-

ity, or to a will free and strong, be-

cause loyal, but to an unintelligent

pride and to a feeble self-will, the

slave of individual caprice ;
as the

antncronist, not of what is transcen-D
dent and supernatural in religion,

but of a religious philosophy in

which the philosophy exalts itself

against the religion,
"
running after

"

revelation to
"
take somewhat of it,"

but not inheriting its blessing.

Twenty-three years have passed
since my letter was writte'n

; and

year after year has deepened in me
the convictions which it expresses,
or rather which it indicates in a

fragmentary way, and possibly not

with a technical accuracy. In the

church I have found an ever-deep-

ening peace, a freedom ever widen-

ing, a genuine and a fruitful method
for theological thought, and a truth

which brightens more and more
into the perfect day. External to

her fold, it is but too probable that

I should long since have drifted

into unbelief, though a reluctant

and perhaps unconscious unbelief.

After some prelimin.ary matter,

referring to our earlier discussions,
the letter continues as follows :

Divine faith is a theological

virtue, the gift of God, which rais-

es the spirit to believe and confess,
with a knowledge absolutely cer-

tain, though obscure in kind, the

whole truth which God has reveal-

ed to man. Such is the description
which Roman Catholic writers give
of a grace which cannot be defined.
The knowledge of faith is as cer-

tain as that of mathematics, but

wholly different in kind, including
a moral and spiritual power, affect-

ing (if it be living faith) the

mind and will at once, as light and
heat are united in the

] sunbeam,
and containing, like the sunbeam,
many other secret properties also.

It far transcends the certainty of

any one of our senses, each of

which may deceive us. It is also

essentially different from that intel-

lectual vision which belongs to the

kingdom of glory, not of grace or

of nature. Its nearest analogon is

human faith, through which we



Churcli Authority and Personal Responsibility. 579

believe that we arc the children of

our reputed parents, and on which,
and not on demonstration, the ba-

sis of human life is laid. But it dif-

fers essentially also from human
faith. It is supernatural, not natu-

ral. It is certain, not uncertain.

In its application to supernatural

objects it is wholly independent of

imagination or enthusiasm
; and it

brings us into real intercourse

with objective truth. False reli-

gions rest on that which simulates

divine faith, and may, even among
Christians, so fill its place that the

difference is not discernible to hu-

man eyes a mixture of human
faith with aspiration, imagination,
and the other natural faculties. True

religion carries with it the special

faculty by which it is capable of

being realized, and thus makes a

revelation which they but seemed
to make. But this faculty is not

a natural one awakened, but a su-

pernatural one bestowed, its ordi-

nary antecedents being the corre-

sponding moral virtues of humility
and purity; and the exercise of

human faith and other devout af-

fections, themselves stimulated by
a different and inferior kind of

grace, bestowed on the whole fam-

ily even of unregenerate man. Be-
sides the antecedent conditions for

receiving, other conditions are neces-

sary for the realization and right

application of the divine and illu-

minating grace. These conditions
are not arbitrary, but spring from
the necessities of our whole na-

ture, both individual and corpo-
rate. They are ordinarily the in-

dividual co-operation of will, mind,
and heart, and an attitude of will-

ing submission to God, or the pro-
phet through whom the objects of
faith are propounded to us by him.
This prophet was the Messiah him-
self while he walked on earth, and

was the Apostolic College from the

day of Pentecost. He continues

to address us, in a manner equally

distinct, through that church in

whom, as catholic and yet one, the

unity of the Apostolic College (one
in union with Peter) still abides.

That church is the body of Christ
;

and we are introduced at once into

it and him through baptism. The
visible rite corresponds with the

invisible grace bestowed through
it, just as the church itself is at

once the spiritual kingdom of

peace, and the visible
" mountain

of the Lord's house
"

elevated to

the summit of the mountains,
and as man himself, consists of soul

and body.
That church, inheriting a belief

which it never invented or discov-

ered, confesses Christ, and confess-

es also that she is Christ's repre-
sentative on earth. She challen-

ges individual faith, and proposes
to it the one object of dogmatic
belief. That one object is the

whole Christian faith, as it has

hitherto been, OF ever may be, au-

thentically defined. Whether it be
believed imflui(fyt

as by the pea-
sant, or. explicitly, as by the doctor,
makes no difference whatever, rela-

tively to faith, though it may af-

fect edification, which needs a due

proportion between our intellectu-

al and moral gifts. In each case

alike (i) the whole faith is held;

(2) is held bond fide, as revealed

by God ; (3) is held wholly by super-
natural faith ; (4) affords thus a

basis for the supernatural life of

hope and charity.
"
Fundamentals,"

as distinguished from "
non-essen-

tials," there are none, i.e., objec-

tively. All Christian truths are

in each other by implication, as

Adam's race was in the first pa-
rent. They are yet more tran-

scendently in each other, for each
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contains all. To receive one by
divine faith is to receive all. To

deny one, when competently pro-

posed to us by the authority which

speaks in God's name, is to deny
all, unless circumstances beyond
our will have deceived our mind

respecting that authority or its

message. The whole objective
faith will probably never be recog-

nized, till in the kingdom of glory
it flashes upon us in its unity. In

the kingdom of grace (in via, not

in patria) it is defined in propor-
tion to the moral and intellectual

needs of the church. It is defined,

not as a science, but from neces-

sity, and to meet the gainsaying of

heresy. The endeavor of the

church is to preserve the treasure

confided to her. It cannot in-

crease, but the knowledge of it

must. Subjectively, the knowledge
is progressive as man is progres-
sive

;
but objectively- it is un-

changing as God is eternal. The

whole, defined and undefined, is

essential and one. The whole is

needed for the race, that the race

may retain Christ, its head. The

knowledge of the whole is needed

by each according to his circum-

stances. The entire belief of the

entire truth, implicitly, is necessary
for each individual. Ordinarily,
and except in the case of involun-

tary error, that entire belief of the

whole is realized through a sub-

mission (absolute but free, filial,

and necessitated by all our Chris-

tian sympathies and spiritual affec-

tions, as well as by obedience) to

her who is God's representative,

visible, on earth.

The existence of that visible

church- is wholly irrespective of

our needing an expositor of dog-
matic faith. Its character is de-

termined (i) by the character of

God, whom it images alike in his

unity and his plurality ; (2) by
the character of Christianity, which
is communicated to the race, and to

the individual in and with the body,
so that nothing that he holds can be
held singly, except what is perish-
able

;
and (3) by the character of

man, who graduates in a certain

order, and who, as a mixed being,
is taught after a fashion that ever

exalts the meek and raises the

moral faculties above the intellec-

tual in endless elevation, however

high the latter may ascend. But

among its other functions, the visi-

ble church has that of presenting
to the infused habit of faith what
otherwise it would seek for in vain,

i.e., a dogmatic authority which, in

act, it can rise to, cleave to, and
live by. If Christ reigned visibly
on earth, he would need no such

representative. If Christ, as the

Eternal Reason, inspired each man,
as well as enlightening him, he
need never have assumed flesh. If

the Holy Ghost inspired each man
as he did the prophets and apostles

(instead of communicating to him
the grace of faith, planting him in

the church, feeding him with the

Lord's body, quickening his devout

affections, etc.), then there would be
no need for the church, as a dog-
matic authority, nor for the Holy
Scriptures. If the Bible were a

plain book
;

if the nature of truth

were such that it could be divided

into fundamental and non-essential
;

if one doctrine could be believed,

while another, involved in it, is de-

nied, then, perhaps, private judg-
ment might extract from the Bible

as much as an individual requires.

Again, if supernatural faith were
not requisite, but human faith,

founded on evidence, and generating

opinion, sufficed, then private judg-

ment, availing itself of all human

helps suggested by prudence, could
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build up on the Bible, on philosophy,
on ecclesiastical traditions, and on

the public opinion of the day, a cer-

tain si-lieine of thought on sacred

Miiijccls, round which the affections

would cluster, to which devout as-

sociations would cling, which the

understanding might formalize, im-

nation brighten, enthusiasm ex-

ult in, prudence recommend. But

these are all suppositions, not re-

alities. Private "inspiration" is

known to be a fallacy-
" Reason "

cannot make reasonable men agree ;

and every one who has any portion
in reason knows that what is dis-

puted for ages is disputable, and
that what is not truth to all cannot

be truth absolute and certain, on
the ground of reason, to any one.

Uncertain opinion cannot be super-
natural faith. Spiritual discernment

cannot load us to the finer appre-
ciation of doctrine while we remain

ignorant as to whether it be a par-
ticular doctrine or the opposite
doctrine that challenges our faith.

But, on the other hand, if an

authority speaks in God's name, it

may be really commissioned by
him. If so commissioned, it may
be believed by us. If believed, all

parts of its message are equally
certain. This hypothesis obviously
admits of an objective faith certain

throughout, and only for that reason

certain at till. If a revelation were
to be founded on faith, this would

affordfaith a sphere. I speak of it

now as but an hypothesis. I claim

for it that it is reasonable.

It is objected that such belief

could be but an amiable and use-

ful credulity at best, since it would
not be founded on insight and

spiritual discernment. It is thus
that Hindoos and Mahometans be-

lieve; and their belief would be

worthless, but that by God's mercy
some fragments of truth and some

gleams of reason are mixed up witJi

their systems. The objection wholly
overlooks the fact that ex hypothesi
the prophet and her message are

believed, not with a human faith,

but with a divine faith. Faith is

inclusively the gift of spiritual dis-

cernment, though it is also much
more. What faith receives must be

spiritually discerned. It can dis-

cern in no other way.
But, it is objected, the plain fact

is that multitudes do not spiritually
discern or appreciate what they
thus receive. No doubt. Nothing
is more possible than that they
should receive with only a human
faith what yet is divinely address-

ed to a divine faith. They have,

then, opportunities which they have
not yet used. Multitudes of Roman
Catholics have doubtless, like mul-
titudes of Protestants, opinion only,
not certainty, while the sensation of

certainty is in both cases illusory,
and proceeds from positiveness of

temper or sluggishness of mind.*
To possess the means of realizing
and maintaining faith compels no
man to have faith

; otherwise, like

intuitions irrespective of the will,

it would merit nothing and include

no probation. Faith and the guide
of faith are both offered to the

Catholic
;
but he must co-operate

with grace, as with Providence, to

profit by either.

But how, it is asked, can we by
such a process have a spiritual dis-

*This statement is ambiguous. There are
doubtless many persons, who have been brought
up Catholics, who have never formally icnounccd
the Catholic profession, and who are ready to de-
clare their belief of many Catholic doctrines, but
who doubt or disbelieve some one or more articles of

faith, and have ceased to give unreserved allegiance
to the authority of the church. Such persons have
lost faith, and are not really Catholics, though they
may call themselves by the name, and still enjoy
some of the rights of members of the church. But
every baptized member of the church has, at least,

the habit of faith, if he has not destroyed it by a

contrary act, t'./.,bya formal sin against faith.

ED. C. W.
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cernment of the doctrine by which

\ve are challenged ? Are we not in

the position, after all, of Hindoos? I

answer, Christianity resembles many
false religions in this respect : that it

conies to us on what claims to be au-

thority, and challenges our submis-

sion
;
but it differs from them in this

all-important respect : that others

are false, and it is true. It being true,

the human mind, which, so far as it

retains the divine image, is in sym-

pathy with truth, has a moral appre-
ciation of its truth, and, when illu-

minated by faith, has z spiritual dis-

cernment of it. No one who, after

years of wandering in erroneous

paths, comes at last to contemplate
the doctrine of the Trinity from a

new point of view, and accepts it

on what he trusts is a spiritual dis-

cernment of it, can doubt that he

could equally have discerned its

truth years before had he been led

by the church to the same point of

view, and gifted from above with

that light which removes the sen-

suous film. He could not indeed,

on the authority of the church,

spiritually receive or hold, with

genuine faith, something in itself

false and absurd. But then part

of the hypothesis is that the church

can propound no- doctrinal error.

Neither could the definition give

faith. But then it does not pro-

fess to do so ; it but shapes and

directs faith. As little could the

authority of the church give faith.

It makes no such profession ;
it but

challenges faith. It is the insepara-

ble condition of faith : God is its

source. The human mind, co-oper-

ating with grace, receives faith, and

at the same time is confronted with

a distinct, palpable object of faith.

So touched, it becomes the mirror of

truth
;
and its belief is exclusively

a personal and internal act, though

performed with the instrumentality,

not only of an outward agency, but

of ^specific external agency, i.e., the

church. The same Divine Spirit
acts at once externally and internal-

ly externally in the church, which
it commissions, instructs, and keeps
one ; internally in the individual

mind, which it kindles, illuminates,

attracts, and (dissolving the tyranny
of self-love) lifts up into freedom
and power. The Holy Spirit, then,
is at once the root of faith in the

individual, and of unity in the

church. This doctrine may be

objected to as ideal ; but surely
not as carnal. Assuredly it is

Scriptural.

But, it is rejoined,
"
supposing

that the divine message may be

spiritually discerned when it is de-

voutly accepted, and thus accepted
as a whole, when it would otherwise

be accepted but in part (and then,

perhaps, with but a partial faith),

still how are we to know that the

authority is divine ? If no belief,

however sound, is faith, unless it

(ist) believes, and (2d) truly believes,

that it rests on divine testimony and
listens to God himself, how is this

prophet to be recognized ? The
world abounds in claimants to in-

fallibility, though the Christian world
has but one. The apostles indeed

claimed it
;
but then they wrought

miracles, and the miracles proved
the authority." I answer that mir-

acles proved nothing by way of

scientific demonstration ; but that

they witnessed to the supernatural
character of the teacher and the

doctrine. If the divine message
could be proved to the reason, it

would rest on science, not on faith,

and the whole Christian scheme
would be reversed, belief becoming
a necessary and natural act. Mir-

acles challenged faith, but could

only be received by faith, since

they might always be referred to
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imposture or evil spirits, both

rl.i>- -ncy abounding in the

time of Simon Magus as now. It

is begging the question to assume

that miracles do not take place
now ; but, even conceding thus

much, the church has still at least

as high credentials as the apostles

had. Their miracles constituted

but evidence; and evidence which

creates opinion can but challenge

faith, not extort it. In place of

that evidence we have now the

"notes of the church": its apos-

tolicity, its catholicity, its unity,

its sanctity, its heroic history, its

wonderful promulgation, its martyrs,
its doctors, its schoolmen

;
com-

munities moulded by it
;
races unit-

ed by it
;

sciences and arts first

nourished by it; civilisation and

freedom produced by it, and, amid
all the changes of the world, the

same great doctrines and sacra-

ments retained by it. We can hard-

ly doubt that the one stupendous

fact of the church is as strong an

appeal to the faith of a man (and
our Lord himself did but appeal to

faith) as that made by an apostle
at Athens, when, rising up in a

mixed multitude of disputatious

Greeks, Eastern sorcerers, Roman
conjurers, and Jewish refugees, he

assured them that he had been

sent by the unknown God to preach
what to the Greeks was foolishness :

that One who was crucified had
also worked miracles and risen from

the dead, . . . that his kingdom,
and not the Roman, was to crown
the world; and that all this was
the fulfilment of Jewish prophecy,
though the Jewhh nation disowned
that kingdom, and had slain its

Head. 1 U- spoke of glories to come :

the church speaks of triumphs that

have been, lie suggested an ex-

periment : the church has tried

and proved it. He was accused of

blasphemy, superstition, atheism,
insubordination

; so is she. He
must have confessed that inspira-
tion was not given to him alone,

but to the Apostolic College ; and
he could have brought no imme-
diate and scientific proof that he

and his scattered brethren agreed
in the same doctrine, even as to
"
essentials." The church's practi-

cal unity of doctrine is a mat-

ter of notoriety, and is account-

ed for by the imputation* of ty-

ranny, formalism, etc. It is an

understatement to affirm that, on

the Roman Catholic hypothesis, that

church challenges faith with the aid

of as strong evidential witness

as an apostle possessed. But the

quantum of evidence is not the

question. The greatest amount of

it cannot give faith, the least may
clieit it ; and at what periods the

world requires most evidence we
know not. The important fact is

that the church which claims for its

centre the apostolic see, does chal-

lenge faith just as an apostle did,
or as the whole apostolic college
did

;
that she is apostolic, not mere-

ly by having the succession, but by
using the authority, and by acting

just as she must act if, as she af-

firms, the whole college, in union

with Peter, lived on in her. She too

claims all and gives all. She too

says,
"
Through me you may exer-

cise divine faith when you receive,
'

by hearing,' the message of God
;

for I am his apostle. What I saw
and heard, what I handled and

tasted, that, as a sure witness, I re-

port. It was I who cast my nets

on the Galilean shore when I was
called. I heard that question,

' But
whom say ye that / am ?

'

I knelt

on the Mount of Transfiguration
when the suppressed glory broke
forth and the law and the pro-

phets were irradiated. I joined in



584 Church Authority and Personal Responsibility.

that Last Supper. I stood beside

his cross, and received his mother

as my mother. I reached forth my
hand, and put my fingers -into the

print of the nails. I received the

charge, saw the ascension, felt the

Pentecostal tongues, delivered my
message, sealed it with my blood,

and still stand up, delivering it for

ever, and sealing it with my blood

and with his." This is the claim

the church makes, and the same

was made by the apostle. Both

alike are subject to the rejoinder,
"
High claims do not prove them-

selves
;
and the competitors for in-

fallibility are many." Both alike

answer :

"
If my message be false,

you could not really and vitally be-

lieve in me, even though you would.

If my message be true, you may be-

lieve in me, but I cannot compel

you to do so." It is not more won-
derful that there should be rival

priesthoods than rival creeds. There
are many false because there is one

true. Authority has commonly
been claimed even by spurious re-

ligions, because the instinct of the

human race, which is reason, per-

ceived that if God vouchsafed a

revelation to man, it would be both

given and sustained through man,
and not merely through a book.

From the above statements thus

much at least is clear: (i) that the

Protestant controversy with Rome
does not respect the ultimate source

of belief, which, by the admission

of both sides, is to be referred to

the Holy Spirit alone
;
but does

respect this question, viz., whether,
since an external agency is admit-

ted to be in every case instritmental-

ly but absolutely necessary for faith,

that aid be not given to us by God,
and given in the form of one, speci-

fic instrument, not any one that

comes to hand something easily

known by outward marks which

plainly solicit attention, not a pro-
tens that changes almost as the in-

dividual mind changes. The ques-
tion is whether the something ex-

ternal confessedly essential be the

church of God and temple of the

Spirit, speaking intelligibly and with

authority, in the majesty of its visi-

ble unity ;
or be whatever sect or

teacher may represent to plastic

minds the public opinion of the

place and time.

And (2) it is equally plain that

Rome, in denouncing the principle
of private judgment (except so far

as, in abnormal circumstances, we
are reduced to it, or something like

it, while testing the claims of au-

thority), is in no degree disparaging
individual intuition, but simply stat-

ing the conjtitions, external as well as

internal, under which it can be ef-

fectually and permanently realized.

To see with another's eyes, not

one's own, is an absurd aspiration
which could not have made' itself

good for the greater part of the

Christian era, over the greater part
of the Christian world. But a man

may use his own eyes, though to-

gether with them he uses a tele-

scope, and his own ears, though he

listens to the voice of a prophet in-

stead of his own voice, or his domi-

neering neighbor's.
The Roman Catholic doctrine of

authority does not assume that we

cannot, even without that authority,
have some insight into divine tilings.

We can see the moon without a

telescope, though not the stars of a

nebula. But in theology partial

gleams of intelligence are not suffi-

cient for even their own perma-
nence. Implicitly or explicitly, we
must hold the whole to hold a part.

Truth is a vast globe which we

may touch with a finger, but cannot

clasp in both hands. It eludes us,

and we possess it but by be ng
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possessed by it. We must be

drawn into the gravitation of its

sphere and made one with it. We
are thus united with it if in union

with the church, to which it is

given. We then see it all around

us, as we see the world we live in

not by glimpses and through mists,

as we sec a remote star. This is the

Catholic's faith. Everything con-

linns everything in his world.
" One

day telleth another, and one night
certified! another." "Sea calleth

unto sea." The firmament above

his head "declares" the glory of

Ciod, and the chambers of the deep
his statutes. A Catholic indeed

has his varying moods, and his
"
dry

moods," and his eager questionings
on points not revealed ; but his

faith does not rise and fall with

his temperament. The foundation,
at least, of his spiritual being, is a

rock.

Neither does the Roman Catho-

lic doctrine deny that a man might

conceivably, though not practically,

without the aid of authority, grasp
the whole of theology as far as it

has been yet defined. But it de-

clares that such knowledge, if thus

acquired, would not be the know-

ledge possessed by faith, but by

opinion ;
that it would rest partly

on science, partly on mere human
faith, partly on enthusiasm (so far

as the sensitive appreciation of it

went) ; and that, not being divine

faith, it could not perform the gen-
uine functions of faith. The intel-

lectual region might feast with

Dives, while the spiritual starved

with La/.arus. This is, in a greater
or lesser degree, the case with many,
both among those who profess the

principle of private judgment and
those who profess to obey author-

ity. In the very region of faith

opinion may simulate faith, just as

presumption may simulate hope and

benevolence simulate charity. The
most mysterious part of our pro-
bation is this: that under all cir-

cumstances and in all things na-

ture may mimic grace, and pretence

ape virtue. We may seem to our-

selves angels, and be nothing;
even as Christ himself, and his

church no less, seem, to the eye of

sense, the opposite of what they

are, when insight is lacking or the

point of view is determined by pre-

judice or a false tradition.

The Roman Catholic theory does

not deny the force of internal evi-

dence. It but says that such evi-

dence, being a matter of moral feel-

ing, is to be inwardly appreciated ra-

ther than logically set forth, and that

it is often most felt when most un-

consciously. A parent's authority
is not the less attested by the moral

sense of the child and by his af-

fections, though he does not con-

sciously reflect on that part of its

evidence ;
while yet he cannot be

ignorant that all the neighbors be-

lieve that those who claim to be

his parents are such in reality.

Catholic teaching does not concede

that, as argument, any evidence is

necessary for those brought up in

the true fold and gifted from child-

hood with faith, which is itself the

evidence of things not seen. It

does not believe that any gifts con-

fined to a few can give a higher
faith than is open to all

" men of

good-will." But it does believe that

for simple and learned alike one

external condition is necessary,

viz., that the doctrine to be be-

lieved should be distinctly proposed

by an authority believed (on super-
natural faith) to speak in God's

name; SD that from first to List

faith should be, not a credulity
founded on fancy, on fear, or on

self-love, but a "theological virtue
"

bettering in God, in all that fit /c-
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I'eals, as revealed by him, and in no-

thing else. Evidences are not any-

thing that can compel faith or be

a substitute for it
;
but they have

commonly a very important place,

notwithstanding, in the divine eco-

nomy. Their place is among the

motives of faith. These intellectual

motives are the character of Christ

and of the faith
;
the character of

the church and its propagation in

other words, internal and external

evidence. The moral motives are

such as the spiritual safety of Chris-

tian obedience, the peace and joy
of believing, the dignity Christian-

ity confers on human nature, etc.

One circumstance which the

Protestant theory forgets is that

all knowledge of divine things is

not necessarily faith. Angelic

knowledge and that of the trium-

phant church is vision, not faith,

and differs from faith either in es-

sence or in inseparable accidents.

The knowledge we have of God
through natural theology, however

true, is not, therefore, identical with

divine faith. Irrespectively of

Christianity, a belief in God pre-
cedes speculations, and comes to

children chiefly by faith in what

they hear from their parents. They
could not, indeed, believe their pa-
rents equally if their own minds
were not in harmony with such a

belief; but in their case, too, au-

thority is commonly a condition of

believing. By faith, says S. Paul,
" we know that the worlds were

made." That knowledge comes to

us both through testimony and by
intuitions. The " heavens declare

the glory of God "
;
but they de-

clare it, not prove it scientifically ;

and the Psalmist had the patriarchal
tradition and Mosaic revelation, as

well as his intuitions, and as their

interpreter. Natural theology we

accept by human faith concurring

with natural lights and that lower

degree of grace which compasses the

whole world. Divine faith, S. Paul

tells us, requires an outward organ,

too, not for its promulgation only,

but for its certainty.
" He gave

some apostles, some pastors, etc.,"
"
that we be not driven about with

every wind of doctrine." Could

this effect have been realized if

apostle had preached against apos-

tle, and each prophet had said to

his neighbor
"

I, too, am a prophet,"
and bear an opposite message ? S.

Paul says that the hierarchy is or-

dained not only for edification, but

to make faith certain. It can only
do that in its unity. Had certain-

ty been unnecessary, or had reason

been its organ, no hierarchy would

have been elevated to constitute

the church representative.

The Protestant theory (it may
be so spoken of with reference to

the great main points included in

most forms of Protestantism) as-

sumes that the one great character-

istic of faith is its being a power of

"spiritual discernment" or an in-

tuition of spiritual truth. This is

to put a part of the truth in place
of the whole. This attribute of

faith is asserted by the church
also

;
but her conception of faith

is founded on a larger appreciation
of the Holy Scriptures and of man's

compound nature.

Faith indeed becomes a spiritual

seeing ; but it comes "by hearing."
Considered even exclusively as in-

tuition, the
"
spiritual discernment

"

is wholly different in kind from

moral or mathematical intuitions,

as those two classes of intuition

differ from each other. A spiritual

intuition, analogous to that of rea-

son (though more exalted), would
be utterly unsuited to our needs

while still laboring in our probation
and toiling in the

"
body of this
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death." The intuition really vouch-

safed to us by supernatural grace
ever retains peculiar characteristics

originally produced by the mode in

which we leceive it. Humility,
submission, self-abnegation, con-

stitute that mode; and these quali-
ties are and remain as essential

characteristics of true faith as

spiritual discernment is. No other-

wise than
"
as little children

"
is it

possible for us to enter into the

kingdom of heaven. We must
enter the sheep-fold by the door ;

we cannot otherwise profit by it;

for could we climb its walls, it

would cease to be the sheep-fold to

us, since we should not bear in

our breasts the heart of the Lamb.

Opinion asserts ; faith confesses.

Assertion includes self-assertion ;

confession confesses another. God
only can rightly assert himself.

Created beings are relative beings,
and the condition of their true

itness is that they forget them-
selves in God. The very essence

of pride, the sin of the fallen angels,
whom but a single voluntary evil

thought subverted, is self-assertion

on the part of a relative being. In

taking self as a practical ground of

knowledge, it, in a certain sense,

creates its Creator, and involves the

principle that God himself may be
but an idea. Pride is not only our

strongest spiritual temptation, but

is almost the natural instinct of

reason, working by itself, on super-
natural themes, and it remains un-
detected by reason,just as water can-

not be weighed in water. The
higher we soar, the more we need
to be reminded of our infirmity;
therefore the glorious intuitions of

faith are, for our safety, given to us

by the way of humility, and con-
tinued to us on condition of obedi-

ence. Not only faith, as a habit, is

humble, but the peculiar species of

knowledge which it conveys is such

as to preserve that character; for

that knowledge is obscure, although
certain. We see,

"
as through a glass,

darkly
"

;
but we see steadily. Im-

aginative reason gets bright flashes

by rubbing its own eyes, but they
are transient. Faith, requiring do-

cility as a habit in us, and involv-

ing obscurity as a condition of its

knowledge, is a. perpetual discipline
of self-sacrifice. Christianity is the

doctrine of a sacrifice ; and through
a spiritual act and habit of self-

sacrifice alone can that doctrine be

"spiritually discerned." Christian

kncnuledge is thus the opposite of

the rationalistic and of the Gnostic.

This estimate of faith is surely
as Scriptural as it is philosophic.
Thus only can we reconcile the

statements of our Lord and of S.

Paul. The most humble and child-

like docility is constantly referred

to by our Lord as an essential part
of that faith which, on condition of
so beginning and of continuing such,

imparts to us as much spiritual dis-

cernment as is an earnest of the

Blessed Vision. Such docility must
look like credulity. Almost all the

instances of it which met his high-
est praise did look like credulity,
and would have been credulity had
not grace inspired them, Provi-

dence directed them, and Truth it-

self rewarded them. What then ?

Which part of Christianity is not

thus double-visaged? What part
of it is not a scandal to them that

"judge by appearances
"

and do
not "judge righteous judgment"?
If to all without faith the Master
must seem an impostor, why should

not the disciples seem enthusiasts?

Were they who wished that the

shadow of the apostles should fall

on them, was she who touched the

hem of Christ's garment, fanatics,

because erring nature too can
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prompt her children to similar acts

under an erring religion ? Before

such a philosophy (if philosophy
can rest on such an assumption)
the Gospel, as well as the church

of the orMs terranim, and the

whole ancient church, must give

way, and pure religion must be a

discovery, not of the XVIth, but of

the XlXth century. Credulity it-

self is but a subordinate and ill-

grounded form of human faith, and

is far from suppressing, though it

misdirects, the nobler faculties of

the natural man. Plato and Bacon
had more of it than IJpicurus and
Hobbes. Docility (its analogon in

the spiritual world) is the humbler
element in faith. It is absolutely

necessary, and is sometimes un-

distinguishable, in mere outward

seeming, from its natural counter-

part. Milk is as necessary for

babes as meat for the mature. The
mature never cease, in the king-
dom of heaven, to be, inclusively,

children
;

it is their very excellence

that they unite the best character-

istics of different ages, sexes, and
conditions. Yet the children of

the kingdom are not fed on mortal,
but on immortal, milk

;
and that

milk is meat in a less compact
preparation. As an incredulous

habit is not a mark of true wisdom,
so an indocile habit is incompatible
with an authentic faith, which can-

not act except in obedience to an

authentic authority. To the ra-

tionalist the indocile habit, far from

being a fault, is a necessity ;
for his

knowledge comes from within only,

not from above and from within.

Now let us turn to history and fact.

Had they no spiritual discernment

of Christ who died for him ? Yet

did not the martyrs and the age of

martyrs abound in what to Protes-

tantism seem credulities ? The
church of the apostles, of the fathers,

of the doctors, of the schoolmen, the

church that built up Christendom,

invariably recognized the principle
of ecclesiastical obedience, docility,

submission, as a part of faith, not

as inconsistent with the intuition of

faith its moral element, as the

other is its intellectual. It was the

cement that kept the whole fabric

together, though not the amphionic
power that raised the living stones.

Those who branded obedience as

superstition were Arius, and Ae'rius,

and Vigilantius, and the Albigen-
sian heretics, not the fathers, the

doctors, or the martyrs of the faith.

The latter knew that the faith of

him who lays hold of Christ, and
of her who but touches "

the hem of

his garment," are in kind the same.

They knew also, that, when truth

confronts us and grace is offered, the

spirit which is
"
offended

"
at little

things is not edified by great. And
how has it been ever since

;
how is

it now with the mass of the world ?

How does faith come to children and
to the poor, and to the busy and to

the dull? What makes the Bible,

divine to them ? What suggests the

truths which they are to look for in

the Bible ? Authority, everywhere

acting through such representatives
of authority as remain in lands

which decry it ! If docility, obe-

dience, a desire to believe, submis-

sion previous to insight, be not, under

Christian conditions, characteristics

of faith, merely because, under pa-

gan conditions, they might be op-

posed to spiritual knowledge, then

have most believers believed in vain;

for error cannot be the foundation

of truth. Discernment belongs, by
universal confession, to faith, and

baptism is the
" sacrament of illu-

mination "; but no proposition can

be more unreasonable than that faith

should begin with, or be identical

with, an insight which, in a high
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degree of conscious development,

obviously belongs to the few, and

to them under very special circum-

stances.

l.rt us return to the philosophy
of the "rule of faith."

No one would deny that the will,

even more than the mind, is the seat

of faith; but the Protestant theory
does not efficiently and practically

recpgnize this truth. Submission

is in the will ; discernment in the

mind. The latter belongs to the

man chiefly ;
the former to the

child equally, and the child living

on in the Christian man. The whole

Catholic system is based on this

fact. From it, for instance, follows,

by inevitable consequence, the true

theory of charity in reference to dog-
matic error that, namely, of

"
in-

vincible ignorance." Protestants,

and Protestants who repeat the

Athanasian Creed, think this ex-

pression but an evasion. But "
in-

vincible ignorance
" means involitn-

firn- ignorance of the truth, and is

based on the known principle that

heresy must be a sin of the will, be-

cause faith is a virtue, primarily

belonging to the will, when it sub-

mits to grace. Now, granting that

the internal agency of the Divine

Spirit is that which clears the fac-

ulty of spiritual discernment and

develops faith in the mind, still, as-

suredly, obedience is trained and
faith is rooted in the will by the

same Spirit addressing us through
its outward organ, the church.
"
Obedience to the faith

"
is not a

principle only, but a habit. Habits

are impressed on us, not by precept

only, but by providential circum-

stance and divine institutions,

such as the civil power, parental

rule, the weakness of infancy, the

hindrances of knowledge, those

necessities for social co-operation
which train the sympathies.

Implicit faith in the Bible only

might, for such as entertained it

with absolute and childlike confi-

dence, give rise to no small degree
of moral deference, and does so

with many Protestants, though not

without a considerable alloy of error

and of superstition. But a book,

though divine, is a book still. It

cannot speak, except with the in-

quirer for an interpreter. It can-

not correct misinterpretations. It

will often reveal what is sought, and
hide what is not desired, but is

needed. It will
"
find

"
those who

find in it what they brought to it.

It is plastic in hot and heedless

hands. It may train the mental

faculties, but it will not practically
exercise a habit of submission. If

a country, in place of possessing
laws, with magistrates to enforce

and judges to expound them, pos-
sessed nothing but statutes on parch-

ment, and a vast legal literature for

their exposition, statutes and com-
ments being alike commended to

the private judgment of individuals,
would it be possible that subjects
could be trained up with the habit

or spirit of political obedience?

Every man might be educated till

he resembled a village attorney ;

but loyalty would be extinct. The
statute-book would still assert the

principle of obedience, as does the

Bible in spiritual things ; but the

habit could not thus be formed.

To bow exclusively to that which
addresses us in abstract terms, and
to bow when and how our judg-
ment dictates this alone is not in

reality, though it may be in words,
a discipline of humility. To obey
God, as represented by man, is that

at which pride revolts. The au-

thority of the church in the house-
hold and kingdom of Christ is like

that of the father in the family and
the monarch in his realm. An
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authority thus objectively embodied
has also a special power of working
through the affections; and to train

them to be the handmaids of faith

is one of the special functions of the

church.
"
My little children of

whom I travail again," says S. Paul

to his flock. What living church can
be imagined as thus addressing her

children ? Surely none save that

one which claims apostolic authori-

ty, and does not shrink from pro-

claiming that faith includes obedi-

ence as well as insight. This is

not an idle theory. What men in

the Roman Catholic Church have
entertained the most filial and af-

fectionate reverence for their mo-
ther ? Her saints those who had
the most ardent love for their Lord,
the deepest insight into his Cos--

pel, and the keenest appreciation of

its spiritual freedom the S. Ber-

nards, Thomas a Kempises, Francis

de Saleses. To retain obedience as

a principle, and yet cheat it of its

object, an authentic and real au-

thority, was the
" Arch Mock "

of

the
"
Reformation."

A faith thus confirmed and stead-

ied by authentic authority can alone

permanently sustain the ardent and
enthusiastic devotion of strong
minds. Faith, or what seems faith,

if resting exclusively on internal

feeling and individual opinion, will

vehemently, if but transiently, excite

the light and the impulsive ;
but

the graver mind will distrust it,

even when visited by the more san-

guine mood, from a painful sense

that it has no power of discrimi-

nating between faith and illusion.

It will be sure of its own percep-
tions and sensations

;
but it cannot

contrive wholly to ignore those of

its neighbor when they are opposite.
It will remember that there are

two causes of uncertainty, the first

arising when our own premises ad-

mit of alternative conclusions, the

second when, the conclusions being
obvious, the premises are disputed
and cannot be proved. It will re-

member that mathematical and
moral intuitions,

"
though indepen-

dent of evidence, are yet backed

by a practically universal consent

(the result of their being, in a large

measure, intuitions independent of

the will) ;
and it may be disposed

to say that if it happened that

most people denied that the

three angles of a triangle equal-
ed two right angles, I could not

indeed believe that they made
three, but I might come to believe

that I had wandered into a region
in which impressions must always
seem certain, but yet in which no-

thing could be authentically known."
Men cannot exchange their tastes ;

but then they know that tastes are

subjective ; whereas revealed truth

must be objective. Some such mis-

giving will chill faith commonly
in large and steady minds, and thus

the whole religious life is struck

dead. Enthusiasm will commonly,
under such circumstances, belong

only to those minds which boil

over before, they have taken in

much heat. A church which makes
its censers of paper, not metal, can-

not burn incense. A religion which,
/// any form, includes a

"
peradven-

ture," has admitted the formula of

nature and lost the
" amen "

of

supernatural truth. It is reduced

and transposed. Its raptures are

but poetry, its dogma but science,

its antiquity but pedantry, its forms

but formality, its freedom but

license, its authority but conven-

tion, its zeal but faction, its sobrie-

ty but sloth. It cannot admit of

enthusiasm, as it cannot generate
it in its nobler and more permanent
forms, because it can neither bal-

ance nor direct it. Such a faith
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must install reason in the higher

|>lu( e. A church founded on no-

thing higher must serve, not rule.

It will end by worshipping its bond-

age.
As in theology there is no pos-

sibility of separating dogma from

dogma, so there is no possibility

of separating the religious affections

from a reverence for dogmas, if the

mind be an inquiring one. What
has been called "loyalty to our

Lord," and contrasted with the
"
dogmatic spirit," is a sentiment

which depends wholly on what we
belici'e concerning him. But to be-

lieve him to be God and man in-

volves an immense mass of pro-
found doctrine which may be held

implicitly by the many, but whichthe

student must hold explicitly, or be in

a condition of doubt. These sub-

tle questions involve metaphysical

speculations; and had we to settle

them for ourselves, we must all of

us have mastered philosophy before

we had learned the lore of Chris-

tian love. But how many points
are there of a different sort which

yet must be certain, if our faith is

to be certain points which no man
could settle for himself, and as to

which no authority save one secure

from error could give us rest !

Such are the questions as to the

mode of administering sacraments
;

what form of baptism is valid, and
what is invalid j the canonicity
of the Scriptures, which, if it de-

pend on our individual estimate

of historic evidence only, can

rise no higher than the level of

opinion, and therefore can never

afford a basis for divine faith. No
'liable man can suppose that

either directly or indirectly he can

reach to intuitions on these points.
He may say that they are not es-

sential to him personally ; but he

cannot but suspect that they are

essential to the integrity of that

whole scheme of theology which,

as a 7i'//<>/f, is essential to him. A
leak in the ship is not less danger-
ous because low down and out of

sight; and the strength of a chain

is the strength of its weakest link.

When the principle of authority
ceased to be held, as a revealed

doctrine (the complement of that of

personal spiritual discernment), the

complete circle of faith was broken,

and an element of doubt enter-

ed in. The process was unperceiv-
ed because gradual, the inherited

faith concealing long the ravages
of innovating opinion. Human
faith succeeded also to divine, and
simulated it. Science, imagination,
enthusiasm in its ever-varying

forms, contributed their aid. Pro-

testant churches can hardly now
even conceive of an authority acting

simply and humbly under divine

faith. They can only imagine
anathemas as proceeding from pas--

sion. But S. Paul and the early

church, as well as the Roman Ca-

tholic, thought differently.

Another principle lost sight of

practically on the Protestant theory
of religious knowledge is that it is

necessary to hold the Christian

faith, not only (ist) *'// its fulness,

and (2d) with certainty, but also

(3d) in its purity. Now, what-

ever truths individual intuitions

and studies ma> bring home to us

(legitimately or accidentally), it is

certain from experience that they
will not exclude many errors, which

apparently have the same sanction,

and are entertained with the same
confidence nay, are so cherished

that if but one be spoken against,
the whole system of thought is felt

to be endangered. But this con-

fusion of truth and error introduces

Babel into the heart of Jerusalem,
and erects altars to false gods in
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the temple of the True. The soul

espoused to Christ must exclude

his rivals, and preserve ever the

unrelaxed girdle of purity in spirit-

ual things. Faith is not only the

mother, but the virgin mother, of

all perfect belief, devotion, and

practice. Error, in ihe region of

faith, is not only hostile but fatal

to truth in its spiritual unity. We
are assured that

"
the letter kills,"

not merely that it is void; and we
know that a little poison may cor-

rupt much food, while a little need-

ful medicine may taste as bitter as

poison. Now, that the Bible, by
reason of its very excellency,

abounds in passages obvious to in-

dividual misinterpretation, no can-

did reader of it or of history will

deny. We need, therefore, some-

thing which will preserve us from

such dangers, as well as from evils

of deficiency. Animals are pro-

tected from many dangers by the

constant presence of overpowering
instincts. The soul requires equal-

ly the constant guidance of the

Holy Spirit. Experience disproves
the novel and enthusiastic notion

that the Spirit is thus given viz., as

inspiration to the individual in his

isolation. He requires, therefore,

the aid of the Spirit, both acting in

his soul as vital heat, and also

shedding light on him from the

church, round whose head the Pen-

tecostal flame ever plays. Within

that church which teaches
"
with

authority, and not as the scribes,"

a firmament is drawn between mat-

ters to be believed de fide and

matters of opinion. Errors in

theological opinion, recognized as

opinion only, are not necessarily
more hurtful than errors in science

or politics. Let us now glance at

the most ordinary form of objec-
tion.

So inveterate are traditional

habits of thought that we recur to

them after their fallaciousness has

been ever so clearly pointed out

A wheel of thought moves round

in our head, and the old notions

recur. What convert, for instance,

has not been plagued, while ap-

proaching to Catholic convictions,

by the reiteration of that thought

constantly recurring to his mind,
"

Is it likely that all England should

have been in error for three hun-

dred years ?" Though he cannot but

feel the weight of the answer,
"

It is

at least more likely than that all

Christendom should have been far

more deeply steeped in worse errors

and corruptions, by their nature

affecting individuals as well as the

body corporate, for at least twelve

hundred years." It is thus that in

the question of the
"
rule of faith

"

we recur to the question,
"
Is it

not obvious that the individual

mind must lose all freedom and

spontaneity, if obliged to measure

its movements by an outward au-

thority ? Is not such obedience

servile, not filial ; carnal, not spirit-

ual ? Who could move freely, if

obliged to walk always with another,

though that other were his dearest

friend?" Now, far from all this

being obvious, it is obviously found-

ed on a misconception of the hy-

pothesis objected to. Why does

the soul partake of a higher free-

dom as it advances in submission to

God ? How is it that, in the glo-
rified state, perfect freedom exists

without the possibility of falling?
Because the Spirit that works in the

redeemed and regenerate is the

Spirit of God himself. Why is it

no bondage that our two eyes must,
if in a healthy condition, move to-

gether ? Because the same law

acts freely in both. Why is it that

a hand that has ceased to obey the

brain is called a powerless hand ?
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Because its power proceeds from

sympathy with (lie brain. Now,
on tin- hypothesis of tin- "\isible

church," just such a sympathy,
h a law, and such a Spirit u<ork

equally and simultaneously in the in-

dividual an,! in the body. To the

churrh the Spirit is given indcfcc-

tibly, to Irad her into
"

all truth,"

even to the "end of the world."

The individual may or may not

co-op, -rate with the Spirit; but if

he docs, he must needs, ex hypo-

tliesi, co-operate with the church,
and he cannot feel as a bondage
what is the law of his life, though
the less spiritual part of him may
often feel it as a salutary restraint.

kij.h'U l.i serve is, in things divine.

the only possible spiritual, as dis-

tinguished from merely natural,

dom. Tiie ival question, then,

respects, not either the stringency
i he. law or its character as ex-

ternal law, but its being or not

ig divine a rightful authority,

irpation.

The place, of faith is not deter-

mined by controversial or even in-

tellectual needs only. Its func-

tions are innumerable. It is the

bond i" : v e< ;i i .nl i tod.

It must affect the whole soul and
be the health of : ;. It is

i's adamant diffused through
i-y region of our being, as the

; on which the church is built

extends, in its solidity, throughout
fabric. Our

individual faith may be weak; but
it i Hire of faith itself to

iig ; and our faith

mu us, and so sttind

towards us, as to admit of its own
infinite incre ,ve ll as of,its

pen . It must enli
:_,

the mind, erect the will, warm and
the heart, live in every

tion, kneel in our humility, en-

dure in our patience. It is an ar-

VOL XX. 38

mor that covers us wholly, leav-

ing no spot exposed to the flying
shafts of an enemy, to whom one

spot is as the whole body. Its

shield is a mirror in which human-

ity beholds the whole of its being,
individual and social, imaged after

the stature of the renewed man.
That image is no idol with brazen
breast and feet of earth, but the

likeness, everywhere glorious, of

Him who took our whole nature,

and in it was obedient to
"
his pa-

rents
"

and his country's law, as

well as to his Father's will. Faith,
in the Protestant acceptation of

the word, is unable to discharge for

us all these high offices. No Pro-
testant community (and many have
been tried) can point to its heroic

triumphs, and say, "Behold its

fruits.
"

They have neither con-
verted heathen nations nor retained
as much of the faith as they started

with on their new career.

The theory of the
"
Bible inter-

pred-dby private judgment "seems,,

then, to me to have been novel,

rash, crude, not sincerely thought
out when promulgated the only
position that could affect to justify
the revolt from unity, but one not
itself justified by the event. My
reason, to which rationalism ever

appeals, would not have antecedent-

ly assured me that a book would
have funned even part of a revela-

tion. My reason tells me that if

the facts of Christianity be divine,,

its dogmatic truths divine, and the

book which records the facts and
announces the truths be divine, it

is not unreasonable that the inter-

preter of that book should be di-

vine. Such is the theory which
Rome maintains, but which no o

will say that Rome did more than

retain, walking thus in the foot-

steps of the primitive church, and
of the general councils. The pa-
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triarehal church had no Bible
;

tiie

Hebrew church but an incomplete
canon, added to from time to time.

The Christian canon wasnot compil-
ed for two centuries after Christ

;

Providence did not allow of its dif-

fusion by printing for fourteen.

The Christian world is still, for the

most past, unable to read. Most
Protestants have therefore ever

been compelled to be guided by
an authority which, without pre-

tending to confer the spiritual gifts

which Rome confers, is exposed to

many of the same objections. All

religious communities say prac-

tically, "Hear me." One only

says, with the apostle,
" Hear the

church." One only delivers a dis-

tinct and consistent message. One

only unites parental authority with

maternal solicitude, fear with love,

enthusiasm with steadfastness, per-
manence of faith with progress of

defined knowledge, the doctrines

with the ethical habits of the early

church, the lore of the Fathers with

the propagandism of the early mis-

sionaries and the courage of the

martyrs. It is the church of Him
who was singled from his brethren

as were Judah, Shem, Seth, and

made to be unity, that in his unity
all might be one, in one Lord, one

faith, and one baptism.
A. DE VERE.

NOVEMBER 2, 1851.

Oiu readers will certainly be

thankful to us for giving them the

pleasure of perusing the foregoing
letter, which is a document of great
interest and value for several rea-

sons. It is the work of an author

whose prose is only inferior to his

poetry. It is a record of the pro-
cess of reasoning by which one of

the many illustrious English con-

verts was aided to make the tran-

sition from Anglicanism to the

Catholic Church, given in his own

language atatime when his thoughts
and sentiments about the momen-
tous change were fresh in his mem-
ory, and remarkably different from

any similar production. The value

of such a document, considered in

the respect just mentioned, depends
on its being given precisely as it was
written at the time

;
and we have

been, therefore, scrupulously careful

not to change or modify a single

sentence, or even a word, in the

author's manuscript.
This letter is not, however, mere-

ly a psychological and literary curi-

osity. Though it is the argument,
not of a Catholic theologian, but of

a man of letters just recently con-

verted to the faith, it is a remarka-
ble presentation of some parts of

Catholic doctrine, more particularly
of the supernatural certairjty of

divine faith, and the essential dif-

ference of faith from human science

or opinion, even when the object
of the latter is natural or revealed

theology. We think it important,

however, to add a short explanation
of our own as a safeguard of purely
natural certitude. Sound Catholic

philosophy establishes the certitude

of knowledge received through the

senses, the understanding, and the

discursive or reasoning operation
of the mind upon the concepts ap-

prehended by both those faculties.

Physical, metaphysical, and moral

demonstration produce, therefore,

true science, not mere opinion.
The rational proof of the Catholic

religion rests on these three, and is

sufficient to produce a certain con-

viction. This is not, however,
identical with divine faith. The
act of faith is distinct from the

merely rational assent of the mind.

Yet these two acts may terminate

on the same object. One may be
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convinced, for instance, of the quire an historical certainty of the

spirituality of the soul, by a me- same truth. We cannot be too

taphysiral demonstration, without careful to maintain the supernatu-

believing in the divine revelation, ral quality of faith and the superior-
If he afterward believes in the rev- ity of its divine light to the natural

elation, lie will have also a divine light of reason ;
at the same time,

f.iitli in the spirituality of the soul, we must be also careful not to

< >ne may believe by divine faith weaken or diminish the certainty
that Christ made S. Peter the head and the scope of natural know-
of the church, and afterwards ac- ledge. ED. C. W.

THE CHURCH IN F .

BUILD up the church ! Let its turrets rise,

With cross-crowned summits, to kiss the skies ;

Hollow its centre, in nave and aisle,

From its walls let heaven-rapt faces smile.

.Make its fair altars to glow with light,

Where priest and ministering acolyte

May kneel, with incense and book and bell,

The praises of God and his saints to swell.

Let the deep tones of the organ roll

With thunderous music, to stir the soul,

While spirits soar, as on wings of fire,

'Mid the holy chants of the surpliced choir.

But when the crowd has passed away,
And the lights burn low and the church is gray,
And in their solitude aisle and nave
Are still and stern as a martyr's grave,

All is not over of praise and prayer :

The mourner, shrinking from crowd and glare,
M iv kneel in the shadow, and veil her eyes
Before the Lord of the sacrifice.

The sacred Presence that throws its spell
An ever-abiding miracle

O'er the empty fane and the silent shrine,
Is there at all seasons the Host divine.



596 Are You My Wife?

ARE YOU MY WIFE?

BY THE AUTHOR OF u A SALON IN PARIS BEFORE THE WAR,
u NUMBER THIRTEEN."

"
PIUS VI.," ETC.

CHAPTER I.

A FEW PACKS FROM CLIDF. DF. WINTON's NOTE-BOOK.

IT was not the reception I ought
to have had; but that was my own
fault. The old house was not in

the habit of giving such a cold wel-

come to the eldest son who brought
home his young bride. On the

contrary, fireworks and bonfires,

and bells ringing, and flags flying,

and universal rejoicing both inside

and outside the house, bad been

the traditionary mode of proceed-

ing, on such occasions, since the

Conquest, when it first owned a

master of 'the name of De Winton.

My earliest recollections of a dis-

tinct kind are of my father bring-

ing home my step-mother to the old

place, and of my peeping out from

my nursery-window, and vaguely

connecting the strange lady, who
came in the midst of us heralded

by such noise and splendor, with

the story of the Queen of Sheba that

my nurse read to me very often on

Sundays out of a pictured story-

book. This infantine delusion had

long vanished before I quite lost

the sense of childish bewilderment

that accompanied the occasion. I

was an odd child, I suppose; old-

fashioned, but not at all preco-
cious

;
and the dreamy impressions

of childhood held their grasp on

me longer than usual, probably
from my having no children to

play with and keep me from dwell-

ing so long and so exclusively on

the fancies of my own hazy little

mind. I can recall vividly even

now how I hated all the noise and
fuss that followed the wedding;
how I shrank from being dressed

in my scarlet cashmere frock, and

being sent for to the drawing-room,
and introduced to strangers, by my
stiff, stately step-mother, as

"
r.iy

son, Master Glide de Winton."

There seemed no end to the stran-

gers that came trooping in to shake

hands with my father and to be

introduced to his wife. And then

the dinners that were given, and

the noise of music afterwards, that

used- to wake me up in the nursery,
and make me dream such noisy,
confused dreams when I fell asleep

again ! How I detested it all !

And when I expressed something
of this to my nurse, and wondered

why the house, that used to be so

quiet when we had it to ourselves,

had become so full of noise and

strange people from the moment my
new mamma came home, she found

no better comfort than to tell me
that that was always the way after

a wedding, and that when I was

grown up asd married myself I

should make just as much fuss, and

a great deal more, because I should

be younger, and my wife too. It

may sound absurd, like so many
other reminiscences of childhood

that were once bitterly real to all

of us
;
but this horoscopic view of

life poisoned many an hour of those

nursery-days to me. The fact that

the dreaded ordeal was yet distant
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gave me no consolation. I leaped
over the gulf that separated six-

is old from five-and-t \venty, and

saw myself miserable in the midst

of a pandemonium of noise, and

stran:;i- people, and dinners, and

pianoforte-playing. I was no doubt
a morbid little boy, and no doubt

my n u rse discovered this, and
with the unconscious cruelty of

her race took pleasure in playing

upon my idle terrors. I know she

used to terrify me by graphic de-

si -riptions 'of the wedding ceremo-
nial from first to last

;
and the more

I showed that I was terrified, the

more eloquent and inventive as I

rwards discovered she grew.
She had been three times through
the performance herself, and thus

was peculiarly qualified to speak
of it. I remember once when she

told me I would have to stand up
before all the company at a long
table and make a speech. I could

bear it no longer, and I began to cry.
This did not soften her; she only

laughed at me for a silly little

goose* ;md assured me that, when
the time came, I would enjoy it all

as much as I now enjoyed flying

my kite and other juvenile amuse-
ments. J ran out of the nursery and

away up to a Barret where I some-
times hid myself when I expected
to lie sent for to the drawing-
room, ami tiling myself on the floor,

and literally bellowed with misery.
I suppose 1 cried myself to sleep,

for when I awoke I was still in the

1C place, tired and cold, i con-

sidered quietly what I might possi-

bly do to avert the catastrophe that

so appalled me in the distance. I

could think only of one thing: that

to run away before the wed-

ding-day arrived. 1 had heard

ries about boys running away
from school when they were very

naughty or very unhappy ; why

should they not run away from

home, if driven to extremities?

This resolution soothed me. I

crept down from my solitude a.

happier child than I had entered it.

If this account of myself sounds

unnatural, I can only answer that it

is true. If my step-mother had
been a loving, motherly woman, she

would probably have found out

something of these sufferings, and
have sought to modify them by
moulding my character; but she was
not a woman to win a child's confi-

dence, even if she had tried ; and she

.
did not try to win mine. She found
me shy, reserved, ungracious, and she

left me so. She did her duty by me
as far as she knew how. I was con-

veyed every clay regularly from the

nursery to the dining-room after

dinner. I grew resigned to the

daily punishment after a time, and
in reply to the usual questions,

" Had
I been a good boy?" and "Would
I like an apple?" I learned to an-

swer boldly that I had and that I

would, and to stand straight on both

legs and without wriggling. My
step-mother patted me on the cheek,
and observed to my father that I

was improving in my manners. Shi-

seldom went further than this in

motherly caresses for the first two

years after her marriage. Then my
father died, and I can remember
that she kissed me often, and was

altogether more gentle in her man-
ner towards me, and that I felt it.

and liked the change, though I could
in no way account for it. I was
still miserably shy, and I retained

the same intense dread of notoriety
and fuss of every description. Per-

haps it was this that partly decided
her on sending me to Eton when I

was barely old enough to be in the

school-room. Other motives may
have added weight to this one, but
1 shall say nothing of that now. If
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her object was to cure me of the

painful timidity which still beset

me, it was perhaps a justification for

sending the fatherless and mother-

less boy away from the solitude and
isolation of a gloomy home into the

stir and life of a public school,

where shyness, like so many other

foolish weaknesses, is quickly rub-

bed off by contact with those intol-

erant pedagogues companions of

one's own age and rank! I was

happy enough at Eton, in spite of

the dreaded future that still loomed
in the distance. I had forgotten
the spectre of a possible wedding-
breakfast and its accompanying
horrors. I knew now that it was in

my own hands to suffer or to avoid

them. Meantime, my natural tim-

idity still asserted itself in a way
that was much deplored by my step-

mother. I was an intelligent boy,
and might have distinguished my-
self over my fellows, had I chosen

;

but the same morbid folly that had
embittered my childhood now para-

lyzed my ambition, and prevented
me trying for prizes in any depart-
ment of study. Public speaking
comes into play very much with

candidates for honors at school, and

the finest gold medal that was ever

awarded for a Greek and Latin essay
would not have tempted me, if I

foresaw the necessity of reading the

essay aloud before that redoubtable

array of critics, my assembled mas-

ters and companions. I passed for

an oddity, and so I was. My step-

mother sighed over it in her calm,

correct way ; regretted I had not

the honorable ambition to make a

name for myself and conquer a

position amongst my fellow-men,
and so on. To this I modestly re-

plied that I was satisfied with the

name my fathers had transmitted

to me, and which I hoped to carry

honorably at least through life, if

not proudly. Pride of birth was
one of the earliest lessons she had
endeavored to instil into my mind,
and in this respect I did not prove
as stubborn as in others. I remem-
ber saying, in reply to some remarks
of hers as to the advisability of my
distinguishing myself in some pub-
lic career,

" When a man has the

good luck to be born a De Winton
he is distinguished enough

"
; and

I remember the smile of approval
that accompanied her demure shake

of the head.

I left Eton in course of time,

and went to the university. The

change from the now familiar world

of school was accomplished with

immense reluctance, and perhaps
would never have been accomplish-
ed at all without the combined in-

fluence ofmy step-mother, my uncle,

Admiral de Winton, and Sir Simon

Harness, who was one of my guar-
dians and my father's oldest friend.

I soon grew to like my new life, and
to make friends with a few of my
new companions. I was still too shy
to form friendships easily, or to be

what is called popular. Everything
however, went smoothly with me till

I was a little over twenty, and then

acircumstance occurred which woke

up the old terrors, and showed too

plainly that much of the puerile fol-

ly of childhood clung to me still.

I am almost ashamed to write it

at this lapse of time; but I shall

have more grievous follies to con-

fess by-and-by, so there is no use

passing over this one. It arose out

of a proposal to give a farewell din-

ner to a fellow who was one of

our set and extremely popular. I

chimed in heartily with the scheme
the moment it was broached, but

when one of my chums, out of pure
mischief as I afterwards found out,

suggested that we should one of us

make a farewell speech, expressing
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the regret rind so forth of the rest,

and that I should be the. speaker, I

g*>t savag'
1

, and was for not appear-

ing at all at the dinner, unless they

gave me a solemn promise that I

should no' be asked to open my lips,

even to propose a toast. We were

near quarrelling over it ; the others

were so amused at my anger and

fright that they kept up the joke,
and bullied me until I was in a

downright passion. When it was

<>ver, and I had joined in the laugh

against myself, my tormentor said,

quite hap-ha/.ard, and not with the

least idea of rousing me again :

"
I say, old boy, how will it be

when you come of age? You'll be

giving a grand blow-out at the

Moat, of course, and we'll all drink

to your health with three times

three; but you will have to return

thanks, you know, and address the

tenantry, and that sort of thing.
It will be awful fun to see you
.ii.munering and haw-hawing, and

assuring us that the affecting occa-

sion is realh aw too much for

you aw and so forth. When is

it to be? About this time twelve-

month, eh ?"

I don't know what I said to him.

I think I felt he was too great a

brute to be spoken to, except in a

language which it would not do for

a I)e U'inton to use. l!ut could this

be true ? Was I making a fool's

paradise to myself, while every day
hurried me on to this dismal catas-

trophe ?

I feigned a sudden call home on

family business that required my
presence, and started by the six A.M.

trair. next morning for the Moat.

My step-mother was surprised to

meet me on coming down to break-
fast surprised, not startled. She

:i<>t a woman to be startled.

"Madam," I said, after greeting
her ceremoniously, according to

my step-filial habit,
"
have you any

plan in view respecting the event
of my majority ?"

" You speak in enigmas, my dear
Glide. Pray explain yourself," re-

plied Mrs. de Winton
; and went on

washing her hands in that deliber-

ate way of hers that always exaspe-
rated me. Perhaps it was this trick

of perpetually washing her hands
that made me think her so uncom-

monly like the picture of. Lady
Macbeth hanging 'over the library

mantel-piece.
" To be explicit, then," I replied,

" do you intend making a Coming
of Age of it? Do you purpose
setting the tenantry into fits mak-

ing a fuss over me ? In a word
do you purpose calling up the

seven devils commonly called re-

joicings and loyal demonstrations?
Do you mean to do these things,
madam ?"

Whether she thought I had gone
suddenly mad, or that, notwithstand-

ing ihc early hour, I had been in-

dulging too freely in convivial li-

bations, I could not tell ; but she

decidedly thought I was laboring
under some sort of cerebral inflam-

mation. Suspending abruptly the

ablutionary movement, she joined
her hands coldly, and looking at me
with a severe countenance, not de-

void altogether of pity,
"
Glide, you

surprise me," she said.
"

I hoped
that you had sufficient respect for

yourself and for your ancestors to

understand . . ."
"
Madam," I broke in, trembling

with excitement,
"

I respect you
and I respect my ancestors ; but as

to making a fool of myself for the

gratification of their ante-diluvian

crotchets, I won't do it. No; if

every I)e Winton from the Flood
down were to stalk out of his cofiin

and bully me, I won't."

"Won't what?" demanded my
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step-mother, looking now rather

alarmed.
"

I won't have those seven devils

let loose over the place," I said

defiantly ;

" and unless you pledge
me your word of honor that there

will not be anything of the sort, as

sure as I'm a living De Winton I'll

bolt from the country, and never set

foot in it again !"
" You misapprehend our relative

positions altogether, Glide," resum-

ed Mrs. de Winton.
" When the

time of your majority has arrived,

you will, by the very fact of its ad-

vent, be master to deal with it as

you choose, quite independent of

my wishes. I should hope, however,
that by that time you will have

conceived a better notion of your

duty to society in your own person,
and to the traditions of the illus-

trious race from whom it is your

privilege to descend, than you seem

to possess at present. It has been

from time immemorial the custom

in the family to celebrate with pomp
and festive gatherings the majority
of the heir. I am at a loss to un-

derstand why this venerable custom

should inspire you with such irra-

tional fury; why you should antici-

pate the welcome that awaits every
De Winton on his coming of age
otherwise than with a sense of grate-

ful and honorable pride."
I had calmed down when I dis-

covered that I was my own master

in the matter. Otherwise I should

not have listened so patiently to

the end of her tirade. When it

was over, I began to feel rather

ashamed of myself. I had been

making a storm in a butter-boat.
"
If I have forgotten in the least

degree the deference I owe you,

madam," I observed, twisting my
wide-awake to give myself what the

French call a countenance,
"

I

apologi/e for it."

"
I trust you will learn to control

yourself, in future, for your own

sake," observed Mrs. de Winton,

washing her hands again.
" Be

assured of one thing : 1 shall take

no steps towards the celebration ot

the event, which is looked forward

to by* the tenantry with very differ-

ent feelings from yours, without

having your consent. I would not

expose them or you to such an

exhibition as that I have just wit-

nessed. But you have twelve

months to wait, and to improve, I

hope, before your coming of age
makes it necessary to remind you
wiiat that circumstance involves."

"If it involves a fuss, madam."
I said emphatically, and waxing
wroth again, "once more, I won't

have it. I'd rather never come of

age !" And having delivered my-
self of this decided opinion, I wish-

ed her good-morning.
I came of age in due time, and

fearing that, in spite of my com-
mands to the contrary, the tenantry

might get up some insane rejoic-

ings and catenvaulings, I feigned
illness and waited in London till

the anniversary was a week old.

That Rubicon was no sooner safe-

ly passed than the other, the fear-

ful one that had been the night-
mare of my childhood, threatened

to overtake me. I had so constant-

ly announced at school my deter-

mination never to marry that my
views on that subject were known
to all who knew me, and the repu-
tation of a woman-hater preceded
me amongst my own people. Still,

the Moat being a fine old place,

with a clear rent-roll of fifteen

thousand pounds a year, and I be-

ing an only son and in all other

respects what dowagers call an
"
eligible young man," the female

mind of shire resented such a

resolve on my part as premature
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and absurd, and set to work dili-

gently to bring me to a better way
of thinking. I pass over the his-

tory of that merciless campaign
of match-making mothers and en-

terprising daughters. The ver\

thought of it now is painful to me.

Enough that I came out of it un-

scathed. After two years of com-

parative quiet for I persistently
refused to be lured to the sirens'

caves in the neighborhood, and
forced them to beard the lion in

his den, \vliicli gave me no incon-

siderable vantage-ground over the

enemy the fire slackened, and I

was left in peace.

My step-mother did not attempt
to coerce me

;
on the contrary, she

commiserated my position, and
e than once expressed her dis-

approval of the way in which, as

said, 1 was hunted down by all

the man i igeable womanhood of the

county. She insisted on giving one
ball when I came home, to introduce

me to her own and my father's

friends and such members of the

family as I -only knew by name or

very slightly; but after that she

subsided, and my life was as free

from fuss as any life in this fussy
wuild could be.

"Cl;> rvedMrs.de Win-
ton one morning, as we sipped our
tea over the breakfast-table,

" do

you think it quite impossible you
MiouKl ever marry ?"

'' U ell," I said reflectively,
" as

far as a man can answer for him-
ell, I should say quite impossible."
"

l!ul how far is that?" observed

my step-mother with a sceptical
smile.

' You have not yet been

put to the test. You have not yet
com liie woman who could

peisuade \ on that marriage is the

Elysium of man here below. Sup-
posing 1 merely put it in the

light of a remote supposition that

you should come across her some

day . . . ?"
"

I should probably accept my
fate as many a wiser man has done
before me, and capitulate on rea-

sonable terms namely, that we
should be executed at six o'clock

in the morning, no wedding-du ;s,

no bridemaids, no speechifying
no fuss, in fact, and nobody pre-
sent but a beggar-woman and a

policeman. Then, when we come
home, no entertaining, giving and

taking dinners, and that -sort of

fuss that comes like the farce after

the tragedy. If I ever meet with a

pretty girl willing to take me and
the Moat on these conditions, then
I will not answer for the conse-

quences."

One year after this conversation
with my step-mother I met that

pretty girl ; the result was what I

tacitly foretold it would be. I

married her. It happened in this

way : I was seized with a desire to

travel, and, instead of beginning
with the stereotyped grand tour, I

determined to go first to America.
I had a hunger for grand, wild

scenery. The vast primeval forests

of the far West, the awful grandeur
of Niagara, drew me powerfully; so

off I set, accompanied by a con-

fidential servant named Stanton.

Shyness went for something in the

choice. I felt attracted towards the

new young continent as by a sense

of homelikeness and kindred. I was
not disappointed. Everything I saw
there was at once novel and familiar.

I could converse with the people in

my own language, and was thus

spared the mortification of stutter-

ing out my inquiries in dubious
French or German, or trumpeting
them through an interpreter, as

must have been the case on tin-

grand tour.
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Niagara appalled and fascinated

me. Day after day I stood con-

templating the torrents of foam
that surged up to meet the great
sheet of water that flung itself in a

majestic arch of hard green crystal
down into the boiling, creamy gulf.
I gazed and gazed till sight was
dim and sense was lost in a torpor
of exquisite delight neither trance

nor vision, but a state that hovered

between both. The thunder of the

rushing waters, the sparkling of the

prism that danced and flashed and
faded with the changing lights, re-

flecting every tint in the sunset,

until the cataract blazed before my
dazzled eyes like a thousand rain-

bows melted into one, then fainted

and died, leaving a uniform sheen
of emerald in its place all this was

like some magnificent apotheosis
that kept me spell-bound, fascinat-

ed, entranced. I had come in-

tending to remain three days ; but

a week slipped away and found me
still at Niagara. At last I deter-

mined to break the spell. I must
tear myself from the spectacle be-

fore it overmastered my reason
;

for there were moments when, after

standing for hours looking down
into the seething abyss of foam, I

felt as if an invisible chord were

drawing me on and on, nearer and

nearer, luring me in a dreamy way
towards the water. Then I would

rouse myself and rush away; but it

would not do to go on playing with

a danger that was sweet and potent
as a magician's spell. I came out one

morning to take my last look. It

\\as just after sunrise. The falls had
never looked so beautiful, the

booming of the water had never

sounded so solemn, the light had
never evolved such a fairy tracery
of jewelled glory on the silvery

vapor and the green crystal. The
effect was overpowering. For one

moment it seemed to me that I

heard the voice of Jehovah speak-

ing in the roar of many waters
;

that I stood within the sanctuary,

separated by an impenetrable and

mysterious wall of thunder from
the outer, visible world. A sponta-
neous and almost unconscious im-

pulse made me uncover myself and
stand bareheaded, as^ in the pres-
ence of the Unseen and Omnipre-
sent. How long I stood thus I

cannot say ;
I know that I was

roused from my revery by a sound
that struck in upon my dreamy
deafness with strange and thrilling
effect. It was the singing of a hu-

man voice
;
the words were inar-

ticulate, but I knew the music

well. It was a wild, weird Highland

melody ;
the rhythm was barely dis-

tinguishable, as the notes rose and
fell through the roar and boom of

the waterfall, sounding neverthe-

less preternaturally clear and sweet,
like the wail of a spirit or some
sweet sea-bird's ciy. What w;is

it ? Some Undine risen from the

spray, and pouring out her la-

ment to the wave ? I dared not

look round, so fearful was I to

banish the songster. When the

voice ceased, I turned my head and
looked. Was I dreaming, or was it

indeed a spirit that I beheld ? I

doubted at first. But as I kept my
eyes steadily fixed on the figure, it

moved towards me, and I knew
that it was neither sprite nor sha-

dow, but a woman, a young girl

rather for she seemed barely

emerged from childhood to maiden-

hood more beautiful than any pic-

ture 1 had ever seen or that my
imagination had ever painted.

She was small, below the middle

height. Her hair fell in profuse

ringlets or coils it seemed an

accidental arrangement down her

back
;

it was black and glossy as
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jet. II uere lustrous and

dark as a ga/clle's; her complex-
ion almost colorless. Snc was

dressed in dark green, a loose, un-

conventional sort of garment that

draped her something after the

fashion of a Roman stola
; her

str i\v hat had either fallen off or

she had taken it off, and held it

dangling from her arm
;
her hands

were clasped, and her eyes fixed on
the fall, as it plunged from the rocky
ledge down, down into the eternity
of waters.

She had come within a few yards
of me before she seemed conscious

of my presence of anything but

the majestic spectacle that was ri-

veting her whole soul through her

eyes. She walked on like a som-
nambulist. A sudden dread seized

me. Was she asleep, or was she

experiencing in its uttermost de-

give the terrible attraction that I

had felt more than once, and

walking on unconsciously to death?
1 advanced a few steps, so as to

stand in her path as she drew near.

Tlie effect was instantaneous. She
started as if some one had struck

her. I thought she would have

fallen, and rushed to prevent it by
ttretching out my arm. The move-
ment apparently recalled her to

the sense of where she was. With
a slight acknowledgment of my
courtesy, she turned quickly away,
and hurried on out of sight. I fol-

lowed her. and it was with an un-

onable thrill of delight that I

her enter the hotel where I

v, ia staying. Who was this siren,

or how did one so young and so

br.nitiful come to be alone in this

lonely place ? P.efore the day was
over I met her again. Chance

brought us together once more in

the same spot. This time she was
not alone. An elderly man, whom
she addressed as uncle, accompa-

nied her. He was not prepossessing
in his appearance, and I doubt
whether I should have overcome
my natural shyness so far as to ad-
dress him, if he had not himself

broken the ice by asking me if I

had ventured to walk under t he-

fall, and whether the experience
was worth the risk. I assured him
that it amply compensated for any
imaginary danger that might exist,

and volunteered to accompany him
if he decided on trying it. This

brought us into communication, if

not into sympathy. I did not like

him, consequently he did not like

me. We both felt this instinctively,
no doubt

;
there was an opposing

element of some sort between us

that made friendship impossible,

though it did not prevent that kind
of superficial intimacy which is al-

most inevitable amongst people of

the same country who find them-
selves thrown close together under
the same roof in a foreign land.

He was Scotch, as I knew at once

by his name, Prendergast, and by
his accent. He was a thin, medi-
um-sized man, and could not have
beer, more than forty, though his sil-

ver hair gave him a prematurely old

look, which was perhaps increased

by a settled expression of ill-tem-

per about the mouth, arising, so his

niece affectionately alleged, from
chronic tooth-ache. He seemed
indeed a martyr to that trying com-

plaint, and wore his head tied up
in a woollen comforter, which must
have been miserably uncomforta-

ble; for the days were hot and the

nights as balmy as June. I fancied

that his beautiful niece disliked him,
or at least feared him considerably
more than she loved him. I noticed

how the merry, bright little creature

started at the sound of his v<

when he called to her sharply, and
how she quailed when his cold,
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hard eye lighted on her in the midst

of one of her childish peals of laugh-

ter, checking it as by a cold bath.

It struck me even more than once

that she cast a glance towards me, as

if claiming my protection against
whom or what I could not imagine ;

but I was resolved to ascertain, and,

if my assistance or sympathy could

avail her, to let her have them at any
cost. We happened to be alone on

the third day after our first meeting.
Isabel so I heard Mr. Prendergast
call her was apparently as pleased
at the opportunity as I was. She

talked to me with the frank, artless

abandon of a child; and, without in

the least intending it, she told me

enough of her antecedents and po-
sition to satisfy me that I was right

in supposing her not very happy
with her uncle. She told me lie

was her guardian, and had brought
her up since she was quite a child,

her parents having died when she

was five years old. Her mother
was his sister; her father's name
was Cameron. He held a large
tract of land in Canada, and had a

great deal of money "heaps of

money," was her childish estimate

of it in banks and things in Eng-
land

;
and she, being the only child,

was heiress to all this wealth. Mr:

Prendergast had had the manage-
ment of it up to the present, and

continued to treat her as an infant,

though she was now of age, she said.

He had by nature a tyrannical tem-

per, and it was increased and ren-

dered irritable and fierce by years
of tooth-ache. He had been away
in hot climates to seek relief for

his exasperated nerves, and it was

only on her account that he had

returned to England of late. He
had come out to America to look af-

ter her property, and also for the

benefit of her health, which had re-

quired change and a long sea-voy-

age. I felt grateful to him for this

at least, as the sacrifice had evident-

ly been crowned with success. Miss

Cameron looked the very picture
of health, and she said the voyage
had made her stronger than she had
ever been in her life. It had, how-

ever, proved very disastrous to Mr.

Prendergast, whose teeth had not

given him a day's rest since they left

England ;
"and of course this makes

him very cross," his niece observ-

ed deprecatingly, with a little sigh.

After this conversation we be-

came perfectly at ease with each

other, and tacitly watched for oppor-
tunities of renewing it. I need not

say that I relinquished my plan of

leaving the falls, which day after

day grew more beautiful, more ir-

resistibly attractive, to me. A week

passed in a dreamy state of bliss-

fulness, and then a crisis came.

Mr. Prendergast, who had been

howling all night in the room next

to me with the tooth-ache, set off

after breakfast, in spite of his swell-

ed face, with a party that were be-

ing taken to walk under the arch of

the fall. He wound a quarter of

a mile of Shetland shawls round his

head, and, thus fortified, donned the

leathern costume of the occasion,

and down he went. Everything went

well enough until he was . emerg-

ing from the tremendous roar that

had covered him in like a curtain,

and was setting his foot on dry land

above, when he was seized with a

rush of blood to the head, and fell

insensible to the ground. He was

carried to his room, and lay there

dangerously ill for several days.

Isabel was not allowed to see him.

The doctor enjoined absolute quiet

as of the first necessity ;
no one en-

tered the sick-room but the medical

man and a nurse whom he sent for

to the nearest town. This catastro-

phe naturally threw Miss Camerun
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ami me a good deal together. We
wandered out to admire the falls by
sum to be seen there

again at sunset, when the clouds

rolled in golden c.iscadcs o\ er the

western sky, and made a spectacle
of rival glory above and beyond the

(.verhMing glory of Niagara. What
could come of all this but what

came ol it ? We loved each other,

and we confessed it. It was a wild

act on my part. I knew nothing
ol Isabel's family and antecedents

but what she had accidentally told

me ; but to a man in love, first love,

what jn on: was wanted? She bore

a name that was ancient as my own.

As to her fortune, I cared nothing
tor that. She told me it was already

!ly in her own power; that she

was twenty-one. I believed this,

since she said it, but it required a

strong effort of faith to credit that

beaming young face with more than

uteen years in this cold world.

Those were blissful days while we
walked arm-in-arm through the yel-

lowing forest, and alongside the

i beyond the falls, cooing our

voting loves to one another, as fool-

ish and as tender as any two liabes

in the Wood. But Mr. Prendergast

:ing well now, and called

:ntly to his side, and

sternly catechised her as to what

she did when she left him. He was

to be down-stairs to-morrow, and

they were to leave Niagara in a few-

days, and sail for England by the

next boat that left Quebec. She

whispered this to me with white lips

,
and then rushed up-

stairs to answer the call of the dra-

gon, who was shouting to her from
his open window. I waited till she

came down again, and then drew
her out into a favorite spot of ourS

at a little distance from the house.

," I said,
"
does your un-

cle know that we love each other?"

"Oh ! no, no; he would kill me
if he knew it," she replied, speaking
in a whisper, and looking up at me
with an expression ol terror and
trust that nerved me to anything.

"What, then, are we to do?
Shall I speak to him at once?" 1

asked.
" There is no use speaking to

him; he will never let me marry
you, Glide. Forgive me for mak-

ing you unhappy," she said, clasp-

ing her hands on my arm, while

the big tears ran down her face.
"

I never ought to have let you
care forme. I never ought to have

let myself love you, but I could not

help it; I could not help it."

Her head fell on my shoulder,

and the sobs shook the frail little

figure that leaned against me with

the artless confidence of a child.
" You shall marry me, darling,"

I cried ;

" no uncle that ever lived

shall separate us. I swear it ! We
shall be married before we leave

this. Trust to me to do every-

thing; we will arrange it all before

that old Turk knows or suspects

anything. Promise only to trust to

me entirely and to do as I ask you.
Promise me, Isabel."

She promised, placing her hand

confidingly in mine.

Next morning, soon after sun-

rise, while Mr. Prendergast was

still asleep, we two stole out to

the little church where a few stray

worshippers sang their hymns to

the music of the waterfall, and were

married by the old clergyman of the

place. My man, Stanton, and the

sexton were the only witnesses. It

was indeed a wedding after my own
heart, all done as quietly as if mar-

rying a wife were as much an

every-day accident in life as taking
a walk before breakfast. Isabel

was, if possible, more delighted
with the mode of proceeding than
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I -\yas. I forget how she came to

make the avowal, but I know it was

quite spontaneous, that she hated

the fuss and paraphernalia of a

wedding in England as she hated a

thunder-storm
;
and that if she had

been given her choice, she would

infinitely have preferred this quiet
little marriage of ours to the most

magnificent display that could

have been got up for her in Scot-

land. We were as happy as two

children as we walked home to-

gether. But then came the busi-

ness of telling Mr. Prendergast.
Isabel declared she would rather

die thkn enter his presence now
alone ;

he would read her rebel-

lious act on her face, and he would

kill her. He was capable of any-

thing when he was roused. I was

not going to risk my treasure with-

in his reach. I sat clown and

wrote a respectful letter, informing
him that I had become the hus-

band of his niece, and requesting
his forgiveness for what might
seem a violation of good faith, but

which his own conscience would, I

felt sure, find an excuse for in my
behalf. I stated my fortune and

position more accurately than I

had been able to do to Isabel1

, who

put her hand to my mouth when I

attempted to speak of settlements

and so forth, saying she wanted to

hettr nothing about my money. I

now begged of Mr. Prendergast to

let me know what his wishes were

concerning his niece's fortune, and

pledged myself beforehand to con-

form to them, and prove by my
conduct in this respect that money
was the last consideration that had

actuated me in marrying an heiress.

In answer to this I received a curt

line informing me that I had be-

haved like a scoundrel, and that, as

a gentleman, Mr. Prendergast de-

clined to meet me, and that I had

better take myself off with my wife

before chance threw me in his way
again. Isabel was overjoyed at

this unexpected issue. I was stung

by the man's insolence and his un-

just accusations, but, on the whole,

it was the easiest way of getting rid

of him and securing myself and
Isabel from his brutal temper and

ungovernable violence.

We left Niagara that day. I

wrote to my step-mother, acquaint-

ing her that I was a. married man,
and announcing the day she might

expect to see us at the Moat. I

wrote for places in the next steamer,

and we were fortunate enough to

find two vacant ones at nearly the

last moment in a splendid vessel

that sailed from New York. It had
occurred to me that before leaving
America it would have been pru-
dent and rational to make some

inquiries concerning the landed

property which my wife held in

Canada
;
but as she did not propose

this, I feared it might strike her

unfavorably if I did, and suggest
that her uncle's insulting insinua-

tions were not as unfounded as I

wished her to believe. I therefore

abandoned the idea, and we left

the United States without my ask-

ing a single question on the subject.
The voyage homeward was de-

lightful. Isabel formed plans for

the future that sounded like songs
from Arcadia, and drew a picture
of our life at the Moat that looked

like a vision of the Elysian fields.

We stopped a week in London to

extemporize a trousseau and pur-
chase some trinkets, and then I

took my wife to her Welsh home.

My step-mother gave her a gracious,
if not a hearty, welcome. It was

a very quiet home-coming ; nothing,

indeed, could have been tamer.

There were no tenantry to meet us,

no rejoicings either in the village or
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at the house. I thought this

strange, though it was strictly in

nee with (he desires I had

always expressed on the subject to

mv -

-lop-mother. Isabel, lio\vever,

entirely satisfied, and confessed

to me that she had been in. a ner-

vous flutter all the way home, fear-

ing to find some horror in the shape
cil a deputation from the tenants

or something awaiting us at our

journey's end.

A few day.s after our arrival,

when I came down to breakfast

alone, my step-mother said to me,
"
Clide, it is time that you thought

a little of business now. I think

you told me that your wife's fortune

is in her own right ;
this is very

desirable to begin with, but of

course it cannot remain so. Your

rights as a husband must be proper-

ly protected."
"
My wife's affection and my

confidence in her are the only

ritj [i <|itire on that, madam,"
I replied stiffly.

"
Tin; sentiment does honor to

you both," observed Mrs. de Win-

ton, with an undertone of sarcasm

that did not escape me; "but you
do not expect Admiral de Winton
or Sir Simon Harness to be satis-

fied with such a sentimental guar-
antee."

"
I understand you, and I respect

your motives," was my cold rejoin-

der;
"
but as I am not responsible

to any one but myself for the good
or bad management of myself and

my property, I do not recognixe

any one's right, trustee or relation,

to interfere with me, and still less

to interfere with my wife."
" Who talks of interfering with

your wife? You tell me she is an

heiress with forty thousand pounds
in the Funds and an estate in

Canada. Your father's widow and

your late guardian and trustee

have certainly, a right to a^k the

whereabouts of the money and the

land. Admitting that your wife be

as devoted and as disinterested as

you believe, is she entirely her own
mistress? This tyrannical old

uncle who has kept her in such

bondage how far did he or does

he hold control over her fortune ?

For her sake as much as for your
own you should put yourself in

possession of these facts."

This view of the case had not

occurred to me. I saw the justice

of it, and frankly said so.
"
Isabel will put no obstacle in

the way of a just and prudenf ar-

rangement ;
I am quite sure of

that," I said emphatically.
"
Ms-

only fear is that she should see in

this horrid investigation a desire on

my part to count my prize, and

perhaps suspect me of having had

a base, ulterior motive in marrying

her; and rather than wrong myself
or wound her by such a suspi-

cion, I would sooner never see a

penny of her money or an acre of

her land."
" And does your wife share these

sentiments ? Is she quite as indif-

ferent about the matter as you are ?"

inquired my step-mother.

"Every bit!" I answered vehe-

mently.
" Did she tell you so?"
" Do you suppose I would ask

her?"
" Ridiculous boy !" sneered my

step-mother.
" But taking for grant-

ed that just at present she does

share your juvenile folly and poeti-

cal want of common sense, how

long will it last, do you think ? A
bride in her honeymoon is a very
different being from a wife of a few-

years' standing. She knows nothing

of the value of money now
;
but

when she finds herself tlie mother

of a family, with daughters growing
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up to be married and.portioned, she

will awake to the value of it in a

way that will astonish you. And
when a few years hence she asks

you for an account of her own

splendid fortune, what answer will

you make to her ? You were too

delicate to hurt her feelings by any

inquiries about so insignificant a

matter, so you left it to her uncle

to see to 4t !"
"

I said I was prepared to do
what was necessary to protect her

interests," I replied.
"

I will speak
to her on the subject this afternoon.

What am I to do next ?"
" Write to Sir Simon Harness, and

beg him to fix a day to come down
here ;

and when he has done so, you
will write to the family lawyer, and

request him to be here to meet

him. Of course you will write to

Admiral de Winton, as your father's

executor and your nearest relative

now."
" What a confounded fuss it will

be!" 1 exclaimed impatiently, and,

kicking over a footstool, I started up
and began to walk up and down the

room.
"

I wish I had married a

milkmaid !"
" Don't talk like a fool, Glide!"

said my step-mother.
"

I do believe

your pretended delicacy and fear of

hurting Isabel's feelings are nothing
but a cloak -to cover your dread of

a fuss !"

I was going to protest, but the

door opened, and Isabel walked in.

She looked so beautiful in her

pink cashmere drapery, breaking

into the brown old wainscoted room

like a sunbeam, that even my step-

mother was surprised into an in-

voluntary tribute of admiration ;
and

when my wife, coining up to her in

that pretty, kitten-like way that was

so bewitching, stooped down to be

kissed, my step-mother responded

quite warmly, and actually put up

her hand to caress the sunny face

after she had kissed it.

I felt so proud of my lovely Isa-

bel, and so grateful to my step-mo-
ther for this unfeigned recognition
of her loveliness, that I was seized

with a strong impulse to embrace
them both on the spot. I restrain-

ed it, however, and we sat down to

breakfast
; my wife, as mistress of

the house, presiding over the cups
and saucers.

"
Glide," began my step-mother

(she prefaced every remark by my
Ghristian name), as soon as Isabel

had provided us respectively with

tea and coffee,
" what are we go-

ing to do to make Mrs. de Winton
welcome amongst us? Now, don't

answer me with your usual lazy

outcry about fuss. My deaf," she

said, turning to Isabel,
"
you will

have a great deal to do in the way of

reforming him
;
and if you succeed,

it will be little short of a miracle."
"

Isabel will find out my vices

soon enough, without your en-

lightening her beforehand," I pro-
tested.

"
It's not fair to take away

a man's character without giving
him a chance of redeeming it."

"Then begin and redeem it in

time," said my step-mother.
" Here

is a good.opportunity. Have some

people down from London to put
the house in order, and then give a

series of proper entertainments to

introduce your wife to her new fami-

ly and friends."
" Oh ! please . . ." cried Isabel,

pursing up her rosebud of a mouth,
and joining her hands with a deli-

cious little pantomime of fright.
" What ! are you as silly as him-

self? Or has he spoilt you al-

ready ?"
"

I was ready spoilt for him, dear

Mrs. de Winton. I hate being in-

troduced; and as to refurnishing

anything, I wouldn't have it for the



Arc- You MY \Vifc? OCX)

world. I adore old furniture!" de-

clared Isabel.
" Old furniture is one thing, and

shabby furniture is another," ob-

served my step-mother, resuming
the chronir rigidity of manner which

Isabel's beauty and sweetness had
thawed for a moment. "If Glide

had done me the honor of confiding
his intentions to me in time, I cer-

tainly would have taken upon my-
sc-lf to make the house decently
clean to receive you. I had for

some time past urged on him the

necessity of getting new carpets and
curtains

;
it was not surprising he

shrank from the annoyance of a few

days' hammering merely to make it

habitable for <, but I fancied for

his wife he might have undergone
as much."

"
I shall be delighted to hear the

hammers going for a month, if Isa-

bel likes it," I replied evasively.
"
Hut I don't like it

;
I hate it,

Glide !" exclaimed my wife passion-

.nely.
"

\Vell, then, you sha'n't have it,

my darling," I said. My step-mo-
ther sat back, in her chair and
washed her hands. She said no-

thing, but this was sufficiently sug-

gestive.
" Have you announced your mar-

riage to Sir Simon Harness ?" she

resumed after a pause.
" Not yet. I mean to write to

him to-day."
"
U'ho is Sir Simon Harness?"

inquired Isabel.
" He was my father's particular

friend and the trustee during my
minority." I explained

" Von had better ask him to come
down here for a few days to make

your wile's acquaintance," suggest-
ed Mrs. de Winton.

"No, he sha'n't!" broke in the

angel in pink.
"

I don't want to

make his acquaintance. He's a
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mean, disagreeable old man. Trus-

tees always are. I hate them !"

I thought this charmingly inno-

cent and childlike, though, it must be

confessed, she put more vehemence
into her manner than the case war-

ranted ; but remembering the type
of trustee on which she had built

her opinion of the class, I could not

resent her prejudice against my old

friends. My step-mothes took a

less indulgent view of the sortie.

Seeing me cast a smile of tender in-

dulgence on the culprit, she looked

at me very sternly.
" Do you mean to requite years

of faithful kindness and interest in

your concerns by such a gross
breach of respect and common

courtesy as not to invite Sir Simon
Harness to your house on such an

occasion as this?" she demanded.
"
Isabel is mistress of her own

house. I cannot insist upon her re-

ceiving any one against her will," I

replied ;

"
but when I have explain-

ed to her what kind of man Sir

Simon is, I think she will consent

to make his acquaintance."
Isabel peeped at me from behind

the urn, and made a face indicative

of anything but consent.

Luckily, my step-mother did not

see the little by-play, and, taking
her silence for acquiescence, she

said, addressing me :

"And Admiral de Winton of

course you mean to ask him down ?"
"
Is that another trustee ?" asked

j sabel.
" Not exactly, though he often

acted with Sir Simon in my affairs,

being next of kin," I said.
" He was

my father's executor."

''Executor! Why, that's worse
than a trustee ! I won't have him
come here, Glide ! You're going to

fill the house with horrid old men
who will worry me to death. I know

they will. But I won't submit to it !"
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She pushed away her cup with a

sudden gesture that made the china

rattle, and, flushing up scarlet, walk-

ed away from the table, and flung

herself into a chair near the fire.

If she had flung the tea-pot at my
head, I could not have been more
taken aback. It was impossible to

deny that the burst of temper was

very becoming to her complexion,
but ... I was conscious of a very
distinct sense of disappointment.

Yes, disappointment ;
there was

no other word for it. As to my
step-mother, she looked from me to

my wife, and from my wife to me.

Isabel, meantime, sat trembling and

excited, her eyes sparkling, her face

glowing like an angry rose.

"Dearest ..." I began, ''real-

ly . . ."

"Oh! don't," she shrieked, and
burst into a torrent of tears.

Mrs. de Winton, prompted either

by delicacy or by disgust, got up
and left the room, leaving me to

conjure as best I could the storm

that had suddenly broken out in

my conjugal paradise. I was ut-

terly at a loss to understand Isabel.

She said she was inconsolable at

having vexed me, but to all my en-

treaties and arguments would an-

swer nothing except that she was

frightened at strangers, and above
all at horrid old men

;
and that if

I loved her, I wrts not to introduce

her to anybody, but to let us live

all our lives alone in the dear old

Moat. She wanted no society but

mine, and surely, if I loved her, I

ought not to want any but hers ! This

was irresistible logic to my heart ;

but my reason, being less infatuated,

perversely refused to abide by it.

There was no use at this crisis in

broaching prudential arrangements
as an excuse for inviting down my
two friends. Such an insinuation

would only have added fuel to the

fire. Yet the new aspect in which

my heiress-wife was revealing her-

self made it clear that some such

measures as my step-mother had

suggested were absolutely neces-

sary to protect Isabel against her

own folly and deplorable ignorance
of life.

The storm of sobs and tears sub-

sided by degrees. Isabel declared

she was ready to make any sacrifice

of her own feelings to mine ; that

if I liked to invite all the trustee*

in Lincoln's Inn and Chancery
Lane down to the Moat, she would
do her best to receive them proper-

ly, so that I should not be ashamed
of my wife

;
but of course there

was an end to her happiness. Ar-

cadia was gone. All her dreams
of romantic bliss had vanished into

thin air. She was after all to be-

nothing more than a humdrum
wife with a house to look after and

guests to entertain.

"O Clide, Glide! is this what

you promised me ?" she cried, her

voice still broken with sobs.
"
Is

this my dream ? or was it only a

dream, nothing but the baseless

fabric of a vision ?"

She clasped her hands, and, throw-

ing back her head, fixed her eyes on

the ceiling, as if the vision were dis-

appearing in that direction, and she

were straining fora last glimpse of it.

I was so spell-bound by the ex-

traordinary beauty that borrowed a

new charm from her emotions and

from the despairing tenderness of

her voice and manner that I entire-

ly lost sight of every other point in

the picture. In fact, I lost my head.

I was after all no more than a man,

and the wisest of us is but a fool in

the hands of a woman. What could

I do but what I did do ? Fall

upon my knees and swear that she

should have Arcadia back again,
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adjure lier to build up a new vision,

;ni(l, if she loved me, never to talk

about baseless fabrics and such

I U- again; and as toiler sinking

down into a. humdrum wife, it was

preposterous nonsense. She could

never be anything but an arch-

angel to me, and that . . . But

why do I bear witness in this wan-

ton way to my own folly? We
made up our quarrel, as all such

quarrels are intended to be made

up. Isabel went to her room, and
I went round to the stables. 1 had

no fancy for meeting my step-mo-
ther just now, and I had a vague
sense of something having gone

wrong with me which a gallop over

the downs would set right.

It was a cold February morning

bitterly cold, but bright and brac-

ing, just the sort of day to enjoy
a ride across country ;

so as soon as

1 was out of the park I set spurs to

my horse and galloped away, taking

flying leaps over everything, hur-

dle, and ditch, and brook, as if the

hounds were ahead, and my life

staked on being in at the death.

Alter five miles of thisgoing-in-for-
t lie- Derby pace I drew rein at the

loot of a hill, and walked my horse

to the top. The hard riding had

made him so hot that his flanks

smoked like a steam-engine, and

sent up clouds of vapor that envel-

oped me in a tepid bath ; but I did

not feel that the violent exercise

had produced any effect on myself.
I was not clear as to the nature of

the effect I had expected, and still

could I analyze the cause that

demanded it. Something was wrong
somewhere. I looked about me
\.uantly, persistently, as men do
when they feel they ought to look

within themselves for the object of

tl>cir search, and dare not.

I cast my eyes to the sky. It

w.is as blue as liquid sapphire, and

as cloudless. But it said nothing
to me. The river winding round
the foot of the wooded hill was ice-

bound and silent as death. The
trees stood up naked and grim
against the blue, like skeleton

giants, and whispered nothing.
There was no rustle of leafy tongues.

They were dead and gone down
into the dumb sod. There was no

ripple of tiny cascades ; no bu/-

zing of insects holding council in

the grass that grew high and free

on the hill-side; no song amongst
the birds. Nothing spoke to me.

Everything was dumb. Everything
was cold. Everything was a dis-

appointment. I began to whistle.

The sound of my own voice echoed

merrily through the wood, but it

woke no responsive note from lin-

net or blackbird or robin. Silence

everywhere.
" What can it mean ?" I said

aloud, the apostrophe not being
addressed to the birds that could

sing, and would not sing, but to

my own perplexity concerning the

scene at the breakfast-table. There
was something out of all reason in

the passionate energy Isabel had

displayed. Excuse it as my heart

and my vanity would on the ground
of a jealous love that shrank from

any intrusion on our solitude capa-
ble of distracting my thoughts from

her, which she chiefly urged as her

motive of dislike to my two friends'

visit, I could not see it in a satis-

factory light. Again, it was simply

preposterous that a girl of one-and-

twenty, who had seen even as little

of the world as Isabel had, could

be so morbidly shy as to cry her-

self into hysterics at the mere idea

of being introduced to two old gen-
tlemen in her own house. There-

was some motive in the background
which it behooved me for my own

peace of mind to discover.
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Removed from the magnetic in-

fluence of her beauty, and her dis-

tress, and her pretty, endearing

ways, I was able to look back dis-

passionately at the morning's enter-

tainment; and the more I looked at

it, the less I liked it. The undis-

ciplined outburst of temper which

revealed to me the painful fact that

Socrates was henceforth to be my
model, and patience under an in-

evitable evil the sustained effort of

my life, was in itself no small mat-

ter for regret. But this, though
the most tangible of my cares, was

not the one that chiefly possess-
ed me. No

;
I could have signed

away every penny of my wife's for-

tune on the spot to feel sure that

it had been a genuine outbreak of

mere temper; but it was borne in

on me, not by circumstantial, but

by strong internal evidence that

she was actuated by fear. Fear of

whom? Of what? What could

her young life have done, or -suf-

fered, or known, that she should be

afraid ? Her uncle had been very

tyrannical, and was now very much
incensed with her on account of

her marriage. But she had no-

thing to fear from him now. He
might storm and fume, but she was

out of his reach
;
he could not hurt

her. Besides, she had not hinted

at any fear of malice or vengeance
on his part as a reason for shun-

ning the society or acquaintance of

other men. Who or what was she

afraid of ?
" She hated fuss, and I

promised her this and that and the

other."

Nonsense ! Two old friends of

my father's sleeping a night or two

iii the house did not constitute a

fuss.
" She hated trustees ; they

were always . . ." Stop ! No; I'm

a fool and a brute to wrong the

child by such a thought. Besides,

I never hinted, even indirectly, at

anything like inquiries and settle-

ments. I avoided the subject

scrupulously. No
; there could be-

nothing in that.

The fact is, the dear child is in

love with me, and wants to play at

Romeo and Juliet for the rest of

her life; and here am I, like a born

idiot, making a mountain out of a

mole-hill, instead of blessing my
stars for my luck. This, by a na-

tural train of thought, led me to

picture her standing on the balcony

by moonlight, and myself in the

garden below looking up and wor-

shipping.
" What a distracting Juliet she

would have made !" I exclaimed

aloud, carried away by my imagi-
nation. Then I can't for the life

of me tell why but I remembered
how she had looked a while ago
with her hands clasped and her

head thrown back, and how she

had suddenly checked her passion-
ate complaint to assume the rapt

attitude, the pose of picturesque de-

spair, and how very melodramatic

the effect had been. If it had .not

been the purest nature, it would
have been the most finished piece
of acting that ever drew down the

house to a Siddons or -a Kemble.
But it was pure nature. Then why
do I start, and why does my heart

begin to thump against my coat

in this inexplicable way ? Pshaw !

Because I am a fool. I set spurs
to my horse, and galloped home,

whistling defiantly all the way.

My wife was watching for me,

Juliet fashion, from the window of

her turret chamber, and, as soon as

she caught sight of my horse enter-

ing the park, flew down to meet me
in the hall.

"
Why did you stay away so

long, Glide ? Mrs. de Winton '

sent

me her compliments to know if

I wouldn't like to go and see the
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dairy'; but I didn't like. I u.i,

afraid it was just an excuse to get

me all to herself and scold me. I

knew I was naughty this morning,
and you may scold me as much as

\oti like
;
but I won't be scolded by

anybody else." And nestling up to

me in her childlike way, Isabel laid

her cheek on my shoulder, and look-

ed up at me with two eyes that would

have melted a judge and won from

any twelve men in England an un-

hesitating verdict of innocent as

a babe unborn. Linking her arm
in mine, and whispering all the

way as if we were a pair of lov-

ers stealing a clandestine interview,

.she carried me off to her boudoir.

Then, when we were safe in the

loom, she turned the key in the

door, and began to skip and dance

about like an emancipated kitten,

giving me chase round the room,

dapping hands and laughing and

singing in frantic merriment. We
kept up this impromptu game of

puss-in-the-corner till she was fair-

ly tired out and allowed herself t J

be taken prisoner and held in du-

rance vile on my knee, while she

panted for breath, and shook back

her hair, that had slipped from its

imprisoning pins, and fell in long,
black ripples down her shoulders.

Thinking the moment opportune,
"
Now, my darling," I said,

"
let

us have a quiet little talk together.
How are we to make it straight

with the dowager? It won't do to

have her suspect my dear little

dove of not being as good and as

sweet-tempered as I know her to

be, and I'm afraid that silly pout
at breakfast has put you in a false

light with her."

Isabel said nothing for a moment,
but went on shaking her curls.

" Do you wish rue to go and beg
her pardon ?" she said at last.

"
L

will, if you like, Glide."

"
My angel ! no. I doubt the wU-

dom of that," I replied, laughing
at the iiiii'rcft' of the proposal.

"
It

would be better if we took some
more practical means of pacifying
her. Suppose we give in about

asking down these two old friends

of mine ?"
"
Very well. I will do anything

you like, Glide," she answered in-

differently, rolling a curl on her two

fingers, and not looking up at me.
" The admiral is the jolliest old

tar in the world," I continued,
" and will never talk a word of poli-
tics or business, or anything you
don't care about; and as to Sir

Simon, my only fear is that you
will fall in love with him, and some
fine morning elope after him, or

with him if he stays long enough.
He's the most unmerciful lady-kill-
er in the three kingdoms."

"Is he?"
This was said in a sort of absent

way, as if she had been only listen-

ing with one ear to what I was say-

ing ;
all her thoughts were intent

on the curling operation, that was

again recommenced and completed
for the tenth time.

" Then shall I tell Mrs. de Winton
that we will ask them both for

Wednesday till Saturday, say ? If

you like them, it s very easy to renew
the invitation."

" Of course," assented Isabel, and

began a fresh curl.
" How proud I shall be introduc-

ing my wife !" I said, pushing back
the heavy veil of hair that partly-

hid her face from me.

She shook it down again, not

roughly, but there was a touch of

impatience in the movement that

surprised me. I thought it best,

however, not to seem to notice it.

Suddenly she started from ray knee,
flew to the piano I had ordered a

Cottage Pleyel for her private use
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and broke out into a gusli, of

song that made the air literally

thrill with melody. Passionate,

tender, angry, and entreating by
turns, her voice poured out the

florid Italian music with the full-

throated carol of a thrush. Sing-

ing was as natural to her as speak-

ing. In fact, she appeared to find

it an easier medium of emotion,
whether of pain or pleasure, than

speech ;
and when she was excited,

her first impulse was to break out

in thrills and cadences just as a

bird might do. Once started, she

could go on for ever. I sat a. full

hour this morning listening to her

running through a repertoire of va-

ried power and beauty. Schubert,

Rossini, Beethoven, Verdi she was
at home in every school, and her

rich soprano voice adapted itself to

each as if that one had been her

sole and special study. But while

I sat there drinking in the intense

delight, my mind divided between it

and the beauty of her face, some sud-

den expression of the latter every
now and then startled me. The won-

derful mobility of her features re-

flected every changing emotion of

the music with a responsive fidelity

which it is impossible to describe.

I suppose it was the absence of the

artistic instinct in me, combined

with a total ignorance of the emo-

tional law of music, that made this

appear to me unnatural, and filled

me with a sudden and painful mis-

giving as to the genuine truthful-

ness of Isabel's nature. Was it

possible to feign so perfectly, and
to be at the same time thoroughly
truthful ?

But I was cut short in my per-

plexing reflections by the luncheon-

bell, that sounded a vigorous caril-

lon at the foot of the stairs leading

up to my wife's boudoir. She shut

the piano quickly, and, passing her

arm through mine, marshalled me
down to the dining-room, humming
the " Valse de Venzano

"
all the

way.
I observed casually during lunch

that we had fixed on Wednesday to

have Sir Sirnon and the admiral

down to the Moat. Mrs. de Win-
ton slowly elevated her eyebrows,
but gave no articulate indication of

surprise.
I did not look at Isabel while 1

made this announcement, but when,
a moment after, I stole a glance at

her, she was as pale as the table-

cloth. Instantaneously I grew a

shade paler. I felt I did. My
heart stood still. What in the name
of wonder was behind this dislike

of hers to see these two men ? There

was a mystery somewhere. She

was afraid of somebody or some-

thing. At any and every cost I

must find it out.

TO BE CONTINUED.
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RELIGION AND STATE IN OUR REPUBLIC.

THK great questions which con-

cern the relation of the state to the

church have already been partially

treated of in this magazine. The
vast importance of the subject,

however, demands that we should

return to it once more, and will

serve as a sufficient excuse if we
even repeat many things which

have already been said in previous
articles. The relation which the

state ought to have to the church

,u i ordniL; to sound principles of

philosophy, the relation which it is

intended to have according to the

principles of the Constitution of this

republic, the relation which it ought
to have according to the principles

of the canon law and theology of

the Catholic Church, and the bear-

ing of these various questions

severally toward each other, both in

their theoretical and practical im-

P9rt, make up together a complex

topic which is under a perpetual
and ardent discussion, and which is

felt by all parties to involve mo-
mentous issues. We have no un-

willingness to express fully and un-

reservedly all our convictions and

opinions upon any of the several

parts of this question. It is un-

doubtedly much desired by many
who are hostile to the Catholic re-

ligion or suspicious of it, on account

of its bearing upon the science of

politics, that competent persons
should make such full explanations
of the real and genuine principles
by which all sound and thoroughly-
instructed Catholics of the present
time in our own country, as well as

elsewhere, are and will be guided.

We see no reason why their desire

should not be gratified, but, on t he-

contrary, every motive and reavm

worthy of having any weight with .1

sincere and courageous advocate of

the Catholic cause, why the discus-

sion should be brought as speedily
and directly as possible upon the

merits of the case fully exposed.
The leaders of the Catholic body,

and, in due measure, the great body
itself, are credited by many persons
with certain views and intentions

concerning the institutions, laws,

and political destinies of this re-

public which necessarily cause

them to regard the increase of our

numbers and the extension of our

influence in the nation with alarm.

Such persons would like to know
what we would really undertake to

do with this republic, if we had the

power to do what we pleased. We
are willing to let them know precise-

ly what our opinion about the mat-

ter is, and to use our best endea-

vors to explain what those principles
of the Catholic Church are which

must form the conviction of every
one of her devoted and instructed

members upon the right and just

method of applying the divine law

to the various conditions in which

a state may exist ; from that in

which the church is at her lowest

point of depression, to that in which

she is at the summit of her influence.

In our own case, as citizens of the

United States, the manner in which

Catholic principles require us to

act, as voters, judges, legislators,

with that degree of influence w-

now have, and in which the same
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principles would require us to act

if we were equal or superior in num-
ber and influence to non-Catho-

lics, if we were in the majority, or

if we were practically the whole

people, is a topic upon which we
think it desirable that all should be

enlightened, as well those who are

members of the church as those

who are aliens from her fold. Stat-

ed in an abstract form, the question

is, What is the ideal Christian state

when actualized in its perfection,

and what is the difference between

that state and the one which is the

best practically in our real circum-

stances ?

In discussing this theme we
must beg the indulgence of our

readers if we begin at a considera-

ble apparent distance from the

practical point we intend to come
at eventually. We have to lay

down some general principles about

government, and to make some ex-

planations about the American Con-

stitution, before we can grapple
with the main difficulty. In our

opinion, many maxims usually taken

for granted by speakers, writers,

and by their blind followers, in

treating of political constitutions,

and specially of our own, are sheer

assumptions which will not bear ex-

amination. Such are, that in gene-

ral, the spiritual and temporal or-

ders are in their nature and ought
to be kept separate from each other,

and are really separated in our own

political constitution. Those soph-
istical maxims have been combat-

ed by Dr. Brownson so frequently
and victoriously that we can scarce-

ly hope to produce any new argu-
ments or more lucid expositions to

convince those whom he has not

been able to satisfy. Sometimes,

however, a sound from an unexpect-
ed quarter startles the attention

which has remained sluggishly in-

sensible to a louder and more con-

tinuous booming to which it has

been accustomed for a long time.

We trust, therefore, that the au-

thority of a great foreign writer,

who is a Protestant withal, and

one of the most celebrated histori-

ans of the age, will claim some little

deference from those who may re-

fuse it to any one of ourselves.

And we accordingly resort to Prof.

Leo, of Halle, rather than to any
Catholic author, for an exposition
of the general relation of the state-

to the church, and of the particular

form of that relationship in the

United States.

In the introduction to his great

work, Lchrbitch der Universalge-

sMc/ite, Leo develops with masterly
force of reasoning the fundamental

principle upon which his entire

work is constructed, and which is,

in truth, the architectonic law of

the history of the human race. The

history of mankind is the-evolution

in successive and progressive stages

of the grand plan of God to conduct

the human race to its prefixed su-

pernatural end of beatitude in God

through the incarnation of the Word.
The organization of the various por-

tions of the human race in distinct

nations, with their laws, political in-

stitutions, and governments, is sub-

ordinated to this end, and therefore

subordinated to that higher and

more universal organization in

which all are included, and which

dominates over all the church. The
nations which have been broken off

from the church which God estab-

lished from the foundation of the

world for all mankind, have been

broken off through sin, revolt against

God, defection from the movement
of the human race on the line

marked out by the Creator towards

its end and destiny. Yet, even in

this defection, they derive all their
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constitutive and organic principles
and forces from their previous
union with the divine society or

church, and are formed by religious

ideas which are merely perverted,

corrupted, travestied imitations of

the revealed dogmas which their

forefathers had received. All true

reform, restoration, renovation, and

improvement must be effected by a

return to unity, a reincorporation
into the church, and a reflux of or-

ganic life from the centre into the

(hilled and deadened members.

" No religion can unfold itself among
iiu-ii, extend itself, or maintain its exis-

tence, without social relations existing
In 'tween men themselves. Every religion

pi< 'supposes a state originating together
with itself or already previously formed

;

but it is equally true that no state is con-
' ovable without a religion, for every
state includes a system of moral concep-
tions, and is itself a system and manifes-
tation of moral conceptions ;

and .1 sys-
tem of moral conceptions without a reli-

m jus force underlying it is something
unthinkable."

Here we have the statement of

the universal principle that the re-

ligious and political orders, the spi-

ritual and the temporal, or, other-

wise, church and state, are, like

soul and. body, though distinct, in-

separable in living, organized hu-

manity. The author then goes on
to prove the truth of his assertion

l>y the example of our own repub-
lic, apparently the most notable ex-

ception to his rule, and an instance

sufficient to disprove to most men
of modern habits of thought the

universality of the rule as an or-

ganic principle of society.

' In appearance, some particular rcli-

inay leave the state free to shift for

iiM-ll or make itself free from it, and some
particular state act in the same way to-

ward religion ; but this is only in ap-
pt-aiance, for when, for examp;e, the
Nuilh American state proclaims that the

rc-ligious confession is a matter of indif-

fcrcnc'i in respect to its existence, it pro-
ceeds on the assumption thattli

nol bo any religious confession, except
such an one as should include in itself
that which constitutes its own proper reli

gious farce. Just suppose that a religion
like that of the Assassins or Robber sects

of the East should make its appear-
ance in North America, and you would

speedily see how the entire body politic

would be violently agitated by efforts to

cast out this foreign religious force, and
to annihilate it within its own precinct.
You would see then at once that tin-

North American state, in spite of all its

contrary assurances, has- its own. religion,
and a state religion at that, as the colli-

sion of some of the North American
slates with the Mormons has already am-

ply proved. This North American reli-

gion of state only avoids assuming the

name and aspect of a religion or an ec-

clesiastical organization, and manifests
itself rather altogether in the ethical insti-

tutions of the state as they are for the

time being, and consequently permits a

most extraordinary variety of religious
doctrines and churches to exist alongside
of the state, yet only under the tacit con-
dition that they all acknowledge that

which is the religious force of the state

as their own. If, therefore, the North
American state proclaims that religion
is an indifferent matter, it proceeds from
an absurd imagination that there cannot
be any religion which does not include

in itself that particular religious force

which its own moral subsistence has need
of. In point of fact, religion and the

state form one ethical whole, precisely as

in individual men the soul remains an

inseparable whole, although we separate-

ly consider particular faces of its exterior

surface as special faculties understand-

ing, will, etc. Religion and state are one

single ethical whole, which, although di-

vided into distinct members, and appa-
rently separated in these, must always
be united in one germinating point and
a common vital root."*

A singular corroboration of the

doctrine of Leo in its applica-
tion to the United States is fur-

nished by the following extract

from the New York Herald. If it

seem to any one singular that we

* I.ehrbvfh dtr ['MivtrsatgrscJkfc/itf,*!)'- H.
Leo, 3d edit., vol. i. pp. 13, 14.
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cite the Herald on such a question,
it will cease to appear so when we

explain our reason for doing it. This
well-known paper is remarkable for

a certain tact and sagacity in di-

vining and expressing the instinc-

tive dictates of American common-
sense upon questions which concern

practical, temporal interests. We
cite it, therefore, in this instance, as

a proof of the fact that the public

sensibility is stirred by any practi-
cal collision of a foreign and hos-

tile religious force with the latent

religious force underlying our own

legislation, just as Leo says it must
be. Theories and phrases are dis-

regarded ;
and the mouth-piece of

popular opinion strikes at once,

promptly and surely, upon the very
head of the nail, and drives it home.
It is very singular to see, in the ex-

tract we are about to cite, how the

instinct of self-interest and self-

preservation evolves by a short pro-
cess the same conclusion which the

philosopher establishes as the re-

sult of long study and thought.
Here is the extract in full, with

some passages marked in italics by
our own hand, to which we wish to

call special attention, as containing
the nucleus of the whole matter, and

agreeing almost verbally with the

language we have quoted from Dr.

Leo :

" BRIGHAM YOUNG AM) POLYGAMY WILL
THE PROPHET TAKE SENSIBLE ADVICE?

"Judge Trumbull, United States sena-

tor from Illinois, has just had a conver-

sation with Brigham Young in Salt Lake

City, which, as reported, is of more than

ordinary significance and importance.
It seems that as the judge was taking
leave of Young, the latter remarked that

on returning to Congress he (the judge)
might hear of some persons obnoxious
federal officials being put out of the

Territory, and, if done, he might be sure

it would be for just and good reasons.

Judge Trumbull replied by requesting

Young, before he took a.iy step of that

kind, to make known his grievances
to President Grant, remarking that the

President was a just man, intending to

do justice to all, but that he would not

permit a violation of law to go unpun-
ished, and adding that it would 'not be

safe to molest public officers in the dis-

charge of their duties." The judge then
asked Young if he promised obedience
to the Constitution and the laws of the

Union. The latter replied that he would
adhere to the Union, but that there was
'one enactment of Congress which the

Mormons would not obey,' namely, the

one forbidding polygamy.
"
Here, then, is the whole Mormon ques-

tion in a nutshell the positive declara-

tion on the part of the Mormon leader

that federal officers, sent to Utah, unless

acceptable to himself, should be ban-

ished the Territory, and that there was at

least one law of Congress he positively
refuses to acknowledge or obey. Now,
what is the plain duty of the national

government in the face of these revolu-

tionary averments? It is to see that the

enactments of Congress are enforced
without respfct to persons or religions, and
that the representatives of the federal

government legally appointed for that

purpose shall be upheld and protected,
if it be necessary to employ the whole

power of the nation. This Mormon mat-
ter demands decisive action on the part
of the administration. President Grant
has already declared his purpose of en-

forcing the laws impartially, even the

most obnoxious, and there is no good
reason why the Mormons should be ex-

empted from the operations of this policy.
The fact is, Brigham Young and his sa-

tellites have been treated with too much
leniency and good-nature by the United
States government ever since they settled

upon the national domain, and whatever

they have done for the improvement of

the Wilderness in which they settled they
have done for their own benefit, and have

reaped the rewards of their industry and

frugality. Among the many other settle-

ments that have sprung up in the great
West and grown into populous cities and
States since the Mormon hegira from

Nauvoo, where can one be shown to

have defied the United States govern-
ment, and to have treated its laws and
its public officials with the contempt and
insolence the Mormons have? On the

contrary, among the most loyal Slates in
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the Union, and among those which sent

into the field the greatest armies during
the struggle for our national existence,
are States in which thceailicr pioneers
h.id to undergo as many perils, hardships,
and privations in organizing their com-

munities, in subduing the forests and
the savage, and in implanting the seeds
of civil and religious liberty and consti-

tutional law, as ever the Mormons did in

erecting their Salt Lake empire, and in

establishing in the heart of the nation's

public domain a religious organisation the

comer-stone of ivhiclt is ti .lo^ma abhorrent

to modern civilization and in violation of
all the receive,! rules of decent social and
domestic life and society. Therefore the

claims of these impertinent and rebel-

lious Mormon squatters for immunity
from the operations of the general laws

of the country, on account of the service

they have rendered in improving a bar-

ren waste, but more properly in making
fortunes for themselves out of the Gen-
tiles and the government, are idle and
ridiculous. Greater hardships and more
personal sacrifices, we repeat, have been

undergone by settlers in other tracts of

territory, now become great and prosper-
ous States, respecting the laws and light-

ing for the national ll.ig, than ever these

Mormon adventurers encountered from
the time whrii old Joe Smith went into

the tablet business, after the manner of

Moses, and founded the Mormon sect,

tip to the moment of the conversation

Brigham Young held with Senator Trum-
hnll, as u-lated above. They have no
claims for political sympathy, for immu-

nity from legal responsibilities, nor for

hardly the consideration paid to other

religious communities; for the odor of

thsir sanctity is foul, and their moral

practices are unlike those of all modem
Christians. We saj', therefore, to Brig-
ham Young and his deluded followers,
that they had better accept the sensible

advice of Tndge Trumbull, consult with

President Grant before they proceed to

extremities, accept tin laws of Congress in

regard to polygamy, as well as in regard to

everything else they are required to, and
either haul in their rebellious horns or pre-

pare to pack tip their baggagt for a tramp
te some distant country outside the bounda-
ries of the United Slates. You m:t>t obey
the law, Prophet Brigham, or you must
march. Untie Sam has s/ood your non-

sense long enough. He will tolerate it no

longer."

What is it which is thus asserted

by a paper always considered as ad-

vocating the most extreme modern
notions respecting religious liberty ?

It is that there is something in our

civilization, our received rules of

morality, our lawful principles and
acts of administration, intolerant of

certain religious dogmas and tend-

ing to exclude -them. This latent

something is what Leo calls our
state religion, the religious basis of

our institutions and laws, of our
whole political and social fabric.

The first point we wisli to come
at, in our evolution of the whole

question under discussion, is, what
is this religious basis or fundamen-
tal religious law, essentially and

precisely? According to Leo and
excellent authors of our own, it is

the moral law, so far as that law

governs political and social rela-

tions. Whatever is contra bonos

mores is prohibited and excluded

by it, and nothing more. But
this is too general. We are obliged
to ask what moral law, what stand-

ard or criterion of good or bad

morals, is tacitly understood ? To
this we reply that, in our opinion,
it is the Christian law, as embodied
in the common and statute laws

under which we have been living
since the origin of our nation. If

we ask, further, what fixes and de-

termines this Christian law that is,

what criterion determines that which
is really prescribed or forbidden by
this law we can assign nothing
more definite and precise than the

common and general conscience of

the sovereign people, as this exer-

cises its controlling power through
legislative and judicial enactments
and decisions. It is therefore not

an unchangeable quantity, but va-

riable and varying in the differ-

ent laws of the distinct States, and
in the different laws of separate
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epochs which are the result of the

change for better or worse which
takes place in the moral sense of

the community. We cannot enu-
merate a definite number of moral
canons forming our state religion
in every part of the country during
every period of its history. But
we can, at any one time, designate
;i certain number of things required,

permitted, or forbidden by our state

rode of morals, without respect to

the doctrines of any particular re-

ligious body. Whatever religious
doctrine professed by any set of

men contradicts any part of this

code, although it may be maintain-

ed and advocated theoretically
with impunity so long as this can

be allowed without immediate dan-

ger of inciting to an open violation

of the laws, cannot be reduced to

practice without bringing the of-

fending parties within the coercive

jurisdiction of the courts of justice.

A Mahometan or a Mormon will

l>e allowed to advocate in speech
or writing the claims of Mahomet
or Joe Smith as the great prophet
of God, and to defend polygamy as

a divine institution
;
but if he at-

tempts to keep a harem, the law-

will condemn the act, and will pun-
ish it, at least to a certain extent,

by inflicting legal disabilities on

every one of his wives and children

who is not regarded as legitimate

by the statutes of the State where

he lives. Any enthusiast may give
himself out as an inspired pro-

phet; but if he is directed by his

fancied revelations to kill some one,
to set up a kingdom for himself, or

to undertake anything else against
the laws, the laws will avenge them-

selves without regard to his liberty
of conscience or his interior con-

viction that he is executing the

commands of God. A very piquant
and characteristic expression of

this principle was once given by
General Jackson. After the cap-
ture of the Indian chief Black Hawk
and his adviser, the Prophet, an in-

terview took place between the war-

like president and these dusky po-
tentates of the forest. The presi-
dent demanded of the chief an ac-

count of the reasons and motives

which had led him to make war on
the United States. The crestfallen

warrior laid all the blame on the

Prophet, who was in turn subjected
to the stern glance and imperious
demand of the formidable old gene-
ral. Quailing and abject beneath

the superior moral force of the

great white chief, the trembling

Prophet excused himself by saying
that he had been deceived by what

he thought was the voice of the

Great Spirit, but which was only
the whispering of his own mind.

Upon this the old general, gather-

ing up all the dignity and force of

his character into his brow and at-

titude, and raising his voice to a

tone of thunder, turned upon the

poor Prophet, and anathematized

him with this terrible dogmatic
decree :

"
If you ever again mis-

take the hallucinations of your dis-

ordered imagination for the inspi-

rations of the Divine Spirit, by the

Eternal! I will send you where it

will be for ever impossible for you to

repeat the mistake!" Our chief

magistrate spoke according to the

written and unwritten law of our

constitutions and our traditions.

There is a certain point beyond
which the practical carrying out of

opinions or beliefs, whatever claim

they may make to be derived from

a superhuman source, will be re-

sisted by the entire coercive and

penal force of the law. There are

and must be certain inherent prin-

ciples in our laws, whether these

are vague or definite, variable or
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fixed, which determine this

of physical resistance to liberty of

conscience or liberty of religion.

These constitute our state religion,

which claims for itself a legal infal-

libility, as exacting and unyielding

as that of the Holy See, so far as

outward submission and obedience

are concerned.

We come now at our immediate

question, namely, the attitude of

the Catholic religion towards this

state religion ; and if we are able to

designate and define this accurate-

ly, we are able by logical conse-

quence to conclude precisely what

degree of agreement or opposition is

contained in the essence of Catho-

lic and of American principles re-

spectively to each other. We in-

tend to meet this question fairly

and squarely, without trying to

twist either the one or the other

set of principles, or to invent a

medium of compromise between

them. We take the Catholic prin-

ciples as they are authoritatively

promulgated by the supreme au-

thority in the church, the Roman
Pontiff, particularly as contained

in the encyclical Quanta Ciira, with

its appended Syllabus, and as they
are taught and explained by the

most approved authors in canon

law. These definitions and ex-

positions alone have authority in

the church, and these alone have

any weight or significance in the

minds of thinking men who are not

members of the church, but are

more or less positively hostile to

her extension in our country.
Private versions or modifications

of Catholicity count for nothing, for

they are merely the theories of in-

dividuals, and will have no influence

over the real development of the

church, in so far as they disagree

by excess or delect with her autho-

ritative teaching. For ourselves,

we are purely and limply Catholic,

and profess an unreserved alle-

riance to the church which takesO

precedence of, and gives the rule to,

our allegiance to the state. If al-

legiance to the church demanded
of us opposition to political princi-

ples adopted by our civil govern-

ment, or disobedience to any laws

which were impious and immoral,

we should not hesitate to obey the

church and God. We should either

keep silence and avoid all discus-

sion of the subject, or else speak
out frankly in condemnation of our

laws and institutions, if we believed

them to be anti- Christian or, which

is the same thing, anti-Catholic in

their principles.
We do not try and judge Catho-

lic principles and laws by the cri-

terion of the American idea, as it is

called, nor do we justify and vindi-

cate these principles on the ground
that they are in harmony with, or

reconcilable to, the maxims and

ideas upon which our political fab-

ric is based. We aim at making
an exposition of the case as it real-

ly is
;
and if we take a view of it

favorable to our American political

order, it is for the sake of justify-

ing that order, and proving both to

our own adherents and to our op-

ponents that our duty to God does

not require us to make war on it,

so that all the arguments and mo-

tives for creating a conflict on the

political arena may fall to the

ground, and the battle-field be re-

stricted to the fair, open ground of

theological polemics.
What is it, then, which furnishes

to a certain set of violent enemies

of the Catholic Church in this coun-

try a pretext for making the issue

between Catholic and Protestant,

principlesapolitical one, and inclines

a great number of the mass of the

people to believe or suspect that this
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pretext is valid ? The newspapers,

publications, and speeches which

have been giving utterance to the

.sentiments of those who dread and

oppose the spread of our religion,

ever since it began to show signs
:>( vitality and growth in this coun-

iry, furnish the answer. The pre-
text is that all Catholics who tho-

roughly understand and are loyal
to the principles of their religion

wish to change or overthrow the re-

public, and substitute for it a polit-

ical order fundamentally different;

and that, if they ever become strong

enough, they will do what they can

to carry out their design. Is there

any truth in this pretext ? We will

express our own convictions on the

matter as fully and clearly as pos-

sible, and leave them to exert what

influence they may upon thosereally
sincere and intelligent persons who

may honor us with their attention.

In the first place, as to the repub-
lican form and constitution of our

government. There is no doubt a

difference of opinion among our

clergy and intelligent laymen in re-

gard to the abstract question what

form of government is the most ex-

cellent and perfect. In regard to

this subject, it is a part of our

American liberty that we should

be free to form and express our own

opinion:;, and there is undoubtedly
a diversity of opinions regarding it

among non-Catholics, as well as

among ourselves. It is certain that

many of our bishops, clergy, and

educated laymen have a very decid-

ed preference forthe republican form

of government, where it can be es-

tablished under conditions favorable

to order, stability, and success. And
as to the mass of our people, they
have suffered so much from tyranny
and oppression that they are in-

clined to go to the extreme left

rather than the extreme right in all

questions of political authority and

liberty. If we look at the question

closely, we shall see that the differ-

ence of opinion which may exist in

regard to the form of government
among those who hold to the divine-

institution of the state, and the di-

vine sanction to political authority
and law, is really not concerning
essentials. S. Thomas teaches that

the best form of government is one
which combines the monarchical,

aristocratic, and democratic ele-

ments in just proportions. Bellar-

mine maintains that absolute mon-

archy is ideally the most perfect
form of government, but that, con-

sidering the actual state of men, the

mixed form is the best in practice.
It is our opinion that very few men

among the leading classes in the

Catholic Church could be found,
either in this country or in Europe,
who would not agree with the second
member of Cardinal Bellarmine's

proposition. This is quite enough
for the justification of the govern-
mental order established by our
constitutions and laws in our Unit-
ed States. We have the monarchi-
cal principle in our president, and

governors, and the mayors of

cities. We have the aristocratic in

the legislators, judges, and magis-
trates. The existence of the demo-
cratic element need not be proved.
The difference between our mon-

archy and aristocracy and those

which are hereditary is only that

ours is elective, and the difference

between them and certain others

which are elective is that our elec-

tion is only for a certain term and

by a popular vote. The Pope is

an elective monarch. The govern-

ing aristocracy of Belgium is elec-

tive. The essential principle of

the mixed government is simply a

stable and legitimate order, under
which the monarchy, aristocracy
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and democracy are created and

sustained in the regular exercise of-

certain functions of government.
Catholics are therefore bound by
their own principles to recognize
the political order in the country as

lawful, and to give it their alle-

i;i;mce. Moreover, without any

([iiestion, apart from singular and

individual opinions which Catholics

as well as Protestants may enter-

tain, the Catholics of this country
are agreed in the conviction that

the republican institutions of the

United States are the best and the

only possible ones for our own

country. They have no desire to

subvert them, and there has never

been any conspiracy against them,

except in the malicious or deluded

brains of fanatical anti-Catholic

writers and speakers and of the

crowd which they have duped.
Genuine Catholics will never con-

spire against our government and

laws, but will always be true and

loyal American citizens. If the

majority of the people or the whole

people were to become Catholics,

they would not use their power to

subvert our American institutions,

or substitute for them those of any

European nation. On the contra-

ry, nothing could happen which

would secure the perpetuity of the

republic and promote its polit-

ical prosperity and glory with

anything like the influence which

the Catholic religion would ex-

ercise in producing such desirable

results. The dangers we have to

apprehend come from the sectarian

divisions which waste and neutra-

lize the religious sentiment and

force of the country, from infideli-

ty and radicalism, from vice and

immorality, from secret societies,

from public and private corruption
and profligacy, from swindling and

maladministration in high quarters,

from principles akin to those of the

conspirators of Europe, from de-

testable books like Lvt/uu'r, atheis-

tical magazines and unprincipled

newspapers evils for which the

Catholic Church alone can furnish

a remedy.
Another part of the subject is

worthy of much more serious con-

sideration, and requires far more
elucidation in order to be present-
ed in its true light. This relates,

not to the outward form of the gov-

ernment, but to its inward spirit ;

to the scope and quality of the

legislation, and not to the manner
of designating the legislators or

judges. All forms of government
are lawful before the church, wheth-

er absolute monarchies or repub-
lics. It is evident that a republic

may be governed in perfect accor-

dance with Catholic principles, and

that an empire may be governed in

complete discordance with the same.

A sensible man would not, therefore,

be likely to consider the form of

our government as the object which

demands his particular solicitude in

view of the progress of the Catholic

religion. He would consider, ra-

ther, that the gist of the matter lay

in the relation of Catholic princi-

ples to that which we have called,

after Leo, the state religion. If we
are correct in our preliminary state-

ments, the Catholic religion always
tends to infuse itself into the state

in which it exists, and succeeds as

soon as it has become the govern-

ing moral force which constitutes

the soul of the body politic. Now,
what is the relation of the Catholic

religion to the actual state religion

in our country, and, when they come

strongly in contact, what degree of

struggle will ensue between them,
and what amount of change would

be produced by the predominance
of the Catholic force ?
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In the first place, let us consider

the case in reference to those things
which the Catholic conscience posi-

tively enjoins or positively prohi-
bits. In every case of this kind

a Catholic must obey his con-

science; and if he is subject to a

civil law which requires him to vio-

late it, he must die rather than sub-

mit. Formerly we have had to

make this passive resistance to laws

existing in the American colonies;
and in some cases as, for instance,

in regard to certain oppressive laws

passed in the State of Missouri, it

has been necessary to resist some
state laws. On the whole, however,
we may "say that our laws do not

put the Catholic citizen into the

alternative of incurring a penalty
from either the human or the di-

vine law. This part of the case can

be therefore dismissed as not prac-
tical.

In the second place, we have to

consider those things which are the

rights and privileges of the Catho-

lic conscience, but which do not

concern its indispensable obliga-

tions. In regard to these things, a

Catholic must obey the law, and he

must refrain from all violent and

seditious conduct. He must sub-

mit to the abridgment of his rights

and liberties so long as he cannot

obtain their free possession and

use by lawful means. But, under

our free institutions, it is the right

of the Catholic citizen, by argu-

ment, influence, and voting, to se-

cure as much as possible of his just

religious liberty without prejudice
to the natural or civil rights of

others. Therefore, as a matter of

course, whenever Catholics obtain

sufficient power to command a ma-

jority of votes, they will, if they
act on Catholic principles, demand
and obtain all their rights and full

equality before the law with other

citizens. For instance, in regard
to schools, prisons, hospitals, ships
of war, fortresses, etc., they will se-

cure the complete right of Catho-
lics in these places to practise their

religion and to be free from the in-

terference of non-Catholic religious

teachers appointed by the state.

But what would be the action of

Catholics, if they should ever be-

come the majority, in regard to re-

quiring or prohibiting lay law those

tilings in which the Catholic con-

science differs from the Protestant

and non-Catholic standard of right

and wrong? It is always necessary
in such a case for all parties to

exercise the greatest forbearance,

moderation, and fairness toward

one another, in order that these

questions should have a peaceable
solution. Therefore those violent

and fanatical or selfish demagogues,
both clerical and lay, who seek to

exasperate the non-Catholic citi-

zens of this country against their Ca-

tholic fellow-citizens, are the most

dangerous enemies of the public

peace. We appeal to all candid,

impartial, intelligent American citi-

zens to say who are they who seek

to fan the embers of strife into a

flame
;

are they Catholic leaders,

or are they the chiefs and orators

of a violent, sectarian, anti-Catholic

party ? Our Catholic citizens, if

fairly treated, will always respect
the rights of their fellow-citizens.

They will never take part in de-

spoiling churches, societies, col-

leges, or other institutions of their

property or chartered privileges,
as radicals and infidels most assur-

edly will, so far as they have any
power. Catholics will not do any-

thing of this sort, even in case they
should in certain States become an

overwhelming majority. They will

never seek to tyrannize over their

fellow-citizens, to establish their re-
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ligion by force, or to compel any
one to do those things which are

required only by the Catholic con-

science. The difficulty lies chiefly

in respect to those laws which for-

bid certain things as contrary to

the divine law. The civil code

consists chiefly of laws prohibiting
crimes against the moral law, and

annexing penalties to the commis-
sion of them. The law must there-

fore have some ethical standard of

right and wrong, and must be bas-

ed on some interpretation of the

divine law, or, in a Christian state,

of the Christian law. Now, if the

interpretation of the Christian law

of morals held by one large portion
of the community differs from

that of another large portion,
what is to be done ? This is the

precise question which we are seek-

ing to answer in reference to the

Catholic and non-Catholic portions
of the community in any State

where the former should be in the

preponderance. The case of di-

vorce and marriage is one precisely
in point, and the most important
and practical of all others which
could be mentioned. Let us sup-

pose, then, that the reformation of

the marriage code were to come up
before a legislature in which the

majority were Catholics, under the

leadership of sound jurists who
were also strictly conscientious in

fulfilling their duty of obedience to

the church. Would they make the

canon law also civil law in gloto,
without regard to the opinions or

wishes of the minority ? We think

not. In our view of the case, the

right and the wise thing to do
would be to bring the law back to

the condition in which it was dur-

ing the earlier and better period of

our existence as a people, in so far

as the assent of the whole people
ill lie srcured with a moral
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unanimity. As for the rest, it

would be altogether in accordance
with Catholic precedents and Cath-

olic principles not to legislate ;>t

all, but to leave the church and the

other religious bodies to exert 'their

moral influence over their own
members.*

If we suppose the entire people
of the United States to become a

Catholic people, we must suppose,
as a matter of course, that the en-

tire law of the Catholic Church, in

so far as it is an ethical code, be-

comes per se the sovereign law of

the collective people. This fol-

lows by a rigorous deduction from
the principles we have laid down

respecting the religion of the state.

The religion of the state, as we
have seen, is its body of ethical

principles. This body of principles
came by tradition from the Chris-

tian teaching which created Euro-

pean civilization. It is, in a vagiu:
and general sense, the Christian

law. It is good so far as it goes,
and in harmony with Catholic

principles. But it is imperfect and
liable to change, for the want of a

competent tribunal to pronounce
upon its true, genuine sense in dis-

puted cases. This is seen in the

instance of marriage, there being in

courts and legislatures no right or

power to decide from the New Tes-

tament or any other source what
the divine or Christian law really

prescribes. Let the collective con-

science of the country become Ca-

tholic, and it at once, without

changing the fundamental principle
of our organic law, obtains an infal-

lible and supreme interpretation of

that law which raises it to the stan-

dard of ideal perfection. It be-

comes a perfect Christian republic.

* As a case in point, we may cite the law of the
Pontifical States, which leaves the regulation of

marriage among Jews to their own synagogue.
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passing under the control of a

higher law in all that is comprised
within the sphere of ethical obliga-

tion, but retaining political, civil,

and individual liberty in all other

respects, guarded by more power-
ful sanctions than it ever before

possessed.
Do our fellow-citizens who are

not Catholics think it possible that

this will ever take place ? We sup-

pose not. Nor have Catholics any
certain grounds for expecting it,

whatever they may hope from the

power and grace of Almighty God.
There is no reason, therefore, for

making a controversy about what
the Catholic Church would do in

the United States if the whole peo-

ple were her docile children. The

question of real importance relates

to the action which Catholics ought
to take, and probably will take, as

one factor of greater or less power
in the political community. Our
aim in discussing topics of this

kind is, first, to animate Catholics

to a manly and honorable determi-

nation to secure their own equal

rights, and to obey strictly their

conscience in all their political and
civil relations. It is, in the next

place, to persuade our fellow-citizens

that conscience and obedience to

the teaching of the Catholic Church
do not require or permit Catholics

to make an aggressive party, to dis-

turb the peace of the common-

wealth, to subvert our laws or lib-

erties, or to invade the rights of our

fellow-citizens, and seek the oppor-

tunity of establishing the supremacy
of the Catholic religion by violent

and forcible means. We have no ex-

pectation of convincing, conciliat-

ing, or silencing the greater portion
of our active opponents. We have

not the slightest hope of seeing them

desist from their utterly unfair and

fallacious method of conducting

the controversy between us. Their
'

only chance of success lies in soph-

istry, artifice, appeals to prejudice,

ignorance, and Dassion. and the

evasion of all serious argument.
We have, however, ;'reat hopes of

gaining more and more the hearing,
the attention, and the confidence

of that vast body of thinking and

reading Americans who, if not con-

vinced of the divine origin of the

Catholic religion, are certainly de-

void of all respect for every form
of fanatical sectarianism. They
know well that these violent par-

ties, however loud in the assertion

of liberal sentiments, are invariably

tyrannical when they have power;
and we hope to convince them that

the Catholic Church, while con-

demning a false liberalism, is ever

the guardian angel of true right and

liberty

All the foregoing portion of this

article was written four years ago,
and has been waiting until the pre-
sent moment for a suitable occa-

sion of publication. The contro-

versy aroused by Mr. Gladstone's

pamphlet in November of the last

year has furnished a better occasion

than we could have hoped for, and
we have therefore offered this con-

tribution to the discussion now

going on. The statements we have

made in regard to the essential

relation between religion and the

state with reference to our own

republic are equally applicable to

the European nations. They cover

the whole ground of allegiance due
from Catholics to an infallible au-

thority, in respect to the domain
of political ethics. This infallible

authority is the proximate rule of

faith in regard to what must be

done or omitted in order to obey
the law of God. It is the higher

law, the objective rule, directing
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the subjective conscience, or prac-

tical judgment respec ting right or

wrong, in the individual. It is. of

course, supreme; for it is an unetr-

promulgation of the divine law.

The definition of the infallibility of

the Pope has not made the slightest

I

ii,u tical change in respect to his

authority of defining and proclaim-

ing this infallible Catholic rule of

conscience. All Catholics, bishops

included, even when assembled in

general council, were always re-

quired to assent to and obey his

judgments in matters of faith and

morals, as final and without right

of appeal. The assent of the

church could never be wanting,
since it was obligatory on every

bishop, priest, and layman to give

it at once, under pain of excommu-
nication. If some were illogical

enough to maintain that the infalli-

bility of his judgments depended
on this assent, the erroneous opin-
ion which they held did not sub-

ject them to excommunication as

formal heretics before the solemn

definition of the Vatican Council

had condemned and anathematized

their error as a heresy. Yet the

Roman Pontiff always exercised his

infallible prerogative without hesi-

tation, and was always obeyed, ex-

cept by heretics and rebels. In re-

spect to the promulgation of the

divine law to the consciences of all

men, the Pope has always been, by
divine right, just what he now is

the supreme teacher and judge of

the whole earth, as the Vicar of

Christ. His power is spiritual, and
its executive is the conscience of

each individual. Infallibility is

obeyed only by interior assent,

which is a free act of volition not

Mi!>ject to any coercive force. It

is utterly silly, therefore, to say
that this submission is a surrender
of freedom, or that obedience to a

rule of conscience subsisting in an

infallible tribunal interferes with

allegiance to civil authority one

whit more than obedience to any
kind of rule whatever. In fact,

what Prince Bismarck denounc e^

and wishes to crush is the resist-

ance of subjective conscience to the

absolute mandates of the state, for

which we have his own plain and

express words. His doctrine is the

very quintessence of the basest and

most degrading slavishness the

slavishness of intelligence and con-

science crouching abjectly before

pure physical force hi force prime
le (troit.

Legislative and governing au-

thority in the church is something

quite distinct from infallibility. It

proceeds from the power delegated

by Jesus Christ to his Vicar to ex-

ercise spiritual jurisdiction over all

bishops and all the members of

their flocks, and in general over all

the faithful. No direct temporal

jurisdiction is joined with it by di-

vine right. The direct temporal ju-

risdiction of the Pope in his king-
dom is from human right, and his

ancient jurisdiction as suzerain over

sovereign princes was also a mere

human right. The indirect juris-

diction which springs from the di-

vine right is only an application

of spiritual jurisdiction, varying in

its exercise as the civil laws are

more or less conformed to the di-

vine law, and depending on the

concurrence of the civil power.

Suppose, for instance, that a bishop
revolts against the Holy See. The

Pope judges and deposes him.

This act deprives him of spiritual

rights and privileges. If he is to

be violently expelled from his ca-

thedral, his palace, and the posses-
sion of his revenues, the civil mag-
istrate must do this in virtue of a

civil law. If he were one of the
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prince-bishops of a former age, and

were deprived of his principality,

the civil law would deprive him.

If he married, and incurred tem-

poral penalties thereby, it would be

through the civil law. The judg-
ment which pronounces him guilty,

deposed, excommunicated, invalid-

ly married, and therefore liable to

all the temporal penalties incurred

under the civil code, is an act of

spiritual jurisdiction. The tem-

poral effect of this judgment is in-

direct, varies with the variation in

civil jurisprudence, and depends on

an executive clothed with a direct

temporal and civil authority.

Nothing is more certain than

that the church has always recog-
nized the immediate derivation of

the civil power in the state from

God, its distinction from the spirit-

ual power, and its sovereign inde-

pendence in its own sphere of any
direct temporal jurisdiction of the

Pope. The statements made above

show how the immutable rights of

the Pope as Christ's Vicar in re-

spect to indirect jurisdiction in

temporal matters have a variable

application in practice, according
to the variation of times, laws, and

circumstances. It is futile, there-

fore, to attribute to the Holy See or

to Catholics in general, on account

of the doctrine of Papal infallibility

and supremacy, the intention of

striving after a restoration of all

that actual exercise of ecclesiasti-

cal power in political affairs which

was formerly wielded by popes and

bishops. Much more futile is it to

suppose that a claim to revive an-

cient political rights derived purely
from human laws and voluntary
concessions is always kept in abey-

ance, and to be ever dreaded and

guarded against by states.

Catholics ought to beware, nev-

ertheless, of regarding the ancient

constitution of Western Christen-

dom under the headship of the

Pope as something needing an

apology, or as a state less perfect
than the one which has supplanted
it. We do not share in or sympa-
thize with this view or with the

political doctrines of those who
hold it, however estimable they

may be, in the slightest degree.

Although convinced that the medi-
aeval system has passed away for

ever, and that the present and

coming age needs a regime suited

to its real condition, and not to one
which is ideal only, we glory in

the past which partly realized that

Christian ideal.

France was par excellence the

Christian nation, as even Duruy.
advocate though he be of the

principles of '89, proclaims witli a

Frenchman's just pride in the Gcsta

Dei per Francos. Her golden age
was the period between Louis le

Gros and Philippe le Bel. Htr
decadence and disasters began witli

the contest of the latter sovereign
and the infamous Nogaret, pre-
cursor of the Cavours and Bis-

marcks, against Boniface VIII.

Crecy, Poitiers, and Agincourt, the

dismemberment of France, the con-

quests of Edward III. and Henry
V., the apparition of Etienne Mar-

cel, the father of Parisian revolu-

tionists and communists, were in

logical sequence from Philippe's

rebellion, and the logical antece-

dents of the modern French Revolu-

tion and the disasters of 1870. In

that olden time France was rescued

only by the miraculous mission of

Joan of Arc, a kind of living per-
sonification of the Catholic Church.

in her three characters as virgin,

warrior, and victim. So, at a la-

ter period, S. Pius V., that pontiff
whom Lord Acton* has so vilely

calumniated, saved Europe from
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the Turkish invasion to which the

recreant sovereigns had exposed it

by basi'ly abandoning the Crusades

to despoil each other. It needs

but small knowledge of history
to see through the sophisms of

md-class writers like Buckle

and Draper, who seek to despoil the

Catholic Church of her glory as

the sole author and preserver of

civilization in Western Christen-

dom. The history of Europe from

the fall of the Roman Empire to

this moment ij only the record

of an effort of the popes to lead

the nations in the path of true

glory and happiness, and of the

ever-recurring struggle of the civil

] lower, of sophists, and of revolu-

tionists to drag them aside into the

path of degradation and misery,
tor their own base and selfish pur-

poses. Faithless priests, unworthy
heirs of noble names, men who
have perverted the highest gifts of

nature and grace, have, during this

long, eventful course of time, been

mixed up with the arrogant tyrants,

cunning politicians, bold blasphe-
mers, shameless sensualists, and
their common herd of followers, in

the war against the vicegerent of

God and the spouse of Christ.

What is now, has been in the time-

past, and will be until the curtain

drops after the finished drama.

There are similar actors on both

sides now, and a similar struggle.
to those recorded in the history of

the past. We may expect a simi-

lar result. La Pucelle was falsely

accused, unjustly condemned, suf-

fered death by fire, and triumphed.
The Catholic religion is La Pu-

celle. Abandoned, falsely accused,
doomed to the flames, by an un-

grateful world, recreant or cowardly
adherents, and open enemies, it will

be hailed in the age to come by all

mankind as the saviour of the world.

RELEASE.

I SOMETIMES wish that hour were come

When, lying patient on my bed,

My soul should view her future home
With eager, trembling wings outspread

And earnest faith ; that age and pain
Should pass at death's divine behest,

As the freed captive leaves his chain

When he has ceased to be the guest
Of prisons on the dungeon floor

A burden dropped for evermore.

Eternal joy, eternal youth,
Await beyond that portal gray

Which all must pass that hope for truth

The lonely spirit freed from clay ;

But suffering only bids us yearn
For that mysterious, strange release

Which through the grave, the funeral urn,

Brings such infinitude of peace.
Oh ! in that dread, ecstatic hour

Uphold me, Saviour, with thy power.
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THE VEIL WITHDRAWN.

THANSLATED, BY PERMISSION, FROM THE FRENCH OF MME. CRAVEN, AUTHOR OF " A SISTER? STORY,'
"
FLEURANGE," ETC.

XXXIV.

I PRETENDED to be very much

surprised the next morning when
Lando informed me Gilbert was

obliged to take his departure the

following day in order to join an

English friend of his who was to

accompany him to Egypt and had

sent a despatch he should be at

Malta by the end of the week.

I recollect nothing more con-

cerning that morning except my
depression, which only increased as

the day advanced. Towards night

this sadness assumed a new cha-

racter, and became still deeper in

consequence of a letter from Lo-

renzo, announcing his return the

following day.
He had left Milan, and was now

at Bologna. He was really there

this time, and not pretending to

be, as when he went to Sorrento to

see Donna Faustina ! Oh ! what

bitter thoughts, what feelings of in-

dignation, were awakened by the

perusal of this letter, at once de-

void of affection and sincerity !

He doubtless supposed a scandal

published in so many newspapers,

though only the initials of the per-

sons concerned were given, had

come to my knowledge, but he was

in that sort of humor in which the

wrongs one has to endure produce
an irritation against those who
have the most to suffer in conse-

quence. It was evident he felt

some regret for the past, but there

was not a symptom of repentance ;

and though he did not say so di-

rectly, his letter seemed intended

to warn me, as he had once done,
with regard to questions, advice, and

promises, that he was not disposed
to endure the slightest reproach.
Not a word that appealed to my
generosity, not one that could touch

my heart ! I could see nothing to

cheer and console me in that direc-

tion. All was dark and cold.

Such was my conviction on read-

ing this letter. But I did not

appear the less cheerful when

evening came to remind me that

my interior struggle would be

over in a few hours, and the next

day I should feel at liberty to yield
without restraint to thoughts I

should no longer be afraid to be-

tray.

The large drawing-room on the

ground floor which opened into the

small garden, after^ the fashion of

Pompeii, with its pillared portico,
had been arranged for the occasion

by Lando, who had constructed a

platform, ornamented with lights
and flowers, where the concert he

had improvised was to take place,
varied by speeches.

Gilbert was to explain its object
at the commencement, and at the

end, Angiolina, for whom Lando
had begged this exceptionally long

evening, was to go around with ;;

basket to collect the money intend-

ed for the poor people whose lives

had been saved by her mother.
Lando excelled in such arrange-

ments, and, to tell the truth, he
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had left nothing here to be desired.

I must also add that all of our lit-

tle coterie, except Gilbert, Stella,

and myself, eagerly participated in

the work.

My aunt, in particular, looked

with a favorable eye on this mix-

ture of charity and amusement,
which at once satisfied her kind

heart and gratified her dominant

passion. It seemed to her a more

delightful invention had never been

brought from beyond the Alps.

Besides, she had that very day
made a discovery which put an end
to her maternal indecision with re-

gard to her daughter's fate. This

indecision, in consequence of Lan-

do's intentions, which became more
and more evident, was caused nei-

ther by the frivolity for which he

might have been reproached, nor

by the extravagance with which he

had squandered his modest patri-

mony, nor by any oilier motive
dictated by prudence, but solely

by a difficulty which vanished in

the twinkling of an eye as soon as

my aunt discovered a fact she was
before ignorant of, to wit, that

I.ando Landini, like a great many
younger sons of good family in

Italy, had a right to assume, on

marrying, a title he had not hereto-

fore borne. Oh ! from that in-

stant nothing more was wanting.
She had always found Don Landol-

fo nearly faultless, but now he

could offer her daughter the charm-

ing title of the Countess del Fiore,
he was perfection itself. After

such a revelation, her consent was
not deferred for an instant. Lan-

do, in the midst of the prepara-
tions lie was making, had taken

time to come in haste to commu-
nicate the news. This explained
the air of triumph, as well as joy,
with which my aunt made her ap-

pearance in the evening, and the

unusual brilliancy of Teresina's

black eyes, greatly set off by the

white dress and coral ornaments
she wore. Her sister had also

something in her manner that

evening that differed a little from
the unmeaning placidity which

usually characterized her. Shi-

was not as pretty as Teresina, but

she had a more agreeable expres-

sion, and a better right to the epi-
thet of simpatica which was some-
times given her. Their faces were
both flushed with the* excitement

produced in advance by the plea-
sure of singing in company when it

could be done without fear and with-

out any doubt of success. And

my cousins had voices of superior

quality, such as are often met with

in Italy, and harmonized wonder-

fully together. They were, more-

over, very good musicians, and

though their style was not perfect,

every one listened to them with

pleasure, more especially the young
amateur of music who had been ap-

pointed to accompany them that

evening. For some time, the Bar-

on von Brunnenberg had regarded
Mariuccia in a most sentimental

manner ; bufhitherto the handsome

young Englishman, Harry Leslie,

seemed to please her more than

the baron, and consequently -she

had always treated the latter with

more or less coldness. It was evi-

dent, however, that Leslie, since the

evening on Mt. Vesuvius, had not

a thought or look, or scarcely a

word, for any body but Stella. 1

often wondered if this had any ef-

fect on her, as I observed her

occasionally pensive air so unlike

her usual self. However the cast-

might be, Mariuccia 'had drawn
therefrom a practical conclusion

for her own personal benefit : Les-

lie did not care for her
;
she must

therefore resign herself and turn to
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some one else. This resignation
led her to favor the baron with

such smiles as he had never ob-

tained before, so that he also was

radiant, and the group around the

piano presented an appearance of

the utmost satisfaction. I felt a

sensation of surprise as I looked at

their smiling faces and heard their

merry voices. I seemed to be se-

parated from them by an impassable

grate that permitted me to see and
hear them, but absolutely prevent-
ed me from 'approaching to partici-

pate in their liveliness and joy.
"
Happiness . . . gaiety . . . hope . . .

all these are at an end for me !"

said I to myself. Nevertheless, I

fulfilled all it was incumbent on
me to do, and succeeded in appear-

ing nearly the same as usual.

At length, all the company ar-

rived, and when they had taken

their places and every eye was
turned towards the platform, I

took Angiolina, and, going to the

embrasure of a window, I sat down
where I was half concealed, and
took the child on my knee. The

company of this angelic little crea-

ture was not only always delightful
and soothing, but she had a sin-

gularly precocious instinct of the

beautiful which excited my wonder
and made me keep my eyes on her

while she was listening to music,
and even to poetry whose rhythm
delighted her ear even when the

words were beyond her compre-
hension, especially when it was her

mother who was repeating it. At
such times nothing was more touch-

ing than to behold the animated

expression of her sparkling blue

eyes and the tremulous movement
of her childish mouth ! . . . I now-

clasped her in my arms, and it

seemed as if the agitation of my
heart subsided as I embraced her !

Tiie btiron first played, by way

of overture, a piece of Mendels-
sohn's which disposed the audience
to be attentive : then, after a mo-
ment's silence, Gilbert made his

appearance. He was extremely

pale, and seemed to be making a

great effort to rise above some great
moral or physical suffering. This

was so evident that he might have

claimed the indulgence of the audi-

ence and excused himself on the

plea of a real or pretended indispo-
sition. But presently his voice

grew stronger, the orator was rous-

ed, and his manner, usually so un-

pretending, became what it always
was when he spoke in public im-

posing, brilliant, and impressive.
What he said at first I cannot tell.

Too many recollections crowded on

my mind at .once as he made his

appearance, reminding me of the

day when I first heard him at the

Hotel de Kergy. I remembered
what I was then, what my feelings,

what my hopes were. I thought
of all the changes that had since

taken place, and what a singular co-

incidence it was that he should ap-

pear before me on the day of our

separation in the same way as when
we met for the first time! My at-

tention was soon drawn to the words

of the speaker by the murmur of

approbation, that soon increased to

enthusiastic applause, with which

they were received. To speak of

Vesuvius at Naples, and to Neapoli-

tans, in a way to excite their inte-

rest, requires a tour de force, and
this feat he was able to accomplish.
With the ready appreciation of abili-

ty which characterized his audi-

ence, the difficulty he had to sur-

mount was felt, and lively spontan-
eous applause interrupted him at

every instant, as he mingled poetry,

art, and history with an originality

and grace that did not permit the

least appearance -of pedantry to
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diminish the charm of his profound,
unstudied erudition. But when he

finally came to the account lie was

appointed to give of our recent

i \, ursion, and began by describing

the spot where we had witnessed

i he eruption together, I could not

re-press a thrill of emotion. I fan-

ried his eyes had detected me in

the corner where I was concealed,

and when he added that he felt in the

presence of that spectacle a profound
emotion the remembrance of which

could never be effaced, however long

the duration of his life! I leaned

my forehead against Angiolina's
fair head as if everybody could un-

derstand the double meaning of his

words, and for some minutes I

heard nothing but the rapid beating
of my heart. . . .

All at once the child looked

eagerly up, and touching my cheek

with her little hand to attract my
attention, she said in a joyful tone:

"
Listen, listen to what he is say-

in.; about mamma!"
Then everything else was forgot-

ten for an instant but the pleasure
of hearing Stella's courageous deed

related in the noble, incomparable

language peculiar to Gilbert. There
was a burst of applause on all sides,

and I was about to add mine when

iiiy attention was suddenly attract-

ed and concentrated in an unex-

ted direction, as if dazzled by
cine of those repeated flashes of

lightning that set the heavens

aflame, and which is distinguished
from the others by a more terrible

brilliancy.

It had occurred to Lando to or-

nament the platform with shrubs

and flowers, in order to conceal

from the spectators those who were

to take part in the performance till

it was their turn to appear. Stella

\vasin this way concealed from every-

body but me. From the place to

which I had betaKen mysell I could

see her distinctly, and follow every
movement she made, without her

being aware of it. I was soon sur-

prised and struck with the effect

ofthe address she was listening to.

It was not merely attention
;

it was

not interest; it was a breathless

emotion which contracted her fea-

tures, and to such a degree that I

thought she was going to faint. I

had already risen to go to her as-

sistance, when I was struck with a

sudden idea which nailed me to the

spot an idea that no sooner cross-

ed my mind than it became a cer-

tainty, and caused me such terrible

anguish that I was frightened. I

looked at her steadily, trying to

imagine and read her thoughts, and
while penetrating to the depths of

her heart, I felt mine sink within

me. Alas ! Why should the dis-

covery I thought I had made thus

cause me to tremble and shudder ?

Why did it seem as if I had been
struck by an arrow that pierced me
to the heart ?

I endeavored to overcome the re-

pugnance I was so weak as to feel

in my soul. Yes, I tried to regard
Stella in the new light that had

just dawned on me, and to consider

him in this same light him ! . . .

I tried to say to myself without

shrinking that before me was the

very one of whom I had spoken the

evening before ;
who was at once

beautiful, good, noble-hearted, and

worthy of him and one whom he
could love without fear, without

scruple, without remorse. I tried

to do all this, and like every effort

to rise above self, this did me good,

perhaps, and rendered me stronger ;

but I did not gain the victory.
As soon as Gilbert finished speak-

ing, I watched him, in spite of my-
self, while Stella's name was min-

gled with his in the enthusiastic ac-
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clamations of the audience, and
shall I avow it ? I noticed with

pleasure that he left the platform
without the least thought of ap-

proaching her. He slipped away
as quickly as he could through a

little door that opened on the porti-

co, and from the shadowy recess

where I was sitting, I could see

him in the moonlight leaning

against a pillar in the attitude of

one who is reposing after some

great effort or long constraint.

I was for some time incapable of

giving the least attention to what

was going on around me. I vaguely
listened to A le sacrai Regitia, to

which Mariuccia's fine contralto

voice gave wonderful expression;
and after this duet from Semiramis,
various other pieces were played by
the baron. One of these gave me
a thrill, and brought me back to a

sense not only of the present but

of the past. It was the air of Chop-
in's which Diana de Kergy played
at Paris on that other farewell oc-

casion ! Everything to-night seem-

ed combined to overwhelm me
with recollections and emotion !

I could hardly bear to listen to this

music, it so overpowered me with

its heartrending, passionate charac-

ter. My eyes, in spite of my efforts,

were already filled with tears when
the young amateur abruptly stop-

ped and struck up a waltz from

Strauss, with so much spirit and brio

that Angiolina jumped down, as if

drawn by some irresistible impulse,

and began to whirl around, holding
her little dress up with both hands.

All those in the assembly who
were still in their teens 'seemed

strongly tempted to follow her ex-

ample ;
but the waltz soon ended,

silence was restored, and Angiolina
returned to my side as Stella, in

her turn, made her appearance.
The object of the soiree sufficient-

ly accounted for the acclamations

with which she was received a

marked homage to the noble deed
that had just been eulogized in

such eloquent terms. When these

subsided, the silence became pro-
found.

Stella remained motionless while

all these demonstrations were going
on around her in her honor, and
did not seem to be aware of them.

I can see her still in her white dress,

the flowing sleeves of which display-
ed her hands and arms. Her only
ornament was a circlet of gold,
which confined the waving masses

of her thick, brown hair. She did

not look paler than usual, for her

complexion, of dazzling whiteness,

rarely had any color; her eyelashes
and eyebrows were as dark as her

hair, and her eyes, when nothing
animated her, were of a rather dull

gray ;
but at the least emotion the

pupils seemed to dilate, and deepen
in hue, and then nothing could sur-

pass their brilliancy ! This change
was especially remarkable when she

exercised the natural talent for

declamation which she possessed
without having ever cultivated it.

Her sense of the poetic was pro-
found and accurate, and her voice,

full and sonorous, was precisely

adapted to express what she felt at

the moment in her heart. To this

were added simple, natural gestures,
which the mere movement of her

beautiful hands and arms always
rendered noble and graceful. There
was no affectation about her, and

yet her face, usually animated by
extreme gaiety, possessed a strange

tragical power. Such was Stella's

talent a sufficiently faithful reflec-

tion of the character of her soul.

During the noisy manifestations

that greeted her appearance, she

was apparently very calm, as I

have just described her; but her
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hands were clasped nervously to-

gether, and an almost impercepti-
ble movement of her lips indicated

more agitation than she manifest-

ed outwardly. But this repressed
emotion added to the very charm
of her voice when she began with

incomparable grace a sonnet from

X.;ipj)i ;
and when, striking another

chord, she repeated a scene from

one of Manzoni's finest tragedies,

there was a genuine thrill of admira-

tion in the audience. I noticed

poor Harry Leslie, in particular,
who was touched, excited, amazed.
I looked around for Gilbert and

(pardon me, O my God l-^-forgive

me, Stella !) I was glad to see he
was not present. The very power
which each of them possessed in a

different way of moving an audience

seemed to establish a relationship
between them, the bare thought of

which made me suffer, and this

suffering was as harrowing as re-

morse !

Finally, Stella began the canto

at the end of the Divina Commctiia,
which commences with this prayer

certainly the most beautiful ever in-

spired by genius and piety :

" O
I 'ergin Mtiiiir .' figlia del tiio /'/-

/it)!"* At that moment Gilbert

reappeared. He did not enter the

room, but remained leaning against
the door. Nevertheless, I saw a

slight flush pass over Stella's brow ;

1 heard her voice tremble
;
and I

knew she was aware of his presence
and had lost some of her self-con-

trol. As for him, I saw he was sur-

prised and astonished. He added
his applause to that of the whole as-

sembly. But when they all rose at

the end to crowd around Stella, his

eyes turned in a different direction,

and it was evident he thought of

her no longer.

* O Virgin Mother, daughter of thy Son !

At that instant, little Angiolina,
who was leaning against my shoul-

der, mutely contemplating her mo-
ther, and only saying from time to

time in a low voice,
" How beauti-

ful ! Isn't it beautiful ?" as if she

were listening to some musical

strain, was borne away by Harry
Leslie, who, as was appropriate, had
been appointed to accompany the

little queteuse. There was now a

bustle and general confusion, as is

often the case after prolonged si-

lence and attention, and everybody
seemed wild with gaiety. To this

merriment was added the noise of a

deafening march which the baron

played, as he said, by way of ac-

companiment to the triumphant

progress of the child borne around
the room on Leslie's shoulder to

receive the contributions that were

to end the soiree.

The contrast between the state

of my mind and all this tumult, ani-

mation, and gaiety, only served to

heighten the agitation of my soul to

the utmost. All the doors and
windows of the room were open,
and I mechanically went out and
leaned for a moment against the

same pillar where I had seen Gil-

bert only a short time before.

While standing there, I suddenly
heard his voice beside me :

" Adieu ! madame," said he in a

low, trembling tone.
"
Adieu, Gilbert ! May heaven

protect you !" I replied, extending

my hand. He took it, pressed it to

his lips, gave it a slight pressure,
and that was all. . . . He was

gone ! I followed him with my
eyes, by the bright moonlight, till

he disappeared under the trees of

the avenue.

I remained motionless in the

place where I was, looking alter-

nately at the garden around me
bathed in the light of the moon.
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and at the brilliantly illuminated

sit/an within. And while my eyes
wandered from one to the other, it

seemed as if everything before me

disappeared never to return, that

these bright lights were about to

be extinguished never to be re-

lighted again, this numerous assem-

bly dispersed never to be reunited,

and it was the last time I was to

mingle in the gay world surround-

ed by all the display that wealth

could afford. The impression was

singular ;
but what is certain, I felt

at that very moment all my happi-

ness was over, that which was dan-

gerous as well as that which was

legitimate, pleasure as well as re-

pose, joy as well as peace, memory
as well as hope ! It was a moment
of agony, but the sufferings of such

agony, however terrible they may
be, are they not, like a mother's

throes, the signs and prelude of life ?

XXXV.

When I returned to the drawing-

room, I found scarcely any one

left. Leslie came to tell me Stella

had gone away without bidding me

good night, because she was in a

hurry to take Angiolina home as

soon as the collection was ended.

Presently nobody remained. Si-

lence once more reigned, and I

found myself alone, face to face

with myself!
But I by no means experienced

the happiness that so often results

from the accomplishment of a duty,

or the consummation of a sacrifice.

On the contrary, I felt a desolation

which was the prelude of a state of

mind which was to render the fol-

lowing days gloomy beyond any I

ever spent in my life gloomy !

yes, as the profound darkness of

night just before the dawn !

While Gilbert remained, I did

not allow myself to analyze my
feelings for fear of shaking my re-

solution. I was able to maintain it

to the end ;
but as soon as he was

gone, I gave free course to every

thd'ught that could aggravate my
sufferings. I now experienced that

isolation which, from childhood, I

had dreaded more than death !

Lorenzo no longer cared for me, I

should never behold Gilbert again,

and the friendship of Stella, the

only one who comprehended and

pitied me, I was not sure of pre-

serving !

I now began to recall, and study,

so to speak, .all that had taken

place during the evening just at an

end, but this only seemed to in-

crease the conviction that had taken

such strong possession of my mind.

I felt determined, however, to as-

certain the truth. I would satisfy

my mind. I would question her

till she told me exactly all that

was passing in her heart.

But Stella, with all her gaiety,
was not a person who could readily
be induced to make a confidential

disclosure of her most secret

thoughts. Without the least dis-

simulation, she was impenetrable.
She knew how to enter fully into

the feelings of others their joys

and, above all, their sufferings.

But if,- on the other hand, any one

sought to participate in hers, a

smile, the opening of her large eyes,

or a slight movement of her lips

and shoulders, seemed to forbid

looking beneath the serene expres-
sion of her smiling face. The truth

was, she thought very little about

herself. There was no duplicity in

the habit she had acquired of never

lifting the veil that concealed the

inner workings of her heart, for
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she did not try to raise it herself,

and \v;is l>v no means curious to

fathom all that was passing there.

\Vin-n I saw her again, I found

her, therefore, nearly the same as

usual a little Braver, perhaps, and

somewhat more quiet, but that was
all. As to questioning her, I did

not dare to, and the query soon

rose in my mind : Have I read

her heart aright ? And to this

immediately succeeded another:

Has she read mine ? I dwelt on

these questions a longtime without

being able to answer them to m"y
satisfaction.

What inclined me to decide in

the affirmative was the care we
both took to avoid mentioning Gil-

bert's name, the tacit agreement we
made not to prolong our interview,

and the facility with which, under
some trifling pretext, she excused

herself from driving out with me,

though she consented to let me take

her little Angiolina.
I set off, therefore, with the child,

and drove beyond Posilippo where
the road descends to the water's

edge. There I left the carriage, and

taking the child, 1 went down to

the shore and seated myself so near

the sea that the waves died softly

away at my fe;t. I had a particu-
lar fancy for this spot. Seated

there in full view of Nisita, with

Ischia. 1'rocida, Capo Miseno, and

J'aja in the distance, Pozzuoli at

the right, and the heights of Posi-

lippo and Camaldoli at the left and

behind, I seemed to be a thousand

leagues from the inhabited world,
in a spot where it was easier than

anywhere else to forget all the rest

of the universe.

While I sat there silently ga/.ing
around me, Angiolina was running
about gathering sea-shells to fill

the little basket she had brought
for the purpose. Occasionally she

stopped and clapped her hands
with delight as she looked around.

More than ever did I at that mo-
ment envy Stella the happiness that

prevented her from feeling the isola-

tion and intolerable void in which
I was plunged ! I envied her, and

forgot to pity her ! I forgot, more-

over, to tremble for her! One
would have thought the saying :

" Aux legcrs plaisirs les soiiffrancf.

Ifgeres ; aux grands bonheurs /<.

ttiaux inoiiis," or, at least, the evi-

dent truth they contain, had never

struck my mind !

At that time I only dreamed of

human happiness under every con-

ceivable form a happiness that

seemed to be accorded and permit-
ted to others, but of which I wa

for ever deprived. And while An-

giolina continued to ramble about,

not far off, I ceased admiring the

spectacle before me, and suddenly

burying my face in my hands, 1

burst into tears. At the same
instant I felt Angiolina's little arms

around my neck.
"
Zia Gina!" she exclaimed (she

had heard her mother call me Gina.

as well as sister, and composed
therefrom the name she always gave

me).
"
Zia Gina, what makes you

cry ?"
"

I am sad, Lina," said I, my
tears falling on her beautiful fair

curls.
"
Why ?"

"
I cannot tell you."

" Can you tell the good God ?"

What a singular question ! . . .

She made n\p blush, and, after a

moment's reflection, I replied some-

what evasively :

"One can tell him everything.

Lina, for he is our Father."
"
Yes, I know he is our Father :

I call him so every day."
Her attention was diverted an

instant by a butterfly she saw float
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ing by. She watched it till it flew

away, and then resumed :

''

Then, my dear Zia Gina, you
must pray God to console you."

"
Pray for me, cariniz."

After some reflection, she said:
"

1 only know two prayers the

Our Father and Ave Maria: which

shall I say for you?"
"
Say both of them."

"
Yes, certainly : Our Father

first
;

I like it so much."
And there on the shore she fold-

ed her hands, raised her eyes, as

blue as the heavens to which she

raised them, and with her clear, sil-

very voice softly repeated the di-

vine words. If ever there were lips

on earth worthy of being the echo

of that voice which once uttered

this prayer that we might learn it,

they were certainly the innocent

lips now repeating it beside me !

I too clasped my hands and joined
in her prayer.
When it was ended, she stopped

a moment with a thoughtful air,

and then repeated: "Deliver us

from all evil."
"
But, as I am praying for you,

ought not I to say to Our Father :

Deliver Zia Gina from all evil ?"

"Yes, my darling," exclaimed I,

embracing her: "yes, pray always
in this way for me, and may God
hear and bless you !"

Her angelic face, her piety and

innocence, completely diverted my
mind from my sorrows. I only
felt an infinite joy at not having
rendered myself unworthy to hear

the words she had ji\gt uttered. I

had suffered ;
I still suffered, of

course
;
but I had prayed, and still

prayed, to be delivered from temp-
tation and sin, and it seemed to me
a ray from heaven had fallen on me
in answer to this angel's prayer!

But this impression, though live-

ly and consoling, was only mo-

mentary. I had to return to the

reality of life, and this reality was

painful. It became much more so

the following day when Lorenzo

at last returned.

He did not, of course, appear
like a man who returns to the fire-

side he loves and respects. Nor
could he be expected to present
himself in the attitude of a peni-
tent. I was far from being pre-

pared, however, for the stand he

took and the complete change I

found in him, but Lorenzo had

been endowed by Divine Provi-

dence with such rare gifts that, in

giving himself up to evil instead

of good impulses, he had to suffer

from the law which condemns those

to stray further away and fall lower

who would perhaps have become

guides to others had they not erred

from the right way. The serious

errors into which he had fallen, less

excusable than they would have, been

at any other epoch of his life, were

this time accompanied by a shanie-

lessness and indifference to scan-

dal that at once wounded and dis-

gusted me. The consciousness of

faults he would not acknowledge
caused him insupportable uneasi-

ness, and this produced a complete

change in the expression of his

face, his language, and even in his

manners, formerly so dignified and

courteous, but now haughty and

not unfrequently rude. But what

was specially evident was, the fatal

fascination he did not cease to feel.

The fact was, he had not been driven

from her by disgust : repentance
and duty had not led him to return

to me. She who had forsaken him

still reigned in his heart, and the

influence I had over him so short

a time before, was now utterly de-

stroyed !

All this was clearly perceptible
from the first day of his return. I
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>.iu lie was even rather irritated

than pleased at having no reproach
to make inc. In fact, he did not

propose peace, but imposed it, on

the condition of absolute silence on

my part. The slightest reproach
Horn me, I felt, would have been

cause of a violent scene and

perhaps of open rupture !

Such was the aspect my life as-

Mimed at Lorenzo's return. Will

any one be astonished at the revolt

1 felt in my heart in spite of my
apparent submission, which was

only a mixture of pride and dis-

dain ? Will any one wonder at the

harrowing regrets, dangerous recol-

lections, and profound discourage-
ment which threw me into the

deepest melancholy, and sometimes
into utter despair? I began my
life over again in imagination with

(iilbert, and dwelt on what it might
have been, that I might suffer the

m i ire for what it was!
This remembrance seemed to be

my only resource : these vain de-

>ires and regrets my only solace. I

gave myself up to them with my
whole heart, and thus, while I con-

sidered myself irreproachable, I was
as much separated from Lorenzo as

he was from me, and I allowed my-
self to live interiorly in a world over

which I had no scruple in allowing
another to reign almost absolutely !

The following Saturday I was at

the grate of the convent parlor a

long time before my usual hour.

The anguish of my soul was at its

height, and for the first time, with-

out regard to the place where I

"as. and perhaps I ought to say, to

lu-r who listened to me, I made
known all my troubles to Livia, not

only Lorenzo's new offences, but

also my other trials, my inclina-

tions, my regrets, and what at the

same time I called my "courage-
ous sacrifice."

She turned pale as she listened

to me, and an expression of grief,

such as 1 had never seen her wear,
came over her face, which remain-

ed anxious, even when I told her

that she unawares had given me
the strength to accomplish it.

" So much the better," said she ;

adding, with a grave smile,
"

If

that is the case, I certainly did not

this time play the part of a jetta-

trice ! . . . IJut, Ginevra, you es-

caped a less fearful peril the day I

saw you borne by that furious

horse towards the abyss. You
were saved when I saw you again,
whereas to-day . . ."

"
To-day ? . . . Are you not

satisfied ? Have I not obeyed
what I felt were your wishes ?"

"
Yes, my poor Gina, you have

made an effort, a courageous effort ;

and yet you deceive yourself like a

child. Lorenzo certainly ought to

conduct himself very differently;
but even if he did, you would still

be deprived of the happiness you
dream of. As to that other mi-

rage," continued she with a shud-

der.
" O merciful heavens ! do

you not see whence comes the

light that has caused it? Ginevra,
I can only say one thing to you
what I have said before : pray !"

"
I pray every day."

"With fervor?"
"
Yes, Livia, with all my heart,

I assure you, I pray as well as

I know how. I tell you the

truth."

As I uttered these words, a ce-

lestial smile came over her face for

the first time since the beginning
of our conversation, and she ex-

claimed :

"O dearest sister!". . . and
then stopped.

Rather vexed than consoled by
the manner in which she received

my communications, I remained
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with my forehead leaning against
the grille, feeling for the first time

ho\v truly it separated us, that my
sister felt no pity for me, did not

render me justice as she ought,
and that she knew neither the

world, nor its difficulties, nor its

temptations, nor its pains. My
tears fell like rain as I made these

reflections, but it seemed as if

Livia, usually so compassionate,
beheld me weep with indifference.

All at once she asked :

"
Ginevra, is it long since you

went to confession ?"

I abruptly, raised my head, my
tears ceased to flow, and I wiped

my eyes with a gesture of impa-
tience. It was certain Livia could

find nothing to say that did me

any good. I made no reply.
" You will not tell me. Why

not, carina?"

Was I really out of humor with

her with Livia ? And on the

point of showing it ? ... Oh !

no
;

I at once felt it was impossible.

Besides, the touch of severity that

chilled me had disappeared. She

now spoke in a tone I never had

refused to listen to. I therefore

replied without any further en-

treaty :

"
Yes, Livia, longer than usual."

No sooner had I uttered these

words, than a lively color suffused

my whole face. It at once occur-

red to me that the time corre-

sponded exactly with the length of

Gilbert's visit at Naples. Livia

did not observe my confusion, and

calmly resumed :

"
Listen, Gina. You believe, as

well as I, that the Sacrament of

Penance is a remedy, do you not ?

It has been called, I think,
'

the

divine prescription for the mala-

dies of the soul,' and you are con-

scious, I trust, that your soul is

really ill."

" Oh ! yes, my soul, my heart,

my mind, my body, my -whole be-

ing ! O Livia ! I suffer every

way !"
"
Well, if you were physically ill,

you would certainly consult tin-

best physician in the city, and, who
knows ? if there were a better one

still at the other end of Europe,

you would perhaps, like many
others, undertake a long journey
to consult him as to the remedy."

"
Perhaps so ! What then ?"

"Listen, dear Gina. I have jusi

thought of a piece of advice to

give you, and as it has occurred to

me in a moment of pity for you.
when my whole heart is filled with

affection and sympathy, perhaps it

is a. good inspiration you would do

well to follow."
" O Livia !" I exclaimed, great-

ly affected, for I recognized the

accent of affection I had been

so doubtful about an affection

more than human, because it was

an emanation of divine charity :

"Yes, tell me, dear sister, what it

is. Say anything you please. Com-
mand me, and I will obey you."

She proceeded to inform me that

a saintly monk had recently arriv-

ed at Naples who was universally

known and respected on account

of his extensive knowledge, and

was remarkable for the unpretend-

ing simplicity of his manners. His

words went to the heart, led sin-

ners to return to God, and made
those who were pious better thin

they were before.
" Go to him humbly, I beserrh

you, and open your heart to him

before God your whole heart. I

feel a conviction he will be able to

give you the remedy you need, and

if you have the courage to applv
this remedy, whatever it be, I fed

the assurance, Ginevra, you will be

healed."
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xxxvr.

Let those who do not wish to

enter the region into which I am
about to lead my readers, now lay
aside this book. I assure them,

however, there is nothing in the

previous portion of this narrative

more strictly true than what I am
going to relate. I affirm, more-

over, that it refers to a point that

interests every Christian soul
;

I

might say, every human soul, but
I know beforehand that they alone

will comprehend me who have
faith in these words :

"
I believe

in God the Father Almighty," that

is to say, they who with the Catho-
lic Church firmly believe His Om-
nipotence is present, living and

acting in our midst, and there is

not a single instant in which the

material and spiritual world, the

world of nature and the inner

world of the human soul, cannot
feel its .supernatural and miraculous

effects. At the mere sight of this

word, I suppose every sceptical, in-

credulous, or scornful reader has

taken the alarm and made his es-

cape, and I shall henceforth ad-
-; only those who speak, or at

'

comprehend, the language I

am about to employ.
1 lelt the convent without decid-

ing on the hour for following Li-

m's advice, and was already on

my way home when I to >k the sud-

den resolution to proceed without

any delay to the church she had
indicated. 'This church was one
ol the finest in Naples, the only
<me, . in which the eye i ,

not offended by any of the incon-

gruities so often found in Italy be-

tween the beautiful proportions,
the marbles, the frescos that adorn
the walls, and certain objects of

devotion whose choice or execu-
tion indicates more piety than
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taste. Here everything harmoniz-

ed, and this harmony was favor-

able to devotion. I took a chair
and knelt against it on the marble

pavement ; then, according to the

Neapolitan custom at confession, I

took off my hat and threw over my
head a scarf of black lace I wore
over my silk dress, 'and patiently
waited for others to enter the de-

serted church. It was nearly three

o'clock.

I did not have to wait long. As
soon as the clock struck, I saw

quite a number of men and women
of every rank and age, as well as

young ladies and even children,

come in and gather around the

confessional, near which by chance
I had stationed myself. I turned

towards a lady who knelt beside

me, and asked the name of the con-

fessor she was awaiting. She look-

ed up with an air of surprise.
"
Father Egidio di San Mauro,

of course," said she.
" Do you

not know his confessional ?"

Father Egidio was the name of

the priest to whom my sister had
directed me. Chance had led me
to the spot I wished to find. I

was obliged to wait a long time ;

but this delay, and the profound
silence around, aided me in con-

centrating my mind on the act I

was going to perform, and enabled

me, I think, to make a good pre-

paration. Besides, I had already

gained a victory over myself by the

very act of coming here, for I had
been obliged to surmount a mix-

ture of timidity and embarrass-

ment one always feels about going
to a strange confessor.

At length the priest we were

waiting for made his appearance.
He came slowly out of the sacristy

and proceeded direcrty
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altar, where he knelt for some time

in prayer.
'

He then rose, and,

crossing the church, passed before

me on his way to the confessional.

He was of lofty stature, but bowed
down by years and still more by
that sanctity which does not spare
the body. His white hair and
bald forehead gave his mild, deli-

cate features a grave, imposing as-

pect, which at once inspired re-

spect, though it was impossible to

feel any fear.

I ought to have been the first to

approach, as I arrived before the

others
;
but as soon as Father Egi-

dio seated himself in the confes-

sional, which, according to the

Italian style, was only closed by a

low door, he perceived the children

awaiting him, and, leaving the door

open, he made them a sign to ap-

proach. One by one they present-
ed themselves before him. He
bent down his head as he address-

ed them, and the innocent faces

raised towards him were marked

by a pious attention that was

touching. He smiled occasionally
.as he listened to them, and the

hand they kissed when they were

done, he afterwards placed on their

heads in benediction.

When the children had finished

I was obliged to wait still longer,
for a young man brushed hastily

by me and fell on his knees in the

place they left vacant, and this

time the confession was long.
Father Egidio, resting both hands
on the shoulders of his new penitent,
bent his head to listen without

interrupting him, and when the

young man ceased speaking, the

advice he gave in return must have

touched his penitent's heart, for,

as he listened, he bent his head
lower and lower towards the old

priest's knees, and when he rose

his eyes were inundated with tears.

At last my turn came, and I knelt

in the place usually taken at con-

fession. My voice trembled as I

began, but grew stronger by degrees,
and I continued with clearness and
the wish to be sincere. My trou-

bles, alas ! were closely connected
with my faults, and I not only open-
ed my heart and soul, but laid be-

fore him my entire life, feeling, as I

did so, the relief there is in the

avowal of one's weaknesses in con-
fession that can be compared to no
human confidence, however great
the wisdom or sympathy that wins

it. He murmured two or three

times as he listened, "Poor child!'

but did not otherwise interrupt me
till I had finished.

The words he addressed me then

were the mildest and yet most pow-
erful that ever roused the human
heart to a sense of duty. But when
he finally told me that though I had
banished him whose presence was
so dangerous to my soul, I must
likewise banish his memory with

equal resolution
;
that the recollec-

tions in which I still indulged with-

out scruple ought to be resisted,

overcome, rooted out, and rejected,
I felt an insurmountable repugnance,
and replied :

''

No, father, I cannot do it."

He again repeated, "Poor child!"

and then said in a tone of mingled

compassion and kindness :

" You are not willing, then, to

give God the place he has a right
to in your heart ?"

I did not understand his meaning,
and replied :

"
Father, I cannot help what 1

think and feel, or what I suffer."

Without losing anything of his

mildness, but with an authority that

subdued my rebellious spirit, he

said :

"
I know, my child, what is in

your power, and what does not de-
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pend on your will
;
but in the name

of Him who now speaks to you

through me, 1 ask you to repeat

with a sincere heart these words,

which comprise all 1 have just said:

"O my God! root out of my
heart everything that separates it

from Thr
These words, the accent with

which they were uttered, and the

prayer that I have no doubt rose

from the depths of the holy soul

from which they sprang, inspired
me with the wish and strength to

obey.

my God! enable me now to

make others understand what then

took place in my soul.

1 leaned my head against my
clasped hands, and after a moment's

silence, during which I summoned
all the strength of my will, I slowly

repeated with the utmost sincerity

the words he dictated :

" O my God ! root out of my
heart everything that separates it

from Thee." . . .

O merciful, divine Goodness !

how shall I speak of Thee ? how
tell of thy marvellous grace and
love? While uttering these words,
before they were even ended, I

felt touched by some strange, mys-
terious, supernatural influence. My
heart and soul seemed filled with

light. My whole being was trans-

formed. I was inundated with a

joy that could not be expressed in

human language, and the source of

this joy, the sensible cause, which I

still feel, and shall never cease to

feel, was the conviction made audi-

ble in some miracTilous manner that

God lores me !

God loves me Yes, I heard

these words. I comprehended their

entire signification. The Veil was

forever withdrawn. The myste-
rious enigma of my heart was solved

as clearly and obviously as my eyes
beheld the light of day.

I loved, not as we try, but in vain,

to love our fellow-creatures; I loved

with all the strength of my heart !

and with so much strength that I

could not have loved more without

dying ! . . .

All human language is inadequate,
I know, to speak of supernatural

grace. I can only stammer as I at-

tempt it, and will no longer dwell

on the ineffable moment which

wrought an entire transformation in

my life. I no longer recollect what
words I then uttered, or what was
said to me: I only remember the

holy absolution I received with
bowed head, and these words, after-

wards uttered in a tone of emotion :

"Be calm, my child, and go in

peace."
I had knelt down overwhelmed

with sadness. I rose up so happy
that I suffered from the great in-

tensity of a joy my heart was too

weak to endure !

XXXVII.

Long years have passed by since the past but of the effect which
that day, and perhaps long years the sight of the earth, the sky, and
still await me

;
but whatever be the the sea had on me when I issued

duration of my life nothing will from the church where I had re-

everefface the remembrance not of ceived so great a blessing. Every-
the moment I have just described, thing seemed to have assumed a
for that moment is always present, new aspect, a new meaning, a more
it can never become a memory of glorious signification ; forthe torrent
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of happiness in my soul seemed

diffused over all nature ! I no long-

er wished for anything. I had found

all. I was freed from all anxiety.

Hope had become certitude a cer-

titude more complete than can be

derived from the surest of earthly

things; for great indeed is the cer-

titude of that assurance which no-

thing can deprive us of, except

through our own will 1 . .

Nothing could quench the source

from which sprang my joy, or de-

prive me of its benefits: nothing,

for my will was henceforth absorbed,

and, so to speak, lost in the most

ardent love !

To love with strength, disinter-

estedness, and passion the worthi-

est object oil' earth, and learn all at

once we could not be deprived of

it without the consent of our own

heart, would not this induce us to

utter the word never with an abso-

lute meaning that the things of this

world do not admit of? It was

thus God gave ine.the grace to love,

to feel sure of loving always, sure

of the impossibility of ever being

deprived of the object of my love !

The beauty of the natural world

around me now seemed a mere ray
of this joy. Never had I found it

so lovely. And yet (those whom I

alone address now will understand

this, however contradictory it may
appear) I felt an almost equal dis-

gust for all created things, an ar-

dent desire to renounce everything,
a profound contempt for all that

had hitherto seemed worthy of so

much esteem. Wealth, honor, dress,

display, luxury, even the beauty, so

uncertain, which I prized so much

they all lost their importance and

became worthless in my eyes, not

through satiety, or a feeling of mel-

ancholy, but through the disgust
one naturally feels for the mediocre

after seeing the beautiful, and for

the beautiful after seeing the per-

fect !

On the other hand, in spite of

this fountain of inexhaustible joy,

I by no means imagined I was re-

leased from suffering ;
and what was

also strange, perhaps', I did not

desire to be. I already felt there

was a lively, poignant, and some-

times terrible suffering inherent in

the divine love I had just begun to

experience. He who has describ-

ed this love better than any other

human being, doubtless because he

felt it in a greater degree ;
he who

more than six centuries ago wrote

the following words :

"
Nothing is

stronger than love, nothing more

generous, nothing more pleasant,

nothing fuller or better in heaven

or earth. . . When weary it is not

tired, when straitened is not con-

strained, when frightened is not

disturbed, but like a lively flame

and a torch all on fire, it mounts

upward and securely passes through
all opposition ;"

* he who uttered

these and so many other burning
words, likewise said these :

" There
is no living in love without some

pain or sorrow." I knew it, and

my heart was as ready to embrace
the one as the other. As to the

ordinary trials of life, it seemed to

me I had sufficient courage to en-

counter them all, and that hence-

forth I should have nothing in the

world to fear, nothing to complain
of. ...
To the reader who comprehends

me, and knows all this is perfectly

true, I need not say that the state

I have just described, though a

blessed and rare one, has in all

ages, as well as ours, been one to

which a great number of souls have

arrived by slow but natural progres-
sion. When, therefore, I speak of

* lrollouitig of Christ, book iii. chap. v.
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this as miraculous and supernatural,

I merely apply the word to the sud-

den wonderful grace which shorten-

ed the way for me, making me pass

in an instant from a totally different

frame of mind to a plenitude of

faith and happiness !

And now . . . how did they who
were much more closely interwoven

with my life than the natural world

around me, appear in this new light ?

How did I now regard them in my
heart .' Lorenzo ! Livia ! Stella !

Gilbert ! What were the feelings

of my heart and soul towards them
now that I was so suddenly brought
to see and feel what was clear and

right? . . .

In order to express my senti-

ments with regard to them, I will

employ an illustration that may seem

obscure, and yet I know no better

way of making myself understood.

It seemed to me that all the pure, ten-

der, legitimate, and noble feelings of

my heart found in this luminous

flame a new and powerful aliment,

while all others were consumed by
this flame as quickly as pernicious
weeds cast into a fiery furnace !

Nothing, therefore, was changed
in my feelings towards Livia and

Stella, unless I loved them more

tenderly than before, one seeming
more than ever an angel, and the

other the dearest of friends !

As to Lorenzo, the change was

great, sudden, and profound ! . . .

My affection for him, which he had

mortally wounded and extinguished,
was now rekindled at the divine

source of all true love, and became

equal to that I had felt at the time

of my brightest hopes. The wish I

once so ardently felt seemed now
to be the only one worthy of occu-

pying my mind. What did a little

more or less of human love matter

to me now ? As Livia had predict-

ed, my heart was satiated
;

I was

rich, even if I did not possess the

affection of a single heart on earth.

It was, therefore, no longer through
a selfish thirst for happiness- I now
wished to set his soul at liberty,

but from a desire a thousand times

more ardent so ardent that it

seemed to become my only passion !

And now, Gilbert ! . . . how
shall I speak of him ? How, in the

light of this divine flame, did the

dangerous attachment, the enervat-

ing, subtle affection that had so ab-

sorbed my mind, appear to me
now ? And those vague, false

hopes those impossible dreams

those harrowing regrets ? And
my foolish and culpable longing for

his return ?

All this was consumed like the

pernicious weeds I have just spoken
of. and I distinctly saw the abyss
on the edge of which I had been

walking. I turned away from the

danger I had escaped with terror.

1 felt with profound gratitude that

I was saved ! . . . and like one
who nas escaped from the perils of

the sea, I looked back with horror

on the waves that had so recently
threatened to engulf me.

This impression was so strong
that it began to render the memory
odious that I so recently thought
the only joy of my life the joy I

could not make up my mind to

deny myself. The miraculous ef-

fect of the divine mercy had been

in answer to the very essence of my
prayer ;

the obstacle that separated
me from God had been completely
rooted out of my heart. In this re-

spect, more than any other, I felt

changed and transformed. But

this powerful impression was modi-

fied by degrees, and I was soon able

to see Gilbert in so clear and true

a light as to think of him hence-

forth without the least disturbance

of mind. I now thought of his
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danger, and the thought filled me
with regret. I perceived my secret

participation, the primary, and
often the only, cause of others'

faults, from which it is so rare to

be wholly exempt in such cases,
and I prayed God to pardon me
and heal the wounds of his soul as

perfectly as he had healed mine !

Perhaps I have dwelt too long

on this event the greatest, the

only great event of my life and
the effect it had on me in so many
ways. But it was necessary to de-

scribe the transfigured state of my
soul in order to explain what I still

have to relate this day having,
thank heaven ! set its ineffaceable

seal on every succeeding day of my
life.

XXXVIII.

For several days I had some dif-

ficulty in concealing the irrepressi-

ble joy I betrayed in my face in

spile of my efforts, and which there

was apparently nothing to justify.

Lorenzo's attitude, in fact, re-

mained the same. He continued,
as he had done since his return, to

appear only at the hour of his re-

pasts. A part of the morning he

remained shut up in his studio,
which he now rarely allowed me to

enter, and he spent all his evenings
abroad. Mario had returned to

Sicily ;
Stella had not yet wholly

resumed her usual ease with me,
and Lando, absorbed in his own
affairs, was less interested than

usual in mine.

Our customary reunions continu-

ed, however, and the same visitors

assembled every evening, as before.

I frequently heard my aunt loudly
lament the departure of quel frati-

cesesimpatico, and declare how much
il Kergy was missed by everybody.
In fact, Gilbert's name was conti-

nually repeated, and I sometimes

thought Stella was astonished at

my calmness, which was incompre-
hensible to her, whereas, on the

contrary, I was not in the least

surprised at her silence, which I

understood perfectly. But we con-

tinued our tacit agreement never
to speak of him to each other.

Several days passed in this way,

during which Livia was the only

person from whom I concealed no-

thing. How great her joy was

when, on seeing me again, she read

with a single look the recovered

peace of my soul, it is useless to say
here. From that time we seemed
to be united by a stronger tie than

that of blood, and to have become
more than sisters. But when, in

the transport of my new joy, I de-

clared that the luxuries of my beau-

tiful home now seemed a burden
and a fetter, and that I preferred
the austere simplicity which sur-

rounded her, she at once checked
me.

" Our tastes should correspond
with our vocation, Gina. Yours is

not to leave the world, or even to

lay aside its superfluities. Endea-
vor to please .Lorenzo, to win him
back. Tfiat is your mission, which
is as high as any other; and when

you feel your former affection for

him revive in your heart, believe

me, carina, it will meet with no

opposition from the love God h;R

revealed to your soul ! You have

dreamed of great things for Loren-

zo. Come, Gina, courage ! now is

the time to realize them !"

It was thus she led me back to a

great but evident truth. I compre-
hended it in spite of the different

feelings I' had experienced, and

trusted time would give me an op-
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portuniiy of winning back my hus-

band's heart, which was even sorer

than mine had ever been. My eyes
were often filled with tears, in spite

of myself, as I saw the alteration

in his face, his anxious look, his

bnnv furrowed before the time, and
all the sad indications by which a

soul that is tarnished betrays the

reaction which has such an injuri-

ous effect on physical beauty itself.

But the time was gone by when it

M.-umed possible to form some pro-

ject, and achieve it in a day. I

had learned the value of the words

patience and silence.

I rose now every morning as

soon as it was light, and went with

Ottavia to the church of a neigh-

boring convent to seek strength for

the day and, so to speak, draw fresh

joy from the inexhaustible foun-

tain. I afterwards carried myself
the alms which, in my pride and

indolence, I had hitherto been con-

tented to distribute by her hands.

This was the only outward change
in my way of life, and it was one
that nobody perceived. But it was
not quite the same with the change
that had unconsciously taken place
in my language, manners, and even

in the expression of my face, and

though Lorenzo seldom had an

opportunity of noticing me, I soon
fancied he had recovered a certain

ease of manner towards me. Un-
til now, he had been, not only
wounded in his pride and passion,
but especially humiliated in my
presence ;

and it must be acknow-
. _;ed that the coldness and dis-

dain that constituted the mute form
of my reproach were not calculated

to conciliate him. The freezing

haughtiness of his air in return,
which seemed to add outrage to

perjury, increased my exasperation
tn the utmost, and irritated me
more than his actual offences did

at the time I gave myself up with

desperation to the thought of Gil-

bert, as a kind of intoxication which
made me at once forget my grief
and my anger. Now I no longer

sought to escape from the one, and
the other was wholly extinguished.
This new state of my soul produced
an outward calmness and serenity
1 had never possessed before.

Lorenzo's quick, penetrating eye
soon detected the change without

being able to imagine the cause.

One day, after looking attentively
at me for a moment, a sad, thought-,
ful expression came over his face,

and I thought there was something
like affection and respect in his

look.

This did not prevent him, how-

ever, from spending the evening
away from home, and I anxiously
followed him in spirit as usual, not

daring to utter a word to detain

him, and still less venture to ques-
tion him. A whole week passed in

this way, in the vague hope of find-

ing some means of influencing him,
but nothing of the kind happened.
All at once, one morning, by some

extraordinary accident we happen-
ed to be alone a moment together,
and after causing me some anxiety

by the gloomy expression on his

face, he gave me a great but plea-,
sant surprise by saying :

" What would you say, Ginevra,
if I proposed your taking a journey
to Sicily with me ?"

I uttered an exclamation of joy.
" What a question, Lorenzo !

You know well nothing could give
me more pleasure than to see my
father again, and Messina, the dear
old palace, and ..."
Here I stopped, too much affect-

ed to continue, and fearing to

awaken remembrances that might
seem like a reproach. He perceiv-
ed it and was grateful.
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"
Well, my lawsuit is about to be

tried. Don Fabrizio desires my
presence, and I would not for any-

thing in the world renounce the

pleasure of hearing him plead. We
will start next week, then, if you
are willing."

This proposition caused me the

liveliest and most unexpected plea-
sure. To leave Naples ! To go
with him! and to'a place where,
more easily than anywhere else, it

seemed to me I could overcome
the fatal remembrance in his heart

I had to struggle against ! And
from there who could tell ? in-

duce him perhaps to go to some
distant land

; persuade him to let

me follow him, go with him to the

ends of the earth, if necessary, in

search of the pure air he needed to

restore him to health ! All this

crossed my mind in the twinkling
of an eye, and for the first time for

a long while I saw a ray of hope
before me.

When I announced the projected

journey to Stella with a satisfac-

tion I made no attempt to conceal,
she looked at me with an air of

surprise.
" You have entirely forgiven Lo-

renzo, then ?" said she.

"Yes."
" Then I conclude he has at

last acknowledged his offences and

begged your pardon."
" No."
" No ? ... In that case, Ginev-

ra, you have greatly changed."
"
Yes, a blessed change has come

over me."
"

I have noticed it for some

days, and if I ask what has pro-
duced it, will you answer me sin-

cerely ?"
"
Yes, without hesitation. I will

tell you the plain truth."

And without turning my eyes

away from hers, which were fas-

tened attentively on me, I calmly
continued :

" Between my violenUindignation
against Lorenzo, and my strong
fancy for Gilbert, I went very far

astray from God, Stella. A single
instant of extraordinary grace en-

abled me to see this. Everything
is clear to me now. I no longer
seek happiness : I possess it."

The moment Stella heard me
pronounce Gilbert's name, which
we had invariably avoided of late,

the pupils of her eyes dilated, and,
as I went on, took that intensity
of color and expression which all

emotion imparted to them. But
she merely replied :

"
I do not wholly understand

you, Ginevra, I confess, but I see

you are happy and courageous :

that is sufficient."

After a moment's silence, I re-

sumed '

" And ill you allow me to ask

you a question in my turn, Stella?"

She blushed without making any
reply. I hastened to say that my
question only concerned Harry
Leslie. At his name, she resumed
her usual expression, and a dou-
ble smile beamed from her eyes
and lips.

' :

Certainly, ask anything you
please."

"
Well, he came yesterday with a

gloomy air to announce his depar-
ture. Am I wrong in thinking yon
have something to do with it ?"

"
No," replied she, smiling,

"
not

if it is true he cannot remain in

Naples without marrying me, for I

have not otherwise ordered him to

go away."
Desirous of drawing her out on

this point. I continued :

"
But, after all, Mr. Leslie is kind,

handsome, excellent, very wealthy

they say, and of a good family.
You are very difficult, Stella."
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"
Yes, perhaps so," replied she

with agitation and a kind of impa-
tience. Than she continued in a

melancholy tone of anguish :

"
Ginevra, never speak to me

again, I beg, either of happiness or

the future. I do not know as I

shall ever be any happier than I

am now, but I know I can be less

so. ... Oli ! may what I now pos-
sess never be taken away from me.

I ask nothing more."

She shuddered and stopped

iking, as if she could not give
utterance to her fears. It was not

the first time I had seen her seized

with a kind of terror when the

words future and happiness were
mentioned before her. One would
have said she thought there was no

happiness in reserve for her, un-

less at the price of that she al-

ready possessed, and this thought
came over her like a vision of

terror.

Poor Stella ! Alas ! how inse-

cure the joys of earth ! To be de-

prived of them, or tremble lest we

may be that is to say, to possess
these joys with a poignant fear that

empoisons every instant of their

duration, and increases more and
more in proportion to their pro-

longation ! . . .

Is it, then, really necessary for a

supernatural light to open our eyes
to force us to acknowledge that

this world is only a place of pro-

mise, of which the realization is in

another?

TO B CONTINUED.

THE BROOKLET.

FROM THE GERMAN OF GOETHE.

O BROOKLET silver bright and gay!
For ever rushing on thy way,

I, lingering, ever ask thee whence
Thou comest here, where goest thou hence ?

" From the dark rock's deep breast I come,
O'er flow'rs and moss I toss and roam

;

While on my bosom smiles and lies

The hovering vision of the skies.

" Ask not of me, a laughing child,

Whither or whence my foot ^ps wild;
Him do I trust to guide me on
Who called me from the senseless stone."
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THE COLONIZATION OF NEW SOUTH WALES BY GREAT
BRITAIN. *

SO.MK few years ago it became known
that the government of Great Bri-

tain were thinking of renewing the

experiment of transporting convicts

to Australia with the object of afford-

ing them a chance of reformation.

This time, however, it was its wes-

tern shore which was to be tried,

and that, too, on a scale not inferior

in magnitude to that on which the

attempt had been so unsuccessfully
made in New South Wales and Van
Diemen's Land. The bare sugges-
tion of such a proposal sufficed to

kindle a flame of indignation through-
out the whole Australian continent

for such must an island be called

which is as large as Europe. To

judge from a letter which we shall

have occasion to quote further on,

the system as pursued in Eastern

Australia, although upon so insignifi-

cant a scale, is fraught with evils si-

milar to those which so signally cha-

racterized its more important precur-
sor in the west. Yet were the eas-

tern colonists, or an influential and

active portion of them, ready to risk

the reproduction of the baneful curse

which for nearly half a century blight-

ed the prosperity and checked the

growth of their western rivals, and

from the consequences of which the

latter are suffering to this day. So

* The History of Nem South Wales. With an
account of Van Diemen's Land, New Zealand, Port

Phillip, Moreton Bay, and other Austr^^ian settle-

ments. By Roderick Flanagan. 2 vols. London :

Sampson Low. 1862.

Reminiscences of Thirty Years' Residence in

New South Wales and Victoria. With a supple-

mentary chapter on transportation and the ticket-of-

leave system. By R. Therry, Ksq-., late one of

the judges of the Supreme Court of New South

Wales. London : Sampson Low. 1863.

bitter, however, was the remembrance
of this system amongst the western

colonists, so keen their sense of the

dire mischiefs still resulting from its

action, that they went the length
of avowing their fixed determination

to separate from the mother-country,
if the experiment were attempted, al-

though some thousands of miles in-

tervened between them and the spot
where the experiment was proposed
to be renewed.

What were the causes of a failure

so
disastrous

? The objects propos-
ed in the original undertaking were

of the noblest. To colonize a newly-
discovered country of great extent

and promise, to develop its resour-

ces, and to bring it under the sway
of a benign and noble civilization,

was a worthy object of ambition. To
unite with this a scheme for the re-

formation of criminals, in a land

where they would be entirely remov-

ed from old associations, where they

might enter upon a new career with-

out being ever dogged by the spectre
of the past, was a great and benefi-

cent design. How was it that the

proposed reformatory became a hor-

rible curse alike to the convicts and

the colony, and that no prospect of

progress in any form could be rea-

sonably entertained until the original

scheme was utterly swept away, and

the local administration taken alto-

gether out of the hands of the home

government, and placed upon its

present independent footing ?

The question of the reformation of

criminals is not only of pressing im-

portance, but one that appeals to
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our higher feelings ;
and it lias of

late become a subject of special in-

vestigation to the somewhat inter-

ested philanthropy and eminently
shallow psychology of the clay. It

is impossible to say that any solution

of the question was seriously attempt-
ed in the original transportation pro-

ject to Botany Bay. It was the one

object, nevertheless, which assumed
a prominent place in the experiment ;

and to the history of its failure we

propose to devote our chief atten-

tion. The colonization of the coun-

try was distinctly announced as form-

ing part of the scheme
; nor, indeed,

is it easy to see how it could very
well have been dissociated from it.

On this subject, therefore, we will

offer a few remarks by way of intro-

duction.

The recolonization of Southern

Kurope by the Northern tribes in

the Vth and Vlth centuries of the

present era offers a striking contrast

to the colonization of Australia by a

nation calling itself Christian. Any-
thing but prepossessing is the de-

scription given us by the historians

of those Northern invaders, whose
deeds but too faithfully bear out the

description. Over depopulated pro-

vinces, cities in ashes, and the ruins

of the noblest monuments of religion
and art, they swarmed into their new
settlements. Vandals, Franks, Goths,
and Huns, all alike were distinguish-
ed for an unpitying cruelty, although
the Huns surpassed the rest in licen-

tious profligacy and crime. Yet
amidst the ruin they had made, and
the prodigious havoc with which

they had desolated the fairest coun-
tries of Europe, the winning accents

of Christian civilization stole into

their ears and subdued their untu-

tored souls. In one respect they
had the advantage of the first Eng-
lish settlers in Australia. They had
not been flung out of their own coun-

try like garbage. They came under
no ban of law. They bore not with

them the consciences of convicted
criminals. They marched to the

spoil under the (to them) legitimate
banners of ambition, or to satisfy
their greed of gain. The untutored

instincts of humanity, grand even in

their lawlessness and ferocity, urged
them on. Deformed, as might have
been expected, with many of the

gross vices of the savage, they were
not wanting in some of the more at-

tractive features of the nobility of

naturf. Their ears had never lis-

tened to the loving voice of the Vir-

gin Daughter of Sion. Their hearts

had never been disciplined nor their

minds formed by the revelation

from heaven committed to her keep-
ing. Theirs was not the guilt, as

it has been of some of the nations

of this XlXth century, to have apos-
tatized to the barbarous maxim that
"
might makes right." They knew

no better. No sooner, however, did

the majestic vision of the Spouse of

Christ the Catholic Church meet
their gaze, than, far from treating
her with insult and outrage, they
threw themselves with loving venera-

tion at her feet, bowed their necks
with the truthful docility of children

to her discipline, and arose to prove
themselves her most faithful defend-

ers.

But whilst the men-eating abori-

gines of Australia had no civilization

to communicate, the first invaders

of its shores from Great Britain were,
some of them, of the worst class of

barbarians the barbarians of civili-

zation. They were of those whose
untamable souls law, civilization, and

religion had failed to subdue. They
were the offscouring of the criminal

class of the three kingdoms. The

society they had outraged had cast

them out from itself upon the coasts

of Australia. They stepped on shore
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convicted as felons. They had for-

feited the citizenship of their own

country ; and, although still under-

going their respective sentences, it

was understood that they were to

have the opportunity of making a

fresh start in their new country, should

their conduct correspond with the

clemency of the executive. On a

career that, more than any other, re-

quires a spirit of enterprise, light-

heartedness, and courage, they had

set out under the ban of expatriation,
the burden of shame, and all the de-

pressing influences of detected guilt.

Of such were the first settlers of Aus-

tralia.

On the evening of the 26th ofJanu-

ary, 1788, the English dominion over

what has been called the fifth divi-

sion of the globe was inaugurated by
the solemnity of pledging the king's
health round a flag-pole. His majes-

ty's subjects in New Holland, at the

period of this imposing function, num-
bered one thousand and thirty souls.

Of these seven hundred and seventy-

eight were convicts. The remaining
two hundred and fifty consisted of the

soldiers who formed the garrison of the

new settlement, and their officers, to-

gether with a few civil functionaries.

In this rude germ of future common-
wealths the elements neither of agri-

culture nor of commerce as yet ex-

isted. An encampment of huts was
its first abiding-place. For food it

depended on the stores brought with

it from the mother-country; amongst
which was neither seed nor other

provision for future crops. At the

moment at which we write, after a

lapse of eighty-six years, the flocks

and herds of a wealthy agricultural

population range over an area as

large as that of Europe ;
five splen-

did provinces, each with its own
court and parliament, can boast of

cities equal in size to many Euro-

pean capitals, and constituting com-

mercial marts second to none on trie

face of the globe.
Of the prodigious strides they have

made in material prosperity, Mr.

Therry, in his interesting Reminiscen-

ces, gives the following striking illus-

tration :

"
It has been ascertained that our South

Pacific colonies take from us in imports
for every man, woman, and child of their

respective populations, on the average,
from 8 to 10 per head per annum,
while the United States were only custo-
mers to us in 1859 (before the war began),
at the rate of 175. per head. The amount
of imports received by Canada, which
comes nearest to Australians 5 perhead;
that of New South Wales alone is 21

35. 4d. per head ;
of Victoria, 25

"
(p. 9).

The commerce of these colonies

with all parts of the world is nearly
three times larger in money value

than was the whole export commerce
of England less than a century ago;
and they receive from the United

Kingdom upwards of twenty times

the value of exports which the North

American colonies were receiving at

the time of their separation from the

mother-country. To crown the so-

cial edifice, a contented people live

and prosper under the shadow of the

freest institutions, in many respects

surpassing, in this particular, the

much-vaunted model on which they
have been framed.

It is certain that the prevailing
motive of the English government in

despatching a penal colony to Botany

Bay was to supply the place of her

lost American colonies. No doubt

the idea of colonizing the country
was present to their minds. But it

never went beyond words. Not a

single provision was made for colo-

nial development. On the contrary,
the whole constitution of the exiled

community was fatal to such an ob-

ject. For nearly half a century the

inherent vices of the system struggled

against and forcibly restrained any
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efforts to profit by the advantages of

a country of such wonderful promise ;

nor was it before the original govern-
ment scheme had been quite aban-

doned that the colon}- rose from its

ir.ai t:<m, like an unfettered giant, and,

as it were, almost at a stride, arrived

at a pitch of prosperity unexampled,
in so short a period of time, in the

annals of the world, \vit.li the single

exception of the American colonies

after they had disembarrassed them-

selves of the yoke of the mother-

country.
The defection of those colonies had

stopped an important outlet for the

criminal population of the three king-

doms. We are told by Bancroft, in

his History of the United States, that

" The prisoners condemned [in Eng-
land] to transportation were a salable

commodity. Such was the demand for

labor in America that convicts and la-

borers were regularly purchased and

shipped to the colonies, where they were
sold as indented servants."

The Irish malcontents, moreover

of whom, owing to the long misgov-
erument of the kingdom, Ireland was

full, and whose disaffection had been

stimulated by the revolt of the North

American colonies threatened to in-

crease the convict population by a

large and particularly unmanageable
element. It was only a year or two
before that a country happened to be

explored and taken possession of in

the name of England so happily fitted

for colonization, and of which such

admirable use has since been made.
The discovery was the result of sheer

accident, so far as the British gov-
ernment was concerned. The expe-
dition to which it owes it was sent

out by the Royal Society for scien-

tific purposes; the object being to

make accurate observations of the

transit of Venus from the island of

Otaheite. The islands of New Zea-

land and the east coast of New

Holland were explored on the way
home. The astronomical expedition
returned to England in the midsum-
mer of 1771.

In 1786. the government decided

on establishing permanent settlements

on the coast lately explored' by Cap-
tain Cook, accompanied by Messrs.

Green and' Banks and Dr. Solander.

The colony consisted exclusively of

the convicts and the military in

charge; of prisoners and their jailers.

Any class out of which a free civil

community might be formed could

only arise out of chance settlers, or

of those among the convicts whose

position was the result rather of un-

toward circumstances than of any
irreclaimable criminality of disposi-

tion, and who were prepared to re-

commence in those distant lands a

career from which their misfortune

or their fault had shut them out at

home.

The constitution of the expedition
was as follows : A governor, lieute-

nant-governor, judge-advocate, com-

missary, and chaplain ; a surgeon
and two assistant surgeons; an agent
for the transports; two hundred
and twelve soldiers and mariners,

including officers; their wives, num-

bering forty, and their children;
five hundred and forty-eight male

convicts, and two hundred and thirty

female.

The neighborhood of Botany Bay
having been judged unsuitable for

the new settlement, the expedition
landed at a spot situated at the head
of one of the coves of Port Jackson
Harbor, which had been judiciously
selected by the governor as the site

of the future capital. The 26th of

January, 1788, was the day of disem-

barkation, and it was on the evening
of that day that the inaugural rite, to

which we have before alluded, was

solemnized. After a lapse of eleven

days, consumed in putting up the
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public and private structures needful

for the new colony, the ceremony of

inauguration was supplemented by
one of a yet more imposing charac-

ter. On the seventh of February was
held a formal assembly of all the mem-
bers of the new commonwealth. An
occasion of greater interest could not

be imagined. Upon no band of col-

onists was ever lavished a greater
wealth of hope and fortune. No
guilt of diplomatic fraud or commer-
cial overreaching marred their title

to the new territory. Through no

bloodshed, no violence, but quite un-

opposed, they had entered on its

peaceable possession. No foreign

power, to whom the new state might
be calculated to give umbrage, threat-

ened its future welfare. A magnifi-
cent harbor sheltered its ships and

transports ;
and it was only one of

many such with which a coast of

vast extent was indented. A whole

continent of virgin soil stretched out

before them, which, under the influ-

ence of the finest climate under hea-

ven, waited only the bidding of man
to quicken within itself an exhaust-

less luxuriance of vegetable life. A
mighty Empire of the South offered

itself to any hands that were willing

and able to grasp it. It was only
reasonable to expect that England,

having just lost her supremacy in the

New World, would have devoted her

utmost resources of civilization and

statesmanship to laying deep and
wide the foundations of her new do-

minion. If none of the members of

an aristocracy enjoying more advan-

tages and more power than were ever

possessed by the most privileged class

of any the most privileged nation,

were willing to leave the home of

their ancestral traditions, the softness

of hereditary ease, and an absolute

independence of fortune's caprice, in

order to join in the struggling life of

a young community, we should at

least have expected that the mother-

country would despatch a contribu-

tion from each of the other classes

of her citizens to assist in the forma-

tion of the new settlement. Her

system of jurisprudence, admirable

in spite of the inextricable jumble of

statutes and precedents amidst which
it has been reared, would be repre-

sented, one would have thought, by
a sufficient number of lawyers of

character; her merchant princes
would be encouraged to carry their

spirit of enterprise to so rich and

promising a field; still more, that

which forms the only true and solid

basis of material prosperity agricul-
ture would be abundantly cared for

in the shape of a due supply of com-

petent masters and sturdy laborers ;

last, though not least, some provision
would be made, not only for the

moral and religious training of the

people, but for such mental cultivation

as was compatible with the condition

of an infant community. What no
one in his senses could have antici-

pated was that the government of a

great and ancient nation should have
sent out as the founders of a new colo-

nial empire a contingent of malefac-

tors, guarded by a few marines. Up-
on the occasion of the formal inau-

guration ceremony the whole colony
wer assembled around the governor.
Nearest to himself were the lieute-

nant-governor, the judge-advocate,

provost-marshal, commissary, adju-

tant, doctor, and chaplain. The two
hundred and twelve marines, includ-

ing no less than fifteen commission-

ed officers, were drawn up in battle

array. Apart from the rest, as under

the ban of crime, stood the bulk of the

community namely, the convicts.

To this assemblage the judge-advocate
read the royal commission and the act

of Parliament which constituted the

court ofjudicature. After the reading
of which documents the one hundred
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and ninety-seven marines shouldered

old "Brown Mess," made ready, pre-

sented, and fired three times.

The ceremony was not imposing,
luit it was on a par with the rest

of the proceedings. The governor,

C.ipt. 1'liillip, wonnrl it up with a

speech in which, in spite of gramma-
ti< ;d errors which may be pardoned
in a sailor, lie displayed considerable

ability and eloquence, but a marvel-

lous absence of common sense. In

the course of a somewhat inflated

panegyric on England and her for-

tunes, his excellency went on to por-

tray his native country as the peculiar
favorite of heaven, and to ascribe her

successful colonization of New Hol-

land a matter considered by antici-

pation as already accomplished, ami

that, too, in the teeth of the recent

defection of her most splendid colo-

nies on the plea of tyrannical mis-

government to a prolonged special
intervention of Divine Providence.

" Nor did our good genius desert us,"

continued thegovernor,
" when we reach-

ed our destination. On the contrary, it

was then that her(?) crowning favor was
bestowed. Witness the magnificent har-

bor which before us extends its hundred
beautiful bays. Witness the beautiful

landscape, the islands, capes, and head-

lands, covered with waving foliage, rich

and varied beyond compare. Witness

every surrounding object which, as re-

gards a situation for our future homes,
our necessities could demand or 'our
tastes desire. Happy the nation whose

eiiteipiir.es are thus favored by the ele-

ments and by fortune ! Happy the men
engaged in an enterprise so favored !

Happy the state to whose founding such

propitious omens are granted !"

It is clear from the following

passage, incredible as it may appear,
that the government of the day did

really contemplate founding a new
state beyond the seas out of the

criminal population, the moral refuse

of society. Gov. Phillip even chal-

lenges for the scheme the praise of

magnanimity.
" The American colonies," he said

in his inaugural address,
"
smarting

under what they considered a sense

of injustice, had recourse to the

sword, and* the ancient state and the

young dependency met in deadly
conflict. The victory belonged to the

American people, and Britain, resign-

ing the North America continent (?)

to the dominion of her full-grown off-

spring, magnanimously seeks in other

parts of the earth a region where she

may lay the foundations of another

colonial empire, which one day will

r.ival in strength, but we hope not in

disobedience, that which she has so

recently lost" (Flanagan, vol. i. p. 30).

It is, however, remarkable that Mr.

Flanagan grounds his own attribution

of magnanimity on the absence of

those very features of the new territory

on whose conspicuous presence the

governor, standing on the spot, con-

gratulates his fellow-colonists, as one

of the signs of a special interposition
of Providence in their favor.

"To incur vast expense," writes (he

author of the History of JVfw Soutk

Walts, "encounter great dangers, and
overcome great difficulties, in order to pos-
sess and colonize a country more remote
than any hitherto brought under subjec-
tion by Europeans a country presenting
no pre-eminent attractions in soil, destitute,

to far as was then known, of the precious

metals, and inhabited by a people in the

greatest degree barbarous and devoid of

all riches while countries possessing all

those attractions which New Holland

wanted were within her reach, is the best

evidence which can possibly be afforded1

of national magnanimity" (Flanagan, vol.

i. p. 2).
" How grand is the prospect which lies

before the youthful nation !" exclaim-

ed the enthusiastic governor to the

new colony in his inaugurative speech.
"
Enough of honor for any state would

it be to occupy the first position, both in

regard to time and influence, in a country
so vast, so beautiful, so fertile, so blessed

in climate, so rich in all those bounties
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which nature can confer
;

. . . its fertile

plains tempting only the slightest labor of
the husbandman to produce in abundance
the fairest and the richest fruits ; its inter-

minable pastures, the future home of

Hocks and herds innumerable
;

its mine-

ral wealth, already known to be so great as to

promise tliat it may yet rival those treasures

which fiction loves to describe enough
for any nation, I say, would it be to enjoy
those honors and those advantages ; but
others not less advantageous, but perhaps
more honorable, await the people of the

state of which we are the founders."

'' To these," continued the gover-

nor, addressing that engaging instal-

ment of British civilization which the

imperial government had sent forth

from the shores of their country to

take possession, in its name, of this

new land, and develop its abundant

resources,
" will belong the surpass-

ing honor of having introduced per-

manently the Christian religion and

European civilization into the south-

ern hemisphere. At no distant date

it will be theirs to plant the standard

of the cross and the ensign of their

country in the centre of numerous

populous nations to whom both these

have hitherto been but little known.
Such are the objects which will

arouse the enterprise and stimulate the

energies of the people of this young
country enterprise and energy, di-

rected not toward conquest or rapine,

chiefly because Australia, rich beyond
measure in her own possessions, can-

not desire those of others, but to-

wards the extension of commerce,
the spread of the English language,
the promotion of thearts and sciences,
and the extension of the true faith.

Such are the circumstances and con-

ditions which lead to the conviction

that this state, of which to-day we

lay the foundation, will, ere many
generations have passed away, be-

come the centre of the southern

hemisphere the brightest gem of

the Southern Ocean "
(Flanagan, vol.

PP- 32, 33).

Were these, then, whom Capt. Phil-

lip addressed the men to introduce

the Christian religion and European
civilization in a newly-discovered
continent? Were a detachment of

jail-birds and their keepers to " de-

velop commerce, spread the English

language, promote thu arts and

sciences, and extend the true faith ?"

Were such as these the missionaries

to plant the standard of the cross, or

even that of their own country,
amidst populations alien to both

alike ? Did the English government
seriously propose to make a mission-

ary college out of a reformatory, if

such it could be called ? Were the

Barabbases of England to be the

pioneers of civilization, the Artful

Dodgers of the metropolis the her-

alds of the Christian faith ?

The truth is that the only object

directly provided for by the govern-
ment to which England was indebted

for this
"
magnanimous

" deed of

colonization was the establishment

of a secure and distant depot for the

worst criminals of the country.
The noble object to which the ex-

haustless resources of the continent

they had just taken possession of

were to be devoted was left to the

chapter of accidents. A picture of

the future greatness of the equivocal

colony was,.it is true, dashed off, in

glowing colors, by Commodore Phil-

lip, 'but no provision of any kind was
made for its realization.

There was nothing whatever to

hinder the attainment of botli these

objects, or at least an attempt to at-

tain them. On the contrary, never

was a fairer opportunity for an ex-

periment of the kind offered to a peo-

ple. Before them lay the wide, al-

mtost limitless landscape in all its

exuberant beauty and unexhausted

fertility. There it la)', as a kind of

treasure- trove, at their feet, with no
one to dispute its possession. Their
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tirst object ought assuredly to have

been to bring a large portion of the

soil under cultivation ; agriculture

being that on which more than on

anything else the prosperity of a

country, and especially of a young

country, depends. Not one shilling

(lid these original and eccentric colo-

nists invest in the soil of that vast

island continent, every acre of which

was theirs, with all its latent wealth,

whether that wealth consisted in its

as yet untried productive powers, or

in the hoard of precious metals which

might be locked up in its secret

depths.
The home government thus had

it in their power to offer to a superior

class of yeomen inducements of the

most persuasive kind to try thtir

fortunes in the new colony. Sufficient

area being left for the development
of a splendid capital, they should

have been planted in middling-sized
farms as closely around the reserved

.irea as seemed desirable, and stretch-

ing out into the continent in gradual-

ly-encroaching circles. A small con-

tingent of married men, of good

reputation amongst their neighbors,
and of superior capacity and attain-

ments, should have been encouraged
to throw their fortunes into the colony.
To these a greater extent of land

should have been granted. These
settlers would have formed the nu-

cleus of a class from which could have
been selected men fitted for holding
the most responsible positions. The

young colony could very well dis-

pense with hereditary titles of honor.

I'.ut it could not so well dispense with

a class such as we refer to, if it was to

become a country to which men of

character and position would not

hesitate to resort. A class was want-
ed other than the emancipists the

very worst that could have been
chosen to supply persons of stand-

ing, acquirements, and, above all, of

VOL. xx. 42

reputable experience for the magis-

tracy, and for other, national, so to

speak, as well as loca., offices of

trust and administration. Such a class

of yeomen having been thus provid-

ed, the staff of government officials,

the military and naval forces, and
the continually increasing influx of

convict laborers, added to the popu-
lation of those classes themselves,
would have supplied a considerable

population, ready to hand, of cus-

tomers and consumers. The mer-

cantile and professional classes would

soon have sent their contributions

from the overstocked mother-country,
not in arrear, at all events, of the or-

dinary course of supply and demand.
A manufacturing class would have

developed of itself quite as soon as

the interests of the colony required
it. And, lastly and most imperative-

ly of all, had the mother-country
been Catholic, the interests of reli-

gion would have been the very first

consideration. Priests and a nu-

cleus of one or more religious orders

would have been despatched with the

expedition. Churches would have

been the first structures raised. Land
would have been set apart for their

support, and for the appropriate

splendor of Christian worship. And

hospitals, attended by religious of

both sexes, would have been erected,

aud endowed with sufficient land for

their perpetual support. ,

Nothing of the sort was so much
as attempted. Thirty years after

the memorable inauguration day, a

period of time embracing nearly one-

half of the entire age of the colony,
the then governor, Macquarie, we
are told by Mr. Therry, "considered

the colony was selected as a depot for
convicts ; that t/ie land properly be-

longed to them, as they emerged from
their condition of servitude / and that

emigrants were intruders on the soil''
1

Ten years afterwards, little more
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than seventy years ago, the state of
" the brightest gem of the Southern

Ocean," in spite of the encourage-
ment given to emigration by Mac-

quarie's successor, Sir Thomas Bris-

bane, during the three years of his

administration, is thus described by
the very competent authority just

quoted :
" The majority of the com-

munity he (Sir Thomas Brisbane)
ruled over were of the convict class,

wlw were not respectable nor right-

minded. It consisted of very inflam-

mable materials, composing two-thirds

of the whole community, which it re-

quired tlic exercise of a stern authority

to repress."

Natural advantages have tri-

umphed over the abstacles offered

by human folly. The present con-

dition of the Australian colonies

more than realizes the glowing ex-

pectations of the head-jailer of the

first convict gang that landed on

their shores. Indeed, if those utter-

ances of Commander Phillip were to

be judged by the results, we might be

tempted to ascribe them to the in-

spiration of even prophetical sa-

gacity. One merit, at all events, may
be accorded to the enthusiastic sailor.

He did not overestimate the bound-

less resources and advantageous po-
sition of the noble country of which he

and his prisoners were assuming the

proprietorship "on behalf oftheBritish

people," utterly incapable as they
were of taking advantage of them.

TO BE CONCLUDED NHVT MONTH.

A SUMMER IN ROME.

BY THE AUTHOR OF "THE HOUSE OF YORKE."

OF course all our friends exclaim-

ed, when we intimated the possibility

of our remaining in Rome for the

summer :

We would suffocate with heat.

We would be poisoned with ma-

laria.

We would have chills, and con-

sequently fevers.

The fruit would make us sick, the

wine would turn sour while we were

pouring it out, and we would be

kept awake all night by people in

the street.

We would have no one to speak

to, for everybody would be gone out

of town.

Besides, and above all, it was not

the proper thing to do.

I do not believe that either of us

was serious in first making the pro-

posal, unless Bianca cherished such

a wish under her pensive silence
;

but so much opposition led us to

look at the project, and we did not

find it so bad as might have been

expected. Besides, no one with a

particle of spirit likes to be scouted

and talked down ;
and all of us had

spirit enough to feel a little vexed

at the storm of opposition we had

brought about our ears all except
Mr. Varney. He was too indolent

to resent anything.
" I do not believe that there is the

least necessity for having a fever in

Rome," said Isabel. (It was nearly

always Isabel who spoke.)
" One

has but to select a cool apartment
and use a little prudence. If we
were to do as I have seen people do

here go from the oven to the rcfri-
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gerator we should know what to

expect. To walk in a sunny street

till you are in a perspiration, then

sit on a shady stone to cool off, is

not only inviting a fever, but send-

ing a i-tiittiniic to fetch it. As for

heat, New York is ten times hotter;

and I once passed a whole summer

in New York, and was quite com-

fortable
;
wasn't I, papa ? Then, how

any one can say that we shall have

no one to speak to I cannot ima-

gine. Here are four of us ;
and I

take perfect delight in talking to my-
self. The most interesting conver-

sations I ever had in my life were

with Miss Isabel Varney."
"
Besides," said a clear voice from

the window,
" what we came to

Rome to see doesn't go away in the

summer."

We all looked at Bianca, who had

turned her head toward us to speak,
and was gazing out the window

again, the lace curtain wrapped about

her like a bridal veil, and the per-

sieiirif half closed to shield her from

the many eyes in the piazza.
<: May I ask what you came to

see ?" inquired a visitor, who always
tried to make this silent one talk.

She only half turned to answer.
" The Holy Father

;
the shrines

and homes of the saints ; all the

holy, and all the beautiful, and all

the famous places here
;

and the

skies that are above them. And,
again, the Holy Father. He is the

Christian Prometheus, bound to the

Vatican as to a rock, and we are a

little chorus of American Oceanides
who are come to bewail him, and
who have no mind to go away for

pleasure."
" Brava !" said papa.
" And as for the '

proper thing,'
"

said another member of the family,
" we have bored ourselves to death

all winter trying to do that."
"
Besides," struck in Isabel, with a

at thought,
" we want to learn

the language ; and that we never

could do going about from place to

place. Here we can sit down quiet-

ly, and study the four or five hun-

dred irregular verbs at our leisure,

and settle the genders of things, and

learn to pronounce properly all their

undulating and circuitous strings of

vowels and the little curly tails to

their ridiculous words."
" Don't include me in your class,

if you please," Mr. Varney said.
" I

would as soon shave off my hair and

wear a wig as drop my own lan-

guage and speak another. I shall

speak English when I say anything ;

and if people do not understand me,
it will not be my fault. We can al-

ways find interpreters ; and I do not

approve of of er of deserting

your own tongue for another," he

concluded rather
weakly,

not having
measured his strength before com-

mencing this speech.
The truth was that he never did

approve of anything which cost him

the least effort
;
but we listened as

gravely as ifwe believed him to be ac-

tuated by the most heroic patriotism.
" You are quite right, papa," Isa-

bel said emphatically.
"

Still, since

interpreters may not always be hon-

est, you know, it is better that some
of us should understand and be able

to protect the family."
" You will not find the verbs so

difficult as you may imagine," re-

marked an Italian. "The irregu-

larities are chiefly in the preterite.

Preterites are always ragged. They
are never a part of the original lan-

guage, I think, but were interpolated
when it was discovered that a nicer

expression of thought was needed ;

and then the grammarians had to

accommodate themselves to circum-

stances, and use what was left. You
will take pleasure in learning so mu-

sical a language, Miss Isabel."
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" Oh ! I think English quite as

musical as Italian," replied the young
woman with composure.

" When you speak it, signorina"
said the Italian, after a momentary

pause of astonishment.
" I find the phrases and words I

learned in music very useful," she

continued. " The other day I said
'

allegto, ma non troppo] to the coach-

man, and he drove perfectly. That

is on millions of pieces of music,

you know, papa. It quite pleased
me to talk to a coachman as if

he were a fugue. And when I said
'

andante] he actually put down the

brake."
" But you know we were going

down-hill then, Bella," remarked her

sister.

"
I can make the servants under-

stand perfectly well," continued Isa-

bel.
" But in churches and galleries,

and catacombs, and such places, the

people are very stupid."

Tliis is the way in which Miss

Isabel Varney made the servants un-

derstand perfectly:
'

Angelina," she would say to the

ifpinia, in English,
" I want you to

black my thick walking-boots. The

dust has made them look dingy.

But first bring me another pitcher

of water. It is strange that in a city

that would be a lake if all its aque-
ducts were to burst at once one can-

not get more than a quart of water

at a time. Make haste, now, for I

wish to go out immediately."

Angelina stood immovable, a pic-

ture of distressful doubt. The time

had gone past when she would have

ventured to remind her mistress that

English had not been included in

her education.
" Oh ! to be sure," says Isabel.

What a bother it is when one is in

a hurry ! What is the Italian for

water, Bianca ? Acqua ? Well, An-

gelina, bring me some acqua."

The donna began to lift her apron
toward her eyes.

"
Apportez moi some acqua f" said

her mistress distinctly and authorita-

tively.

The donna shrank back, "
Signo-

rina mis.," she began pitifully.
" Don't talk !" cried the young

lady.
" What is the use of your

talking to me when I cannot under-

stand a word you say? It is too

absurd. Besides, it is the servant's

place to obey without speaking.

Bianca, do look in the dictionary for

the Italian for wish or will, the

strongest word you can get ;
then in

the grammar for the first person,

singular, indicative of it or, no, the

imperative. And be quick, or I

never shall get out. Voglio ? Ange-

lina, I voglio a pitcher of acqua
what is the word for quickly ? Vite-

ment? No. That isn't Italian. It

must be vita. That is an Italian

word, I know, and it sounds as if it

meant quickly. Angelina, I voglio

acqua I'ita."

"
Si, si, signorina .'" exclaimed the

poor little donna, and ran off, glad to

get out of the room.
" And, after all, she hasn't taken

the pitcher," said Isabel. " But may
be she will bring a pailful. She

knew quite well that I was finding

fault because we have so little.

They understand what we say, I'm

sure they do. Their ignorance is all

a pretence."
Five minutes passed, and ten

minutes ;
and when the young lady-

had exhausted herself in impatient

exclamations, Angelina entered the

chamber, all out of breath, but smil-

ing in confident triumph, and placed

in her hand a bottle on which was

an apothecary's label with acquai'ile

neatly inscribed on it.

There was a bersaglicre passing the

house at that moment ;
and I have

always thought I would like to know
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if he ever suspected that the hand

of 3. papalina flung that bottle which

alighted safely on the great tuft of

flying feathers in his hat. I am
sure that if the bottle had contain-

ed anything but acquavite, the mili-

tary would have been called out.

'1'h is feat accomplished, Miss Isa-

bel seized the empty water-pitcher,
and thrust it into the hands of the

frightened girl with one word,
" Ac-

qua !" uttered in a tone which prov-
ed her to have tragical abilities.

Angelina returned in a trice with

the water, and found her ntistress

standing in the middle of the room,
with a stern countenance, and a dic-

tionary in her hand.
" Now, ntro my giiadagno."
The girl lifted her eyes to the ceil-

ing.
"
Profitto, I mean," was the hasty

correction.

Tears rolled down Angelina's
cheeks.

"
It couldn't be that boot is sti-

vale /" said the young woman in a

low tone to a third person in the

room. " That sounds as if it meant

something three-cornered."
" You might try," was the sugges-

tion.
" Stira/f t" demanded the young

woman of the donna.
"

Si, signt'rina" said the girl eager-

ly, glancing at the articles in ques-
tion.

"
Well, ncro my stivale" ordered

the mistress haughtily.
" O Dio mio .'" sobbed Angelina.
Isabel lost all patience and dig-

nity. She flew at the boots and

caught them in one hand, flew at

the toilet-table and snatched her
tooth-brush in the other, then, rush-

ing at the terrified donna, performed
before her face a furious pantomime
of polishing her boots with the tooth-

brush.
"

Cctpisco .'" cried Angelina joy fully.

l;
It is worse than Robinson Crusoe

with his man Friday," sighed Isa-

bel, sinking, exhausted, into a chair.
" These scenes are positively ruining

my disposition. You know, Kianca,
I used to have a very good temper,
and the servants at home were al-

ways fond of me. But here I am
becoming a scold and a fury. We
must get settled in another apart-

ment, and have a teacher right

away."
A cool summer apartmenc was

found near the Esquiline, a teacher

engaged, and our parting friends

went their several ways, taking dole-

ful leave of us.

And here it may not be amiss to

make the reader better acquainted
with the family who desire the plea-
sure of his acquaintance and com-

pany for a time.

Mr. Varney, the son of a Boston

merchant, had, when he was young
and venturesome, made a voyage to

Spain in one of his father's ships.
The ship came back without him

;

but, after six months' absence, he re-

turned, bringing with him a young
Spanish wife, whom he had wooed
and won during that brief visit.

She lived only ten years, pining ever

for the sunny land of her birth, and

dropped away finally before they
had begun to fear that she was

dying, leaving two daughters, Bianca

and Isabel.

Her death quite uprooted her hus-

band from his accustomed life, and

gave him a shock from which he
never recovered. He had always

promised, and had meant, to take

her back to Spain ; but, between the

calls of business and a habit of pro-

crastination, had put off the visit

from year to year till it was too late.

Then the New England which had
killed her became distasteful to him,

and, after lingering a few years to

settle up his business, he went abroad
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for an indefinite time, taking his

daughters with him. He seemed to

fancy that by this tardy journey he

was proving to his wife his regret
and the sincerity of his promises.

They avoided Spain, however, un-

willing to hasten at once to that

land which she had longed in vain

to see. There was even an idea of

self-exile and punishment in going
so near without touching its beauti-

ful shores. They visited England
and France, then came directly to

Rome.
"

I do not believe that we shall

ever go away from Italy for any

length of time," Bianca said.
" It is

the true land of the lotos, and we
have eaten of the charmed plant."

" Would you like to live here al-

ways ?" her father asked, looking

earnestly at her.

There was a certain pensive mel-

ancholy in her face and attitude

which constantly drew his anxious

regards.
" Yes !" she answered slowly.
"

I think Bianca is changed from

what she used to be," he said after-

ward to one of the family.
" It

seems to me that I remember her

gay and bright, like Isabel
;
but she

has grown quiet and gentle, little by

little, and so gradually that I do not

know when the change began."
The person whom he addressed tried

to give him the comfort and reas-

surance which his anxiety evidently

pleaded for. She pointed out that

one had but to look at the two girls to

see at once the difference in their tem-

peraments; that Isabel's shorter and

more compact form proved a strong-

er and more aggressive vitality than

her sister's willowy slenderness was

capable of; that the very shape of

their faces a delicate oval in the

one and a full oval in the other

was another proof of difference ;
and

that, moreover, Bianca, being the

elder, had been of an age to be im-

pressed by her mother's death, while

Isabel was still too young.
" And I find yet another reason,"

the comforter continued, turning
mentor. " Your frequently-express-
ed regret for your wife, and the

habit you have of referring to her

love for Spain and her home-sickness,
cannot fail to sadden so sensitive a

heart as Bianca's, while Isabel thinks

that it is merely a '

way you have got

into,' as she would express it."

It was, perhaps, rather a severe

speech ;
but when a person contracts

a habit of making a mournful luxury
of his troubles, and of perpetually

setting up his mourning standard be-

side the red, white, and blue of those

who at least try to be cheerful, it

does no harm to let him know that

the effect is not enlivening.

Well, we were settled in our sum-

mer quarters, and had just finished

our first dinner there, when the his-

torian of the party made a prudent

suggestion.
" Since we are beginning a new

life with new people, I think that

we should have a clear understand-

ing about everything, so as to save

trouble at the end," she said.

Her ears were still ringing with

the din of battle which had accom-

panied their exit from their former

home the loud voice of thepadrona

demanding payment for broken

chairs and tables that had dropped
in pieces the first time they were

touched
;
the vociferous porter, who

insisted on having money because

he had snatched Isabel's reticule

from her hand, in spite of her, and

carried it a dozen steps; the small

but very shrill boy, whom they had

no recollection of ever having seen

before, and who wanted to be paid

for they knew not what; the hys-

terical donna, who expected that her

heart, lacerated because her services



A Summer in Rome. 663

had not been re-engaged, would be

soothed by the gift of a few extra

lire; and a half-dozen beggars cry-

ing for "
qualche <".

And so ''
it might be as well to

have everything arranged at the be-

ginning," remarked this prudent per-

"
I settled about the furniture be-

fore you came in to dinner," Isabel

said. "
I had the whole family up,

and before their eyes, with papa as

witness, I shook and leaned on

every table and cabinet, and sat

down in every chair as hard as I

could. Two chairs dropped, and

are taken out for repair, which will

cost us nothing. And I have or-

dered out all the pnper bouquets
with tall glass cases over them, and
all the ornamental cups and saucers.

But I think we may as well tell

them that if they send begging peo-

ple up to us, we will deduct what we
Hive from the rent. Papa says he
lias made a careful reckoning, and
finds that if we give a soldo to each

ragged beggar in the street, and half

a lira to each well-dressed beggar
who conies up, we shall be ourselves

reduced to beggary in six months."

Bianca turned round on the piano-

stool, her face full of expostulation.
'

Olv! but those dear Capuchins !"

she exclaimed.
" It isn't likely that I meant to re-

fuse a Capuchin," answered Isabel

indignantly.
"
They are an excep-

tion
;
and so are all religious. No

one can say that religion costs them
much in Italy. I am ashamed to

;;ive so little and receive so much."
'

Having an understanding at the

beginning will make no sort of differ-

ence at the end," Mr. Varney said.
'

Kvery stranger here expects to have
a fight with the family he is leaving.
It is a part of the play which cannot
be left out by particular request, like

the Prince of Denmark out of Hamlet.

Let us put off explanations till they
are forced on us. I would like,

though, to say a word or two to Giu-

seppe about the table."

Giuseppe was a new servant, whom
we considered ourselves very fortunate

in engaging, as he not only spoke
English, but had lived in England
several months, and might therefore

be supposed to know something of

lo-Saxon ways. He came in im-

mediately.
" There are two or three directions

which I wish to give once for all,

Giuseppe," Mr. Varney said in his

slow, languid way.
" I hope you will

remember them, for I do not like to

repeat orders."
"
Yes, sir !" said Giuseppe, with a

stiffness of bow and attitude oddly in

contrast with his sparkling Italian

face.
" In the first place," resumed his

master,
" when I say that I want

breakfast, or dinner, or the carriage
at a certain hour, I mean that time

precisely, and not an hour or a half-

hour later, nor even five minutes

later."

A second bow and "
Yes, sir !"

worthy of May Fair.

Mr. Varney went on argumenta-

tively, bringing his fingers into play:
"
Secondly, I want my wine brought

in with the seals unbroken. If I find

a single bottle of the wine. I have put

up opened, I will
" he paused for a

suitable threat.
" Break the bottle over your head."

struck in Isabel. "
Remember, papa,

all the watered wine we have paid

for, and don't be too mild. Remem-
ber the horrible stuff for which we

paid three times the market price all

last winter. Don't be too mild. You

may depend upon it, Giuseppe, we
shall not permit of any tampering
with wine, or fruit, or candles, or

anything. We have had too much
of that."



664 A Summer in Rome.

"
Yes, miss !" says Giuseppe.

"
I hate to be called '

miss,'
"

re-

marked the young lady.
" Call me

signorina. Of all titles I think miss

the most disagreeable. And Mrs.

and Mr. are not much better. The
Italian language has that one advan-

tage, I will own."
" Be careful about the fruit you

give us," Mr. Varney went on. " We
want ripe fruit. The figs to-day
were not quite perfect. Figs," said

Mr. Varney with solemn deliberation
"

figs should be just right, or they are

good for nothing. When they are

just right, there is nothing better, and

you can give them to us three times

a day. They must be ripe, but not

too ripe ; fine-grained, but not salvy ;

cool, crisp, intensely sweet, and on

the point of bursting open, but not

quite broken."

Giuseppe forgot his English train-

ing long enough to inquire,
" Hadn't

you better speak to the trees about

it, sir ?"
" That will do," Mr. Varney con-

cluded with dignity.
" I have no

more to say now. You can go,"
The setting sun, shining on the

new walls opposite, was reflected into

our drawing-room, lighting it beau-

tifully, touching Mr. Varney's gray
hair and pleasant face, as he sat in a

huge, yellow arm-chair by the window
and diving into Isabel's bright eyes,

as she leaned on his shoulder, and

looked over with him the Diario Ro-

mano, trying to make out the holy-

days.
" Here is the anniversary of the

coronation of Pius IX.," she said. " I

wonder if we shall be arrested if we
wear yellow roses in our hats, Bianca ?"

Mr. Varney pored awhile over the

book in his hand, and presently asked,

with a general inquiring glance about

the room,
" Does anybody know

what time ofday or night twenty-three
o'clock is ? Here is a function an-

nounced to begin at twenty-three
o'clock. Do people go to church

at that hour ? I should think it would
be very late at night."

"
It might be some time the next

day," suggested a member of the

family.

The gentleman arranged his glasses,
and looked puzzled. "Then, when
a function is announced for twenty-
three o'clock on Wednesday, it takes

place at some hour on Thursday," he

said.

No one ventured either to acqui-
esce or to dissent, and it was con-

cluded to put this difficulty on the

list of questions we were making out
for our Italian teacher to answer the

next morning.
" He will be such a convenience

to us !" Isabel said.
"
People as-

sure me that he knows everything,
and is never at loss for an answer."

Mr. Varney took a pinch of snuff.

He had always shown an inclination

toward that indulgence, but had not

dared to yield to it in America.

Now, however, with such eminent

examples constantly before his eyes,
he could carry his snuff-box, not

only with impunity, but with a kind

of pride.
" Have you reflected, my daugh-

ter," he asked, "that your Italian

teacher knows not a word of English,
and that, since you cannot very well

fly at him, as you could at Angelina,
and extract his meaning at the sword's

point, his explanations, however ex-

cellent they may be, are not likely to

profit you much for some time to

come ?"
" Oil ! we will make out some

way," she replied carelessly.
" One

can always understand a clever per-

son. Besides, if worse comes to

worse, I don't know why I shouldn't

fly at him, if necessary. He will be

paid for his time; and one can always
scold a preson whom one pays."
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The last sun-ray faded away, and
the golden globe of the new moon
shone out over Santa Maria Mag-
giore, shining so low and full in the

transparent sky that one almost
(cared it inii^ht strike the tower or

domes of that dearest of churches
in passing, and break itself like a

bubble.

We were silent a little while, then
Mr. Varney said,

"
Sing us that song

you are humming, my darling."
When he said "my darling," he

always meant Bianca.

She made a motion to put away
the music-sheet before her, and take

another, but replaced it
; and pre-

sently we heard her low voice, which
half sang, half spoke, the words :

"
Friend, the way is steep and lonely.
Thickly grows the rue

;

All around arc shadows only :

May I walk with you ?

Not too near
; for. oh ! your going

i the heights,
Where the airs of heaven are blowing
Through the morning lights.

Dare I brush the dews that glisten
Ali .ilxmt your feet ?

Can I listen where you listen ?

Meet the sights you meet ?

''Not too far I faint at missing
You fron out my way.

Vain is then the glory kissing
All the peaks of day ;

" Vain are all the laughing showers
Leading in the s|.r,

All the summer green and flowers.
All the birds that sing.

" At your side my way is clearest :

Tell me I may stay !

Not too near and yet, my dearest.
Not too fir away 1"

" What does it mean ?
"
asked Mr.

Varney. "It seems to me very ob-
scure."

" Oh ! a song isn't expected
to mean anything but melody,"
somebody answered rather hastily.
" All that is required of the lines is

that they should be of the proper
length. Sing the other, Bianca the

one I looked over to-day."
The speaker knew that nothing

suited Mr. Varney so well as a gen-
uine love-song.

Bianca sang

" O roses dewy, roes red and sweet !

Tinting with your hues the summer air.
Give my checks your blushes, give my mouth

your breathing,
Add such rounded beauty as is meet,
Wrap me in the graces all your tendrils wreath-

ing ;

For he loves me, and I would be fair.

" O sunshine . playing with the swinging vin,
Sift your gold through all my dusky hair,

Gild each braid and ringlet with a softened
glimmer,

Hint the crown his love has rendered mine.
Than the brightest eyes, oh ! let not mine be

dimmer ;

For he loves me, and I would be fair.

" O lilies ! in a drift ofscented snow,
VV illing all your sweetness to immure

In a leafy cloister, waves alone caressing,
Give my soul your whiteness ere ye go,

That its stainless beauty be to him a blessing ;

For he loves me, and I would be pure.
" O faithful stars! I pray ye, touch me so
With the virtue given unto you

That I fail him never, living, nor yet dying,
Howsoe'er the days may come and go,

With a steadfast tenderness his life supplying ;

For he loves me, and I would be true."

The first stroke of the Ave Maria
broke off the last chord of the song,
and there was silence in the room
till the bells had sung their evening
chorus.
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MATTER.

VI.

Constitution of bodies. We have

hitherto explained and vindicated

those facts and principles which ex-

perience and reason point out to us

as the true foundations of a sound

philosophical theory of matter. We
are now prepared to examine the

much-vexed question of the constitu-

tion of bodies ;
nor are we deterred

from our undertaking by the very
common belief that the essence of

matter is,
and will ever be, an im-

penetrable mystery; for although the

different schools of philosophy have

long disputed about the subject with-

out being able to agree in their con-

clusions, we are confident that these

very conclusions, every one of which

contains a portion of truth, will afford

us the means of reaching the true

and complete solution of the question.
The opinions at present entertained

by philosophers about the constitu-

tion of matter may be reduced to the

three following:
Some affirm that the first consti-

tuents of natural bodies are they?/"^/

mailer and the substantial form, as

explained by Aristotle and by his fol-

lowers. This view, which reigned

supreme for centuries, we shall call

the scholastic solution of the question.

Others affirm, on the contrary,

that the first constituents of bodies

are simple elements, or points of mat-

ter, acting on each other from a cer-

tain distance, and thus forming dy-

namical systems of different natures

according to their number, powers,
and geometrical arrangement. This

second view, which, after Boscovich,

found a great number of advocates,

we shall call the dynamic solution of

the question.

Finally, others affirm that the first

constituents of bodies are molecules,

or cliemical atoms. This view, based

entirely on chemical considerations,

originated with Dalton. of Manches-

ter, early in the present century, and

it was very favorably received by all

men of science as the true interpreta-

tion of chemical facts. This third

view we shall call the atomic solution

of the question.
The investigation of the grounds

on which these three solutions are

supported will soon convince us that

none of them can be entirely rejected,

as each of them has some foundation

in truth. To begin with the scholas-

tic solution, all true, philosophers
know that God alone is a pure act ;

whence it follows that all creatures

essentially consist of act a\\& potency.
This act and this potency, when there

is question of material things, are

called the substantial form and the

matter. It is therefore an evident

truth that material substance is essen-

tially constituted of matter and sub-

stantial form. Against this doctrine

nothing can be objected by the advo-

cates of the dynamic or of the atomic

solution.

On the other hand, the doctrine

which teaches that bodies are made

up of chemical atoms, or molecules,

which have a definite nature and

combine in definite numbers, is very

satisfactorily established by experi-

mental science ;
and nothing can be

objected against it by speculative

philosophers. But, to prevent mis-
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conceptions, we must observe that

this theory does not consider the

chemical atoms as absolutely indivisi-

ble, or as absolutely primitive, or as

many pieces of continuous matter.

The word "atom" in chemistry sig-
nifies the least possible quantity of

any natural substance known to us.

Atoms are chemical equivalents.
Their chemical indivisibility, on ac-

eount of which they are called

"atoms," is a fact of experience; but

they are absolutely divisible, owing
to their physical composition ;

for we
know by the balance that atoms of

different substances contain different

quantities of matter; and their vi-

brations, change of size, and varia-

tions of chemical activity with the va-

riation ofcircumstances, unmistakably
show that their mass is a sum of units

substantially independent of one an-

other, though naturally connected to-

gether by mutual actions in one dy-
namical system. Their matter is

therefore discrete, not continuous.
As to the doctrine of simple and

unextended elements, we have no
need of saying anything in particular
in this place, as such a doctrine is a

simple corollary of the thesis conced-

ing the impossibility of continuous

matter, which we have fully develop-
ed in our last article.

From these remarks it will be seen

that to the question, What ate the

primitive constituents of bodies ? three

answers may be, given, and each of
them true, if properly interpreted,
as we shall presently explain. Thus
it is true, in a strictly metaphysical

o, that the primitive constituents

of bodies are the matter and the sub-

stantial form; it is true again, in a
certain other sense, that the primitive
constituents of bodies are chemical

;is; and it is true also, in a still

different sense, that the primitive
constituents of bodies are simple and
unextended elements. Hence the

scholastic solution does not necessa-

rily clash witii the atomic, nor <

this latter exclude the dynamic, but
all three may stand together in per-
fect harmony, or rather they are re-

quired by the very nature of the ques-
tion, in the same manner as three

solutions are required by the nature
of a problem whose conditions give
rise to an equation of the third

gree. The duty, therefore, of a phi-

losopher, when he has to handle this

subject, is not to resort to one of the

three solutions in order to attack the

others, as it is the fashion to do,
but to investigate how the three can
be reconciled, and how truth in its

fulness can be attained to by their

conjunction.

This may appear difficult to those

whose philosophical bias in favor

of a long-cherished opinion prevents
them from looking at things in more
than one manner; but those whose
mind is free from prejudice and ex-

clusiveness will readily acknowledge
that whilst the atomists determine
the constituents of bodies by chemi-

cal analysis, the dynamists, on the con-

trary, determine those constituents by
mechanical analysis, and the scholas-

tics by metaphysical analysis. Now,
these analyses do not exclude one
another

; they rather prepare the way
to one another. Hence their results

cannot exclude one another, but rath-

er lead to one another, and give by
their union a fuller expression of

truth.

If we ask of an atomist,
" What are

the primitive constituents of a mass
of gold ?" he will answer that they
are the atoms, or the molecules, ofgold,
as chemistry teaches him. This an-
swer is very good, as it points out the
first specific principles of the compound
body ; for we cannot go further and
resolve the molecule without de-

stroying the specific nature of gold.
For this reason the atomist, when he
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has reached the atoms of gold, stops

there, and declares that the analysis

cannot go further. He evidently re-

fers to the chemical analysis.

If now we ask a dynamist,
" What

are the primitive constituents of a

mass of gold ?" he will answer that

they are the simple elements of which

the molecules of gold are made up.

This answer, too, is very good, as it

points out the first physical principles

f the compound body ;
for we can-

not go further and resolve the simple
element without destroying the phy-
sical being. For this reason the

dynamist, when he has reached the

simple elements, stops there, and de-

clares that the analysis can go no fur-

ther. Of course he means the physi-
cal analysis.

Let us now ask of a schoolman,
" What are the primitive constituents

of a mass of gold." He will answer

that they are the substantialform and

the matter, as the last terms obtained

by the metaphysical analysis of sub-

stance. This last answer also is very

good, as it points out the first meta-

physical principles of substance. It

should, however, be borne in mind

that this answer does not apply to the

mass of the body as such, nor to its

molecules, but only to each primitive

element contained in the mass and in

the molecules of the body, as we
shall fully explain in another place.

When he has reached the substantial

form and the matter, the schoolman

stops there, and declares that the

analysis can go nofurther. He means

the -metaphysical analysis, which re-

solves the physical being into meta-

physical realities incapable of further

resolution.

It is manifest that these three an-

swers, however different, do not clash

with one another. Accordingly, the

atomist, the dynamist, and the school-

man may all agree in teaching truth,

while they give different answers.

The fact is, they do not look at the

question from the same point of view,

and, rigorously speaking, they solve

different questions.
The first answers the question, What

are the first specific principles of gold
or the first golden particles ;

and he

affirms that they are the molecules or

atoms of gold.
The second answers the question,

What are the first physical principles
of such golden particles ? and he af-

firms that they are unextendcd ele-

ments or piimitive substances.

The third answers the question,

What are the first metaphysical prin-

ciples of those primitive substances ?

and he affirms that they are the mat-

ter and the sitbstantialform.

This being the case, it may be

asked how it came to pass that the

atomic, the dynamic, and the scholas-

tic solutions have hitherto been con-

sidered as irreconcilable. We reply

that the three solutions would never

have been held irreconcilable, if

their advocates had kept within rea-

sonable limits in the expression of

their views. But as philosophers,
like other people, are often exclusive,

narrow - minded, and ready to op-

pose whatever comes from a school

which is not their own, it frequently

happens that they are too easily

satisfied with a partial possession of

truth, and disdain the views of others

who regard truth under a different

aspect. By such a course, instead of

promoting, they hinder, the advance

of philosophical knowledge ; and

while fighting under the banner of a

special school, which they mistake

for the banner of truth, they allow

themselves to be carried away by a

spirit of contention, the unyielding
character of which is the greatest

impediment in the way of philosophi-

cal progress. The constitution of

bodies is one of the subjects which,

unfortunately, have been and are
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still handled by different schools with

remarkable unfairness to one another.

The atomist fights against the dyna-

niist, and both despise the follower

of the schoolman
;

whilst the school-

ir.an from the stronghold of his me-

taphysical castle looks superciliously

on both, confident that he will even-

tually drive them out of the field of

philosophy. This attitude of one

school towards another is not worthy
of men who profess to love truth.

If the atomistic philosopher cannot

go beyond the chemical analysis, we

will allow him to stop there, on con-

dition, however, that he shall not

claim a right to prevent others, who

may know better, from proceeding
to further investigations beyond the

boundaries of chemistry. In like

manner, if the dynamist cannot rise

to the consideration of the metaphy-
sical principles of substance, let him

be satisfied with the consideration

of the primitive elements of matter,

and dispense with further inquiries;

but let him not interfere with the

work of the metaphysician, whose

method and principles he does not

understand. As to the metaphysician

himself, we would warn him that,

however deeply conversant he may
be with the general (ruths concerning
the essential constituents of things,

he is nevertheless in danger of erring

in their application to particular cases,

unless he tests his conclusions by the

principles of chemical, mechanical,
and physical science ;

for it is from

these sciences that we learn the true

nature of the facts and laws of the

material world ;
and all metaphysical

investigation about the constitution

of bodies must prove a failure, if it

lacks the foundation of real facts and

their correct interpretation.

It is obvious, after all, that truth

cannot fight against truth
;
and since

we have shown that each of the three

solutions above given contains a por-

tion of truth, we cannot reject any
of them absolutely, but we must dis-

card that only which troubles their

harmony, and retain that through
which they complete and confirm

one another.

We therefore admit the substantial

points of the three systems on the

constitution of bodies, and recognize
the general principles on which they
are established. The analysis of

bodies carried on through all its

degrees leads to the following re-

sults :

First, by analyzing the body chemi-

cally, we find the atoms, or molecules,

endowed with a determinate mass

and with specific powers, correspond-

ing to the specific nature of the body.
Such atoms are not absolutely in-

divisible, though chemistry, as yet,

cannot decompose them : hence at-

oms are further analyzable.

Secondly, by analyzing the atom,

or the molecule, we discover its

components, or primitive parts, called

primitive elements, and primitive sub-

stances, which are physically simple
and unextended, and concur in defi-

nite numbers to the constitution of

definite molecular masses.

Finally, by analyzing the simp!?
element or the primitive substance,
which can no longer be resolved in-

to physical parts, we find that such

an element consists of act and po-

tency, or, as we more frequently ex-

press ourselves, of form and matter,

neither of which can exist separately,
as the first physical being which ex-

ists in nature is the substance arising
from their conspiration. According-

ly the form and the matter of which

the simple element consists are not

physical, but only metaphysical,

principles, and they constitute a

metaphysical, not a physical, com-

pound.
These three conclusions are scien-

tifically and philosophically certain
;
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and while they afford a sound basis

to our reasonings on material objects,

they reconcile modern physics with

the principles of old metaphysics. We
say with the principles, not with the

conclusions ; for we must own that the

old metaphysicians, owing to their in-

sufficient knowledge of the laws of

nature, not unfrequently failed in the

application of their principles to the

interpretation of natural facts. Thus
the chemical, the dynamical, and the

scholastic views of the constitution

of bodies cease to be antagonistic,
and each of the three schools is

awarded all it can claim consistently
with the rights of truth.

As we intend to speak hereafter

more in detail of the constitution of

bodies, we shall content ourselves at

present with these general remarks on
the subject. It is manifest from what

precedes that bodies and molecules

arise from simple elements, and are

substances, not on account of their

bodily or molecular composition, but

merely because their primitive phy-
sical components, the elements, are

substances. Hence the question

concerning the constitution of mate-
rial substance, as such, does not neces-

sarily require any further research af-

ter the constitution of bodies, but

may be directly settled by the con-

sideration of the elements themselves.

We have already seen that the

primitive elements of matter are rig-

orously unextended
;

that each of

them is endowed with activity, passi-

vity, and inertia, and is thus fitted to

produce, receive, and conserve local

movement
;
and that the elementary

activity, whether attractive or repul-

sive, is exercised in a sphere accord-

ing to a permanent law. And since

the essential constitution of things
must be gathered from their essential

properties, it is of the utmost import-
ance for us to ascertain whether the

principles of the material element

may be fully determined by its known

properties, or whether the element

may possess occult properties which,
if known, would modify our notion

of its principles ;
for it is only after

an adequate knowledge of its princi-

ple of activity, of its principle of pas-

sivity, and of the relation of the one
to the other, that we can safely pro-
nounce a judgment about the essence

of a primitive being.
We may ask, therefore, in the first

place : Does a simple elementpossess

any occult power besides its known

power of attracting or repelling?
This question must be answered in

the negative. Occult powers and
occult qualities have been admitted

by the ancient philosophers, and are

admitted even now, in compound sub-

stances, not because any unknown

power resides in the first elements of

which they are made up, but because

the manner of their composition, and

consequently the manner of determin-

ing the resultant of their elementary

actions, transcends our conception
and baffles our calculations. Thus
the phenomena of chemical affinity,

cohesion, capillarity, electricity, and

magnetism depend on actions which

science cannot trace to theirprimitive
causes viz., to the simple elements

but only to their proximate causes,
which are complex, and, as such, fol-

low different laws of causation cor-

responding to the different modes of

their constitution. Before we are

able to trace such phenomena to their

simple and primitive causes, it would
be necessary to find out the intrinsic

constitution of every molecule
; the

number, quality, and arrangement of its

constituent elements; the arrangement
and distance of the molecules in the

body; and the mathematical formulas

by which every movement of each,

particle could be determined for every
instant of time. As this has not been

done, and will never be done, the
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determination of the causality of

molecular phenomena remains, and

will ever remain, an insoluble problem,
and the complex power from which

any such phenomenon proceeds re-

mains, and will ever remain, unknown

so far as it is tht result of an un-

known composition, though we know,
at least in general, the nature of the

primitive powers from which it re-

sults. In other terms, there are no

occult powers in matter, but only un-

known resultants of known primitive

powers.
To prove this, we observe that an

occult power is to be admitted, then,

only when a phenomenon occurs

which cannot proceed from powers

already known. This is evident ;

for, when phenomena can be ac-

counted for by known powers, there

is no ground for any inquiry about

occult causes. In other words, to

look for occult causes without data

or indications on which to ground
the induction, is to propose to one's

self a problem without conditions
;

which no man in his senses would

do. Now, no phenomenon has

been observed anywhere in material

things which cannot proceed from

the known powers of attraction and

repulsion ; nay, it is positively cer-

tain that all phenomena proceed
from the same powers. For each

material point, when acted on, re-

ceives a determination to local move-

ment, and nothing else; and there-

fore the effect of the action of mat-

ter upon matter is nothing but local

movement, one element approaching
to or retiring from the other. Now,
this is precisely what attractive and

repulsive powers arc competent to

do. Hence it is that in all the

works of science and natural philo-

sophy the causality of phenomena
of every kind is uniformly traced to

mere attractions and repulsions.

Again, if any occult power, be-

sides that of attracting or repel!

be assumed to reside in a primitive

element of matter, such a power will

remain idle for ever, inasmuch as it

will never be applicable to the pro-
duction of natural phenomena. On
the other hand, it is obvious that :;

power destined to remain idle-

ever is an absurdity. It is there

absurd to assume that there is in the

elements of matter any occult power
besides that of attracting or repell-

ing. In this argument the minor

proposition is evident, because all

active power is naturally destined to

act; whilst the major proposition is

evidently inferred from the fact that

matter has no passivity, except with

regard to local motion, as is ac-

knowledged by all philosophers, and
as we shall presently show from in-

trinsic reasons. Whence it follows

that, if there were in matter any hid-

den power not destined, as the at-

tractive and the repulsive are, to

produce local movement, such a

power would be absolutely use!

as absolutely inapplicable to any
other matter, and would remain in

this absurd condition for ever. We
need not, therefore, trouble ourselves

with the absurd hypothesis of occult

powers; and we conclude, accord-

ingly, that the principle of activity of

a primitive element is merely attrac-

tive or repulsive, as explained in one
of our past articles.

It may be asked, in the second

place : Is the centre of a simple ele-

ment to be identified u'ith the ptinciplc

ofpassivity of the element ?

This question must be answered
in the affirmative. For the princi-

ple of passivity is that to which the

action is terminated
;
but the action

of any one element of matter is ter-

minated to the centre of any other

element; therefore the centre of any
element is its principle of passivity.
The minor proposition of this syllo-
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gism might be proved by metaphy-
sical considerations *

; but we may
prove it more clearly in the follow-

ing manner: Locomotive action im-

plies direction, and no direction can
be really taken in space except from

a real point to another real point.

Now, that by which any two ele-

ments, A and J3, mark out two dis-

tinct points in space, is the centre

of their sphere of action. The di-

rection of the action is therefore

from the centre of A to the centre

of
,
and vice versa that is, the ac-

tion of the one is terminated to the

centre of the other. And thus it is

evident that each single element re-

ceives the action of every other ele-

ment in its central point, which is,

accordingly, the passive principle of

the element. This conclusion may
be expressed in this other manner :

In a material element the matter

(passive principle) is a point from

which the action of the element is

directed towards other points in

space, and to which the actions of

other material points in space are

directed.

We may remark, also, that mate-

rial elements, whilst they are always

ready to receive movement from ex-

trinsic agents, cannot apply their

own power to themselves, because

they are inert. This being the case,

it obviously follows that the action

of an extrinsic agent on an element

is terminated there where the action

of the element itself cannot be ter-

minated. Now, a little reflection will

show that the centre of the element is

just the point where the action of

the element itself cannot be termin-

ated. For as locomotive action im-

plies direction, and as no direction

can be had from the centre of activ-

ity to itself, but only from a point to

* See THE CATHOLIC WORLD for March, 1874, p.

a distinct point, the action of the

element upon its own centre is a

metaphysical impossibility. Whence
we conclude that the principle of

passivity, or that in which the primi-
tive element is liable to receive a

determination to 4ocal movement, is

nothing else than the intrinsic term
of its essence, the centre from which
it directs its action in a sphere, or, in

other terms, the matter itself as con-

tradistinguished from the substantial

form.

In the third place, it may be

asked : Can it be proved that a mate-

rial element is susceptible of nothing
but local movement?
We answer: Yes. For we have

shown that the passivity of the ma-
terial element resides in a mere
mathematical point, which, having
no bulk, cannot be liable to intrinsic

changes, and therefore is susceptible
of such determinations only as will

bring about a change of extrinsic re-

lations. It is hardly necessary to

explain that such a change of ex-

trinsic relations is always brought
about by local movement; for such

relations either are distances or

depend on distances
;
and distances

cannot be modified except by local

movement. It is thus manifest that

material elements are susceptible of

nothing but local movement. Hence
the passivity of matter is confined to

the reception of local movement
alone.

From this well-known truth we

may again confirm our preceding
solution of the question concerning
occult powers. For the activity
and the passivity of a simple element

essentially respond to one another in

the same manner and with as strict a

necessity as giving and receiving, and
since they spring from the principles
of one and the same primitive es-

sence, they must belong to one and
the same kind. If, then, there were
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in the material elements any occult

power besides that which produces
local movement, there would be also

a correspondent passivity not des-

tined to receive local movement; for

without this new passivity the occult

power could not be exercised. And
since the p.is>ivity of matter is lim-

ited to the sole reception of local

movement, none but locomotive

power can be admitted to reside in

matter.

Essence of material substance. We
are now ready to answer with all de-

sirable precision and clearness the

question,
" What is the essence of

material substance ?" a question not

at all formidable, when the
t
active

and the passive principle of matter

have been properly defined and elu-

cidated. Our answer is as follows :

The essence, or quiddity, of a

tiling is really nothing else than its

nature; hence if we know the princi-

ples which constitute the nature of

the material element, we know in

fact the essence of material sub-

stance. Now, the principles which

constitute any given created nature

are an act of a certain kind that is, a

certain principle of activity; and a

corresponding potency that is, a cor-

responding principle of passivity.

Whence we conclude that the prin-

ciples of a material nature are the act

/')' which such a nature is determined

to act in a sphere and to cause local

movement, and the potency on account

. /lie/! ///< same nature is liable to

we local movement. And since

the said act is called " the substan-

tial form," and the said potency" the

matter," we conclude that the es-

sence of material substance consists

of matter and substantialform.
This conclusion is by no means

new; it expresses, on the contrary,
the universal doctrine of the ancient

philosophers on the essence of mate-

rial substance. But it must be ob-
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served that we limit this doctrine to

the essence of primitive elements,

which alone can lie rigorously styled
"

first substances," whilst the ancients,

owing to their imperfect notions of

natural things, applied the same doc-

trine to compound substances, which

they believed to arise by substantial

generation instead of material com-

position. Thus our conclusion is

more guarded and less comprehen-
sive than that of the old metaphysi-
cians. Moreover, the ancient phi-

losophers, who did not know the

primitive elements, but assumed the

continuity of matter, could not pic-
ture to themselves the intellectual

notions of matter and substantial

form in a sensible manner, and cer~

tainly were unable to find any true

sensible image of them ; and for this,

reason their speculations about the

essence of material substance re-

mained imperfect and their expla-
nations obscure and unsatisfactory.

We, on the contrary, thanks to the

investigations and discoveries made
in the last centuries, have the ad-

vantage of knowing that all matter is

subject to gravitation, and acts in a

sphere according to a constant and

very simple law, which presides over
the molecular and chemical no less

than the astronomical phenomena ;

and we are thus enabled to form a

true and genuine conception of the

matter and form of the primitive

element, founded on ascertained

facts, and free from false or incon-

gruous imaginations. Hence the

words " matter " and "
form," as em-

ployed by us, have such a clear, and

precise sense that r.o room is left for

their misinterpretation.
We therefore know, and clearly too,

the essence of primitive material sub-

stance, whatever may be said to the

contrary by some admirers of the old

philosophy, who spurn the discove-

ries of modern physics, or by some
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modern thinkers, who revile all meta-

physical analysis as mere rubbish.

The essential definition of material

substance, as such, is therefore the

following : Material substance is a

leing Jit to cause and .receive merely

local motion. This definition is fuller

than the one adopted by the ancients,

who defined matter to be " a mova-

ble being
" Ens mobile. Of course,

when they spoke of a " movable "

being, the ancients referred to

"local" movement; but, as there

are movements of some other kinds,

none of which can be produced or

received by matter, we prefer to keep
the epithet

" local
"

as prominent
as possible in our definition, and we
add the adverb ''

merely
"
as a fur-

ther" limitation required by the na-

ture of the subject. The old defini-

tion mentions nothing but the mobil-

ity of matter. This is owing to the

fact that the ancients had no notion

of universal attraction, and consider-

ed the activity of material substance

as dependent on movement, accord-

ing to their axiom : Nihil movet nisi

molum. But as we know, on the

one hand, that the specific differences

of things must be derived from their

formal rather than from their mate-

rial constitution, and, on the other,

-as the constituent form of the mate-

rial element is an efficient principle

of local motion, we include in the

definition of matter its aptitude both

to produce and to receive local mo-

tion
" as the complete specific differ-

ence
" which distinguishes material

substance from any other being what-

ever.

It seems to us that our definition

of matter wants neither clearness nor

precision. Indeed, we would be un-

able to make it clearer or more ac-

curate ;
and as for its soundness, let

our readers, who have hitherto fol-

lowed our reasonings, judge for

themselves.

In the opinion of most modern

philosophers, the essence of matter

consists of extension and resistance.

From what has preceded it is evi-

dent that this opinion is utterly false.

Extension is not a property of matter

as such, but only of physical com-

pounds containing a multitude of

distinct material points; and, even

in this case, it is not the matter,

but the volume, or the place circum-

scribed by the extreme terms of the

body, that can be styled" extended,"
as we have shown in our last article.

As to resistance, it suffices to remark

that no accidental act belongs to the

essence of substance
;
hence resist-

ance, which is an accidental act, can-

not enter into the definition of mal-

ted. Some will say that, if not re-

sistance, at least thepower of resisting,

belongs to the essence of matter.

But not even this is true. The ma-

terial element has the power of at-

tracting or of repelling ;
but such a

power cannot be considered as for-

mally resisting. Resistance is a par-

ticular case of repulsion, when the

agent by its repulsive exertion grad-

ually lessens and exhausts the velo-

city of an approaching mass of mat-

ter ;
but resistance may also be a

particular case of attraction, inas-

much as the agent by its attractive

exertion gradually lessens and ex-

hausts the velocity of a mass of mat-

ter receding from it. Hence all ma-

terial substance has a motive power,
either attractive or repulsive ; but

neither of them can be described as

a resisting power ;
for attractivity

does not resist the movement of an

approaching body, nor does repul-

sivity resist the movement of a re-

ceding body. It is scarcely neces-

sary to add that the notion of a re-

sisting power essential to matter is a

remnant of the old prejudice consist-

ing in the belief that, when two

bodies come in contact, the matter
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of the one precludes, by its materi-

ality, bulk, and inertia, the further

advance of the other. Nothing is

more common, with the followers of

the ancient theories, than the as-

sumption that the matter of bodies

fy its quantity and by its occupation

of space resists the passage of any
other matter. \Ve have shown else-

where that resistance is action, and
therefore is not owing to the inert

matter standing in the way of the ap-

proaching body, but to the active

power of which the inert matter is

the centre.

To complete our elucidation of the

essential .definition of matter, some-

thing remains to be said about the

inertia of material substance. We
shall see that inertia is not a consti-

tuent, but only a result of the consti-

tution, of matter; whence it follows

that no mention of inertia is needed
in the essential definition of material

substance. In fact, the notion of

this substance includes nothing but

the essential act and the essential

term, that is, the principle of activity
and the principle of passivity, both

concerned with local motion only.
To have a principle of activity and a

principle of passivity is in the nature

of all created substances, and con-

stitutes their generic entity : hence
the mention of these two principles
in our definition serves to point out

the genus of material substance
;

whilst the intrinsic ordination of the

same principles to local motion serves

to point out the essential difference
which separates matter from any
other substance.

Inertia. Many confound the iner-

tia of matter with its passivity, and
consider inertia as one of the essential

constituents of matter. It is not

difficult, however, to show that inertia

and passivity are two distinct proper-
ties. Those who reduce the princi-

ples of real being to an act and a

term, without taking notice of its

essential complement,
* reduce in

fact the intrinsic properties of real

being to activity and passivity, the

one proceeding from the act, and the

other from the potential term; and
thus the inertia of matter, for which

they cannot account by any distinct

principle, is considered by them as

an attribute of matter identical with,

or at least involved in, its real pas-

sivity. The truth is that, as the act

and the potency, which constitute the

essence of a material being, are the

formal source of its actuality, so also

the activity connatural to that act,

and the passivity connatural to that

potency, are the formal source of the

inertia by which the same being is

characterized. This will be easily
understood by a glance at the nature

of inertia.

That inertia is not passivity is clear

enough; for passivity is the potenti-

ality of receiving an impression from

without, whereas inertia is the inca-

pability of receiving an impression
from within

; passivity is that on
account of which matter receives the

determination to move, whereas iner-

tia is that on account of which mat-
ter cannot change that determination,
but is obliged to obey it, by moving
with the received velocity in the given
direction. The determination to

move is received only while the agent

acts, that is, as long as the passivity-

is being actuated, and no longer;
whereas the movement itself, which
follows such a determinatioji, con-

tinues, owing to inertia, without need
of continuing the action, so that, if

all further action were to cease, the

moving matter, owing to its inertia,

would persevere in its movement for

ever.

Moreover, whence does the passi-

vity and whence does the inertia of

* See THE CATHOLIC WORLD for March, 1874, p.

831.
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matter proceed ? Matter is passive,
because its substantial term, whose

reality entirely depends on actuation,
is still actuable or potential with re-

gard to accidental acts. Passivity is

therefore nothing but the further

actuability of the substantial term ;

whilst, on the contrary, matter is inert,

because its substantial act and its

.substantial term are so related to one
another that the motive power pos-
sessed by the former can never ter-

minate its action to the latter; for

this is the only reason why a ma-

terial element cannot modify the

determinations which it receives

from without. Hence inertia is

nothing but the result of the spe-
cial relation intervening between the

principle of activity and the prin-

ciple of passivity in the constitu-

tion of material substance ; or, in

other terms, inertia is a corollary of

the essential correlation of form and

matter, and, therefore, is to be trac-

ed, not, as passivity, to the essential

term of the substance, but to its

essential complement. This shows

that, in the phrase mailer is inert, the

word " matter
"
stands for the mate-

rial substance itself, and not for tlie

matter, or potential term, which is

under the substantial form, and whose

character is passivity.

The question we have here discuss-

ed may seem of very little impor-
tance ; yet we had to give its solu-

tion, not only because the confusion

of distinct notions is a source of

difficulties and sophisms, but also

because the given solution confirms

the necessity of admitting the essen-

tial complement as the third princi-

ple of real being, and because in

spiritual substances there is passivity,

though not inertia ; which shows

how indispensable is our duty of dis-

tinguishing between the two.

From the preceding remarks we
infer also that inertia belongs to the

essence of material substance, not,

however, as a constituent principle,
but only as something implied in the

nature of its constituent principles.
As it is impossible to alter the nature

of such principles without destroying
the essence of matter, so also it is im-

possible for matter to cease to be

inert so long as its essence remains

unchanged. In a word, non-inert

matter is a metaphysical impossi-

bility.

Lastly, we may add that inertia

does not admit of degrees ;
and

therefore all material elements are

equally inert. In fact, when we say
that matter is inert, we mean, as has

been explained, that material sub-

stance is entirely and absolutely in-

capable of imparting motion to itself.

Now, absolute incapacity is perfect

incapacity, and does not admit of

degrees. Hence we may find in dif-

ferent bodies more or less of inert

matter, but not more or less of in-

ertia. This is true also of the pas-

sivity of matter : that is, we may
find in different bodies more or less

of passive matter, but not more or

less of passivity ;
for passivity, as con-

sisting in an absolute liability to acci-

dental actuation, cannot admit of de-

grees.

A few conclusions. It may be use-

ful, and may prove satisfactory to our

readers, to cast a glance over the

ground we have trodden and the re-

sults so far reached. The sum and
substance of the doctrine which

we have endeavored to establish is

contained in the following proposi-
tions :

I. Matter is not continuous, nor

divisible in infinitum, nor has it any
intrinsic quantity connected in any
manner with its essential constitu-

tion.

II. All bodies are ultimately made

up of primitive elements, physically

simple and unextended, which being
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reached, the physical division of

bodies cannot go further.

III. The primordial molecules, in-

so-called "atoms," of all substances

are so many systems of simple ele-

ments dynamically bound with one
another by mutual action.

IV. The continuous extension, or

geometric quantity, usually predicat-
ed of bodies, is the extension of the

place comprised within the extreme

limits of each body. It is, in other

terms, the extension of the volume,
not of the matter. Nevertheless,
such an extension may be called
"
material," not only because the

terms of its dimensions are material,

but also because in most bodies the

elements and the molecules are so

close that their action on our senses

produces the appearance of material

continuity.
V. The extension of bodies is real,

though their material continuity is

merely apparent ; hence only the

volumes of bodies, and not their

masses, can be properly styled ex-

tended.

VI. The true absolute mass of a

body is the number of primitive ele-

ments it contains.

VII. The primitive elements are

of two kinds, some of them always
and everywhere attractive, others al-

ways and everywhere repulsive. The

matter, however, is the same in both

kinds, and bears the same relation to

its form, whether this be of an at-

tractive or of a repulsive nature.

VIII. There are no other powers
in the primitive elements than that

of attracting and that of repelling.
IX. All primitive elements have a

sphere of activity, throughout which

they constantly act according to the

Newtonian law that is, in the in-

verse ratio of the squared distances,
even when the distance is molecular;
and no distance, however great, can
be designated where the action of an

element will not have a finite inten-

sity.

X. The active power of primitive
elements cannot be exerted in the

immediate contact of matter with

matter, distance being an essential

condition of all locomotive actions.

XI. The elementary power acts

immediately on all distant matter

throughout its sphere, independently
of any material medium of transmis-

sion or communication. Movement,
however, cannot be propagated with-

out a material medium.

XII. The term/ram which the ac-

tion of any given element is directed,

and the term in which the same ele-

ment receives the motion caused by
other elements, is one and the same,

viz., the real centre of its sphere of

activity ;
and it is called the matter.

The act from which such a centre

receives its first existence is called

the substantial form ; and it has a

spherical character, inasmuch as it

constitutes a virtual indefinite sphere.
XIII. The essence of a primitive

element of matter is by no means a

mystery. The essential definition of

such an element is
" a substance fit to

cause and to receive mere local mo-
tion."

XI V. Inertia is an essential prop-

erty of material substance, no less

than activity and passivity. Inertia

admits of no degrees.
XV. The so-called " force of in-

ertia
"

is neither the inertia itself nor

any special motive power; but it

merely expresses a certain exercise

of the elementary powers dependent
on the inertia of the matter acted

on
;

for bodies, on account of their

inertia, cannot leave their place be-

fore they have received in all their

parts a suitable velocity. Hence
while such a velocity is being com-
municated to a body, the body which

is acted on cannot yield its place
to the impinging body; and coase-
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qucntly, during die struggle of two

bodies, the one which impinges loses

a quantity of movement equal to that

which it imparts to the mass im-

pinged upon. The loss of move-
ment in the impinging body is there-

fore caused, not by the inertia of the

body impinged upon, but by its ele-

mentary powers as exercised by it

during the reception of the momen-
tum.

The foregoing conclusions, as

every attentive reader must have

noticed, have been drawn from no-

thing but known facts and received

principles; we may therefore con-

sider them as fully established. The
more so as we have taken care to

examine both sides of each question,

and have given not only such direct

proofs of each conclusion as would

suffice to convince all unprejudiced

minds, but also every objection that

we have been able to find against
our own views, and have thus found

the opportunity of confirming, by
our answers to the same, the truth

of the doctrine propounded. There

may be other objections which did

not occur to our mind
; yet it is like-

ly that their solution will need no

new considerations besides those

already developed in the preceding

pages. Should any other difficulty

occur to the reader which cannot be

answered by those considerations, we
would earnestly entreat him to pro-

pound it to us, that we may try its

strength. We are always glad to

hear a new objection against what

we hold to be true. For objections

either can or cannot be solved. If

they can, their solution will throw a

new light on the doctrine we defend ;

and if they cannot, their insolubility

will show us some weak point, or at

least some impropriety of our lan-

guage, and will thus cause us to

correct our expressions or modify
our opinions. Whatever helps us to

regard things under some new point
of view is calculated to enlarge our

conceptions, to make our language
clearer and more precise, and to

strengthen our philosophical convic-

tions. Those alone need to be afraid

of objections who draw their con-

clusions from arbitrary hypotheses,
instead of established truths.

We conclude the present article

with a short answer to a question,
which has often been raised by
timorous people, concerning what

may be styled the cardinal point of

our doctrine on matter -viz., the

simplicity of material elements. The

question is the following : if we
admit that the elements of matter

are physically simple, is there not a

serious danger of setting at naught
the essential difference between the

spiritual and the material substance,
and are we not drifting thus into

materialism ?

We reply that no such danger
needs to be apprehended. For it is

not true that physical simplicity con-

stitutes the essential difference be-

tween spirit and matter. Every
primitive being is_ physically simple ;

and yet it does not follow that all

primitive beings belong to the same

species. On the other hand, spirit

and matter, notwithstanding their

physical simplicity, evidently belong
to different species. The element of

matter is inert that is, though acting
all around itself, it cannot exercise

its activity within itself; whereas the

spiritual substance exercises its activ-

ity within as well as without itself,

and continually modifies its own in-

terior state by its vital operations.

Again, the element of matter is ubi-

cated in space, and marks a local

point, from which it directs its action

in a sphere; whereas the spiritual

substance neither marks a local

point in space nor acts in a sphere,
but determines both the direction
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and the intensity of its action as it

pleases. Moreover, the element of

matter has nothing but locomotive

power; whereas the spiritual sub-

stance possesses not only the loco-

motive, but also, and principally, the

thinking and the willing powers, by
which it vastly transcends all mate-

rial being. This suffices to show

that spirit and matter, though phy-

sically simple, have an entirely dif-

ferent metaphysical constitution -that

is, a different substantial act, a dif-

ferent substantial term, and a dif-

ferent substantial complement. Hence
the simplicity of the material element

does not set at naught the essential

difference between matter and spirit.

Those whose metaphysical notions

about material substance still hang

upon the physics of the ancients will

be loath to admit that our unextend-

ed element can be physically simple ;

for they have been taught to believe

that wherever there is matter and

form, there is physical composition.
Hut such a notion is evidently wrong;
fur where in the element are the

physical components, without which

physical composition is impossible ?

Can we say that the matter and the

substantial form are physical compo-
nents ? Certainly not

;
for the form

without the matter cannot exist, nor

can the matter exist without the form.

Both are absolutely required for the

constitution of the primitive physical

being. How, then, can they be

Conceived as physical beings, if no

physical being can be conceived be-

fore their meeting in one essence and
iu a common existence? A physi-
cal compound is a compound whose
<-umponents have a distinct and in-

dependent existence in nature; for

physical beings alone can be physical

components, and nothing which has

not a distinct and independent ex-

istence in nature can be called u

physical being, except by an abuse

of terms. The physical being is a

complete being that is, an act mate-

rially completed by its intrinsic term,
and formally completed by its indi-

vidual actuality. A.ll beings that are

incomplete, and whose existence de-

pends on other cognate beings, are

no more than metaphysical realities.

Hence the substantial form of the

element, which has no separate ex-

istence, is not a physical, but only a

metaphysical, being ;
and in the same

manner, the matter to which that

form gives the first existence is not a

physical, but only a metaphysical,

reality. Whence it follows that the

composition of matter and substantial

form is not a physical, but only a me-

taphysical, composition ; and, further,

that the primitive element is indeed

a metaphysical, but not a physical,

compound.
On this subject we shall have more

to say when explaining the peripa-

tetic theory of substantial generations,
which assumes that the substantial

form can be changed without chang-

ing the matter. It is on this assump-
tion that the physical distinction

between matter and form has been

maintained. We shall prove in the

most irrefragable manner that the

assumption is based on an equivoca-
tion about the meaning of the epithet

"substantial" as applied to natural

forms, and that no form which is

truly and strictly substantial that is,

which gives the first being to its

matter can leave its matter and be

subrogated by another substantial

form.

TO B CONTINUED.



68o Robespierre.

ROBESPIERRE.

CONCLUDED.

WE know how the son of S. Louis

passed his last hours on earth ;

let us see how the men who sentenc-

ed him against their consciences

prepared tor that solemn passage.

One, named Valaze, on hearing the

sentence, stabbed himself, and fell

dead in the court
;
he was dragged

back witli the others to prison. The

remaining twenty-one passed their

death-vigil in riotous singing and

drinking and making merry ;
in im-

provising a comedy where Robes-

pierre and the devil conversed in

hell; the dead Valaze meanwhile

lying in his blood in the same room.

Vergniaud, who so hesitated to vote
" death

"
for the king, is now bent

on escaping the block by poi-

soning himself; but he has only

poison enough for one, so he throws

away the dose, too generous to de-

sert his companions in their last

journey. They will all go together ;

so, after a night of bacchanalian

shouting and carousing, they all set

forth in the fatal tumbrel ; even

dead Valazd is flung in to have his

head cut off, that the guillotine may
not be done out of its prey. They
jolt on, singing the Marseillaise and

crying Vive la Republique. One

by one the heads fall, the chorus

grows weaker, and at last ceases to

be heard. The Girondists are gone.

Robespierre is King of the Revolu-

tion now, and reigns supreme over

its destinies. Now let him prove
what truth there is in the plea put
forth by his apologists that he was

only cruel from necessity, from the

pressure put upon him by his fellow-

demagogues. His accession to undi-

vided responsibility was, on the con-

trary, the signal for greater slaugh-

ter, and we see the number of vic-

tims swelling in proportion to the

growth of his individual power.
Look at the lists of the Monitenr.

In July, 1793, there were thirteen

persons condemned by the revolu-

tionary tribunal of Paris, and in July
of the following year the number
sent by it to the guillotine was eight
hundred and thirty-five !

J>ut this system of legal assassina-

tion was beginning to recoil on the

head of its inventor. The murder of

the Girondists was an impolitic act

that Robespierre soon repented of.

He had made a precedent in attack-

ing the representatives of the nation,

hitherto inviolate; and now that the

longing for vengeance was satisfied,

he was clear-sighted enough to per-
ceive what the cost was likely to be.

He had sacrificed his rivals, but he

had imperilled his own head. From
this day forward he seemed haunted

by the shadow of coming retribu-

tion. He had poured out the blood

of those who stood beside him, and
now he was slipping in it; his foot-

ing was no longer secure
;
the words

" assassination" " victim of the poign-
ard of revenge," etc., etc., were

continually on his lips, and there

is evidence that his life was poisoned

by the constant dread of being mur-

dered by some of the friends of his

victims. Those who had hitherto

aided and abetted his atrocities

now began to look with suspicion
and terror on him

;
even Damon
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tried to back out of the partnership,

and to talk of " the joys of private

life
"

in a way that suggested lie had

had enough of the glories of public life.

He had just married a young and

beautiful woman, whose influence

was said to have already exercised

a humanizing effect on his ferocious

nature. She had brought him inde-

pendence, too, so there was every
inducement to him to quit the sham-

bles, and leave Robespierre there

alone in his glory. He withdrew

from the Public Safety Committee,
and ceased almost altogether to at-

tend the meetings of the Conven-

tion. Robespierre understood this

significant change. He saw his ac-

complices were deserting him, and he

trembled. The Revolution, Saturn-

like, was devouring her own chil-

dren'; why should not the hunters

be devoured by their own dogs ?

Kvery one was falling away from

the tyrant. Camille Desmoulins and

Hebert, lately his devoted friends,

were gathering up a rival faction

dubbed Ultra-Revolutionists, and, aid-

ed by H chert's abominable newspaper,
Plre Duchesne, they and their follow-

ers set to work to hunt down the

popular idol. Robespierre was known
to harbor a sneaking prejudice in

favor of some sort of religion, and

once even openly declared his opinion
that some such institution was neces-

sary for governing with effect. The
Ultras used this admission as a

means of insulting him, and at the

same time weakening his prestige.

They got hold of an unfortunate,

half-witted man named Gobel, an

apostate priest, dressed him up as an

archbishop, and, surrounded by a

crowd of mock priests and prelates,

they led him, riding on an ass, to

the Convention
;

here he made a

burlesque and blasphemous abjura-

tion of his former state and belief,

and solemnly -pronounced the Credo

of atheism, and the worship of the

goddess Reason. The law-givei*.

thereupon, amidst the frantic enthusi-

asm of the crowd, decreed that " God
and all superstition were abolished,"

aud the worship of Reason substituted

in their place. A monstrous cere-

mony was at once organized to cele-

brate the new religion: an a< t

was carried to the cathedral of N<>

tre Dame, dressed or undressed as

the goddess of this adoption, enthron-

ed on the consecrated altar of the

living God, while the populace pa:-st:<l

before her in adoration. The walls

of the sacred temple re-echoed to

the hymn of liberty, the Maricillaist-.

and were profaned with horrors that

no Christian pen may retrace. Simi-

lar scenes were enacted in the other

churches. Venerable old S. Kus-

tache was turned into a fair
;
tables

were spread with sausages, pork-pud-

dings, herrings, and bottles ; children

were forced to sing songs ami give

toasts, and to drink to the half-naked

goddess; and when the little ones

the precious little ones of Jesus

got drunk, there was huge merriment

amongst the spectators.

The shrine of S. Genevieve was
torn down and desecrated. The
tombs of the kings of France at S.

Denis were broken open, ami the

ashes scattered abroad with every

species of insult The Moiiilcur thus

describes the spectacle the streets of

Paris presented during the Festival

of Reason :
" Most of the people

were drunk with the brandy they had

swallowed out of Chalices eating

mackerel on the Patens ! . . . They
stopped at the doors of dramshops,
held out Ciboriums, and the land-

lord, stoop in hand, had to fill them

thrice." Other things are recorded

of this demoniacal saturnalia which

had best be left unsaid if happily

they be yet unknown to Catholic

hearts.
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The provinces followed suit.

Lyons sacked her churches, and
drove a mitred ass through her

streets, trailing the sacred volumes

at his tail. The Loire was polluted
with drowned bodies of priests. At

Nantes ninety priests are embarked
at dead of night under hatches; in

the middle of the stream the boat is

scuttled, and goes down with her

human cargo. These are the noy-

ades. Then follow others of more
than a hundred at a time. Oh!
these priests, these men of the Gos-

pel of Christ, at any cost they must

be got rid of! The guillotine is too

slow; let us have fire and water to

the rescue ! So there are the fusil-

lades
; men, women, priests, and

nuns fall under the showers of grape-
shot as fast as they can be gathered
and ranged in line mothers with in-

fants at their breasts, children clinging
to one another five hundred at a

batch they go. The mother Revo-

lution herself is turning sick of it.

Robespierre alone shows no signs of

squeamishness ; but, whether from

sagacity or some latent moral per-

haps even religious instinct, he repu-

diated the sacrilegious excesses which

inaugurated and followed the instal-

lation of the new goddess. He saw,

too, that it was an arrow pointed at

himself. He denounced Hebert at

the Jacobin Club, ridiculed his new-

fangled divinity, and declared that if

" God did not exist, a wise law-giver

would have invented him." H6bert

winced
;
Camille Desmoulins started

the Vieux Cordelier, and began to

broach the doctrine of clemency and

the savage stupidity of useless blood-

shedding. Never since the Revolu-

tion began had such theories been

hinted at. The country was grow-

ing nauseated with wholesale butch-

eries
;
the daring words of the Vieux

Cordelier were heard with wonder

and welcomed with deep though si-

lent applause. Robespierre might
have tolerated the humane doctrines

of the newspaper, if it had abstained

from personal aggression ;
but Des-

moulins used his weapon of sarcasm

unsparingly against the tyrant, on

one occasion twitting him, half face-

tiously, with his aristocratic origin, as

proved by the discarded de formerly

prefixed to his name. Robespierre

grew pale paler than his usual sea-

green hue on reading this, and Des-

moulins' doom was sealed. He-
bert went first

; he, with nineteen of

the faction, perished in one hour on

the scaffold, in March, 1794. Ten

days later Camille and Danton fell.

It is yet a mystery why Danton was

thus quickly sacrificed; he was ap-

parently on good terms with Robes-

pierre, and had pointed no witti-

cisms at him like the editor of the

Vieux Cordelier. The tyrant himself

gives no explanation in his long-
winded speeches on the hard neces-

sity which compelled him " to sacri-

fice private friendship to the good of

the country," and so on. But what-

ever the motive may have been, the

act drew upon its perpetrator the

aversion and contempt of those who
till then had been his staunchest fol-

lowers and supporters. Every one

was terrified for his own head. Dan-

ton's fall seemed to bring the axe to

every man's door. Robespierre was

now alone, more terribly alone than

the lost traveller in the desert. His

fellows shunned him, or shuddered

when he passed. He lived in per-

petual fear of being assassinated,

though it is doubtful whether any

attempt was ever made on his life.

Several were trumped up with a

view to uplifting his tottering popu-

larity ;
but though the accused per-

sons were guillotined with great

pomp and eclat, the proofs of their

intended crime were extremely doubt-

ful. A last expedient yet remained.
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Robespierre would re-establish the

existence of God, and thus l>e a pro-

phet as well as a king. He decreed,

rdingly, a great meeting which

should atone for Hebert's Feast of

Reason and annihilate its brief tri-

umph. It was to take place in

the Tuileries gardens. Robespierre,
while working the axe so assiduously,

never bespattered himself with the

blood of his instrument. In a time

when sans-cuMtisin made dirt and

liohemian gear the fashion, he re-

mained a dandy, powdered and friz-

zled in the midst of legislators who

prided themselves on dirty hands

and begrimed linen. For this gala-

d.iy of his new religion he ordered

a fine sky-blue silk coat, white-silk

\\uistcoat embroidered with silver,

white stockings, and gold shoe-

buckles. Thus equipped, the Pro-

phet of the Mountain sallied forth to

patroni/e the Omnipotent and decree

tiie existence of a Supreme Being.
lie ascended the rostrum with a

bouquet of flowers in his hand, made
a fulsome discourse in a vein of sen-

timental deism, and then proceeded
to unveil the effigy of atheism, a

hideous caricature, made of paste-

board, besmeared with turpentine
and other inflammable stuffs, to which

he applied a lighted torch. The
llr.nie leaped up, and Atheism, amidst

shouts and cracklings, burned itself

to dust ; then from the ashes rose up
another effigy, the statue of Wisdom,
.supposed to symbolize the new reli-

gion, but sorrily smutted and be-

grimed by the subsiding smoke of

Atheism. No wonder Billaud should

c\< hum,
" Get thee gone ! Thou art

a bore, thyself and thy Kin- Su-

( ) merciful God ! may heaven and
t-arth praise thee, and all the crea-

tures therein, for them art verily a

God of love, long suffering and pa-
tient !

And now that Robespierre has

duly installed his Eire Supreme, and

decreed, moreover,
" that consoling

principle, the immortality of the

soul," and obliterated from the graves
of murdered citizens the hitherto ob-

ligatory inscription,
" Death is an

eternal sleep," what is there left for

him to do ? Nothing, apparently, but

to go on killing. The revolutionary
tribunal must be made to work with

greater speed, and so it is split into

four fractions, each with its president,

and empowered to try and coiulemu

as fast as it can. Even the Moun-
tain quaked when this proposition
was uttered at its base

;
but the law

was carried,' and henceforth the

guillotine quadruples its business.

Fouquier-Tinville sets up one of
"
improved velocity," and boasts of

being able to make room for a Latch

of one hundred and fifty at one lime.

He wants to establish one in the

Tuileries itself, but Collot protests
that this would " demoralize the

instrument." It did not matter, ap-

parently, how much the instrument

demoralized the people. These sit

at their windows watching for the

tumbrels to pass, criticising the oc-

cupants, joking and enjoying them-

selves. Women fight for seats near

the scaffold, where day after day they
sit knitting, counting off the heads, as

they fall, by the prick of a pin in a

bit of card-board. These are the
" furies of the guillotine."

But to make the new law, called

same Prairial, more fully available,

it was necessary to provide extra

work for the executioners. Fou-

quier-Tinville was equal to the oc-

casion. He got up an accusation

against the occupants of the prisons
for

"
conspiring against the Conven-

tion." Let us cast a glance into

the-e prisons, where, at this crisis,

twelve thousand human beings lie

literally ivttiiig to death. The me-
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moirs of the time agree in describing
the twelve houses of arrest (the

original prisons had long since been

increased to that number) as dens

of noisome horror never equalled in

any other clime or period. Noble

dames, maidens of tender years, were

huddled pell-mell with the worst and

.most wretched of their sex
;
nobles

and shoe-blacks, priests and ruffians,

nuns and actresses, crowded by day
and night into the condemned cells,

where every night the turnkey came
and read his list for the morrow's
" batch." Then followed scenes such

as no pen or painter's brush could

adequately describe. " Men rush

towards the grate ;
listen if their

name be in it; . . . one deep-drawn
breath when it is not. We live still

one day ! And yet some score or

scores of names were in. Quick

these; they clasp their loved ones to

their heart one last time. With brief

adieu, wet-eyed or dry-eyed, they
mount and are away. This night
to the Conciergerie ; through the

palace, misnamed of Justice, to the

guillotine to-morrow." These were

the persons whom Tinville's ready
wit accused of getting up a plot

to overthrow the Convention ! But

what did it signify whether the story

was an impossibility as well as a lie ?

The four tribunals must have work,
the guillotine must have food. In

three days the yth, gth, and loth

of July one hundred and seventy-

one prisoners were executed on the

charge of conspiring from the depth
of their squalid dungeons to over-

turn the state. So much did the

newly-discovered Eire Supreme do

towards softening the rule of Robes-

pierre.

But, oh ! are we not sick of the

ghastly tale ? It is now hurrying to

a close.

Barere, one of the fiercest of the

revolutionary gang who had so far

escaped the guillotine, gave a bache-

lor's dinner at a suburban villa on a

warm day in July, Robespierre being

among the guests. The weather was

intensely hot, and the company, un-

shackled by stiff conventionalities,

threw off their coats, and sauntered

out to sip their coffee under the trees

in easy deshabille. Carnot wanted his

pocket-handkerchief, and went in-

doors to fetch it. While looking for his

own coat he espied Robespierre's fan-

tastic sky-blue garment, and, prompt-
ed by a sudden thought, put his hand
into the pockets, wondering if any
secret might be lurking there. What
were his feelings on discovering a

list of forty names told off for the

guillotine, his own amongst the num-
ber! He carried off the paper, showed

it discreetly to his friends, and they

agreed that Robespierre must be

made away with. Two days later lie

appears at the Convention, and is

met by dark faces that scowl when
he ascends the tribune, and show no

docile acquiescence when he speaks.

Terror for their own lives lias at la*t

stirred these dull, brutalized aco

plices to raise their voice and pruu--:

against the tyrant. He is impeached

by common acclamation. He de-

fends himself in a passionate harangue,

accusing Mr. Pitt and King George
of having bribed the Convention to

arrest him, after sowing calumnies

against him in the minds of the peo-

ple. The charges against him were

numerous and heavy ;
he answered

them all with vehemence and a cer-

tain wild, disjointed eloquence, and

wound up by the following denuncia-

tion :
"
No, death is not an eternal

sleep ! The nation will not submit to

a desperate and desolating doctrine

that covers nature itself with a funereal

shroud ;
that deprives virtue of hope,

and misfortune of consolation, and

insults even death itself. No
;
we

will efface from our tombs your sacri-
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us epitaph, and replace it with the

consoling trutli,
' Death is the begin-

ing ot" immortality !'
" The speech

produced an effect on the Assembly,
but it (lid not secure a real success.

I'ii next day Saint-Just mounted

the tribune to defend Robespierre;
but he had hardly begun his discourse

when cries of " Down with the tyrant !"

forced him to give it up. Robespierre
1 at his place, utterly abandoned

by the members of the Assembly,
where twenty-four hours ago he ruled

with despotic and unrivalled sway.
Nut a voice was raised in his behalf.

H-J strove to obtain a hearing, but his

words were drowned in shouts of

Away with him ! down with him!"

He stood dumb and petrified at the

sound of those words, bowed his head,
and slowly descended the steps of the

tribune
; suddenly he looked up and

cried, "Let me die, then, at once!"

The younger Robespierre advances

and takes his brother's arm, asking
to share the same fate with him.

This generous movement excites the

( ''invention to still greater rage; it

yells and bellows, gesticulating like

so many madmen. The president

puts on his hat, and calls for order ;

a temporary lull ensues. Robespierre
!i tries to make himself heard,

but his voice is again drowned in

shouts and hisses ;
lie rushes up and

down the steps and about the hall,

clenching his fist and breathing mena-

ces that now fall powerless and are

met with taunts of triumphant hate.

At last, over-mastered by his own

emotions, he drops into a chair. The
arrest of the two brothers is voted

unanimously. The elder one en-

druvors to resist, but is seized and
carried forcibly down to the bar. In

the midst of this stormy ebullition,

one of the deputies, seeing Robes-

pierre unable to speak from the vio
:

lence of his rage and terror, cried out :

It is Danton's blood that is choking

him !" Stung by the taunt, Robes-

pierre found breath and courage to

retort,
" Danton ! Is it Danton that

you regret? Cowards! why did

you not defend him!" These spirit-

ed words were the last he ever utter-

ed in public. He and his brother

were now removed in custody to a

hall close by the Convention, and with

them Saint-Just, Couthon, and Le-

bas. It had been an arduous day's
work for the Convention, and it is not

surprising that the deputies "clam-
ored for an adjournment, that they

might repose themselves and dine";
for whether men live or die, legislators

must dine. They were thoughtful

enough to remember that the five in

custody would also like to dine, even
for the last time; so the guilty-

deputies had a good dinner provid-
ed for them, and immediately after

were transferred to separate prisons :

Robespierre to the Luxembourg, his

brother to St. Lazare, Couthon to

Port Royal (dubbed Port Libre since it

had been turned into a prison !),
Lebas

to Le Force, and Saint-Just aux Ecos-

sais. Henriot, who commanded the

troops devoted to Robespierre, was
seized in the act of attempting an at-

tack on the Convention, bound, and
locked up in one of the courts. Two
bold friends of his rallied the soldiers,

stormed the Convention, released

him, and placed him again at the

head of his men. Meantime, the

jailer of the Luxembourg had refused

to admit Robespierre, and the bailiffs

had to take him to the Mairie, where
he was. received with acclamations

of respect as the " father of the peo-

ple." Henriot and his band by
midnight had set him and the other

four deputies free, and they were in-

stalled at the Hotel de Ville, with a

large body of soldiers drawn round
the edifice to protect them. But the

Convention, on its side, had not been
idle. Barras was placed in command
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of all the troops that could be mus-

tered, and in company with twelve

energetic leaders, at the head of the

gendarmerie and the artillery, march-
ed on the H6tel de Ville, dispersed
Henriot's troops, and penetrated into

the building, where they found the

five deputies and captured them.

The younger Robespierre flung him-

self out of a window in a frantic ef-

fort to escape the more tragic death

that was now a certainty ;
he was

picked up horribly mutilated, but

with life enough yet to realize the

horrors of his position. Lebas, on

hearing thezwz'<7;-/battering on the

door of the room, blew his brains out

with a pistol. Saint-Just was seized

with a knife in his hand, which he

was going to plunge into his heart;
he ga-ve it up without a word, and
allowed himself to be bound. Cou-

thon, who was nearly blind and half-

paralyzed, being powerless to offer

the slightest resistance, was flung
into a wheelbarrow that chanced to

be in the court-yard. Robespierre

himself, the centre of this group of

suicides and murderers, attempted
to cheat the guillotine as Lebas had

done; but either his cowardly hand

trembled and betrayed his will or

was seized as he pulled the trigger,

for the bullet went through the

cheek instead of through the fore-

head. The jaw was frightfully fractur-

ed, and hung loose from the face,

held on only by the flesh. Some

spectator had the humanity to help
the unfortunate man to tie it up with

a handkerchief, and in this miserable

plight he and his companions were

conveyed at about two o'clock in the

morning to the Committee of Public

Safety. The official report of the

day gives the following graphic de-

scription of what then occurred :

"
Robespierre was brought in on a

plank ... by several artillery-men

and armed citizens. He was placed

on the table of the ante-chamber
which adjoins that where the Com-
mittee holds its sittings. A deal

box, which contained some samples
of the ammunition-bread sent to the

army du Nord, was put under his

head by way of pillow. He was for

nearly an hour in a state of insensi-

bility which made us think that he
was no more; but after an hour he

opened his eyes. Blood was running
in abundance from the wound he
had in the left lower jaw ; the jaw
was broken, and a ball had gone
through the cheek. His shirt was

bloody. He was without hat or

neckcloth. He had on a sky-blue

coat,* nankeen breeches, white

stockings hanging down at his heels.

... At six in the morning a sur-

geon who happened to be in the

court-yard of the Tuileries was
called in to dress the wound. By
way of precaution he first put a

key in Robespierre's mouth. He
found the left jaw broken. He pull-

ed out two or three teeth, bandaged
up the wound, and got a basin of

water, which he placed at his side."

All this time no word was spoken

by the wounded man
;
not even a sigh

escaped him when the teeth were

being extracted, yet the agony he

endured must have been terrific.

There he lay, a spectacle to gods and

men, in his sky-blUe coat, a tiger

caught in his own lair, barked at and

cursed and triumphed over by a band
of wolves. Who could pity him he

who had never known pity for man
or woman ? For more than twenty
hours he lay there in this mental and

bodily torture. Once he made a sign
which was understood to express

thirst. The burning fever of his wound
had parched him till he gasped for

breath : but no one was so merciful

* By a strange irony of fate the same grotesque
coat he had worn on the feast of thfi Eire Suprt'nf

exactly six weeks before !
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as to get him a glass of water. Vine-

gar and gall they gave him in abund-

ance. Many cursed him as the mur-

derer of their kith and kin, and bade

him drink his own blood, if he was

thirsty.

Alt this while the tocsin is ringing

out the glad news to Paris. Crowds
rush out on the house-tops, and wave

signals to the prisoners in the Con-

tifrgsrie that the hour of deliverance

is at hand. The prisoners cannot un-

derstand
; they think the tocsin is

the signal for a new September mas-

sacre. The word flies from cell to

cell, and all fall on their knees and

prepare for instant death.

Others, too, are making ready for

death, but not thus. The tumbrels

jolt up to the Convention, and col-

lect for the last time their " batch "
;

this time there are but twenty-three
victims. Amongst them, by an ex-

quisite touch of retributive justice, is

Simon the Cordwainer, going to die

with Robespierre ! And now they
are ready, and the tumbrels move
on. The corpse of Lebas is flung in

with Robespierre, as that of Vula/e

was with hrissot ; the other three

were so disfigured with blood and

the traces of the death-scuffle in the

town-hall that they are hardly to be

recognized. The entire city is out,

shouting itself hoarse with joy. The
roofs of the houses are alive with

human eyes, all watching for the

figure of Robespierre. When it ap-

pears, the soldiers point to it with

their swords show the tyrant, bound
and gagged, to the people. The

sight causes a frantic thrill of exulta-

tion that finds utterance in a yell of

something too unholy for joy, too

fierce for laughter. A woman breaks

through the crowd, dashes aside the

bayonets of the escort, and leaps to

the side of the tumbrel. " Ah ! thou

demon," she cries, waving her hand

above her head,
" the death of thee

is better than wine to my heart

Wretch, get thee down to hell with

the curses of all wives and mothci

Surely this is hell already begun.
The wretched man opens his <

glued together with blood; a shade

of deadlier hue passes over his livid,

sea-green face; he shudders, but ut-

ters no sound. The tumbrel reaches

the Place de la Revolution. The
furies of the guillotine rush round it.

and execute a dance of fiendish joy,

the crowd making room for them

and applauding. Now the cart

stops, and the condemned alight.

In the first are the two Robespierres,

Couthon, Henriot, and Lebas. Maxi-

rnilien Robespierre is the only one

who has strength left him to ascend

the scaffold without help. He stood

on the fatal step whither a few days

ago his nod sufficed to send the no-

blest heads in France; within a lea-

yards of the spot where only six

weeks ago he had decreed the e\>

tence of the Omnipotent, at wl,

judgment-bar he was now going to

appear. Seldom indeed does that

silent, inscrutable Judge allow us to

behold the judgments of his justice

accomplished here below, and amidst

circumstances so palpably impres-

sive, and to our human eyes so fear

fully appropriate, as was this dentli-

scene of Robespierre's. He showed
no sign of terror or remorse, but.

dumb and self-contained to the !.::->:.

yielded himself to Samson's hands.

Only when the bandage was wrench-

ed brutally from the broken jaw, let-

ting it drop from the face, he uttered

a piercing cry that rang above the

yells of the multitude. It was tin-

last sound his voice emitted in this

world. Samson did his work,

Robespierre was no more.

One long, loud shout of gladnev,
went up to heaven, and carried the

tidings to the ends of France on \\

quicker than words. It penetrated
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the iron doors of the prisons, like the

sweet beams of the golden dawn, and

bade men hope and rejoice, for the

Reign of Terror was at an end and

the gates of their dungeons unlocked.

The guillotine has been so promi-
nent a figure in the foregoing sketch,
as indeed throughout the whole span
of the Reign of Terror, that a word
on its origin may not be uninterest-

ing. It is popularly supposed to

have been invented by -Dr. Guillotin,

but this is a mistake. The first idea

of it emanated from him, and he had

the unenviable glory of giving it his

name ; but these are his only claims

to its invention. The guillotine

would seem to be almost a creature

born spontaneously of the Revolution,

a cruel offspring of the self-devouring

monster. It is strange that, until the
" Sainte Guillotine

" was enthroned as

the agent of that murder-mad reign,

no mention is ever made in the re-

ports of the time- of the exact kind

of machine used in capital punish-
ment. We read ofpersons being "con-

demned " and "
executed," but there

is no more definite account of the

manner of execution. The lauterne

was the mode of capital punishment

up to the Reign of Terror, and the

n;ob could always do summary jus-

tice on its victims by making a gal-

lows of the nearest lamp-post; but

when speed became theprimary object,
this was found too tedious, besides be-

ing troublesome. Towards the close

of the year 1789 Dr. Guillotin was

elected to the States- General. He
was such a mediocre, insignificant

person in every way that his appear-
ance in the Assembly caused general

surprise and laughter. In the Por-

traits of Celebrated Persons, a contem-

poraneous work, we find him thus

treated :

"
By what accident has a man

without either ability or reputation

obtained for himselfa frightful immor-

tality ? He fathered a work written

by a lawyer Hardouin who had

too much character to produce it in

his own name
;
and his work having

been censured by the parliament,

Guillotin, who assumed the responsi-

bility of it, became the man of the

day, and owed to it that gleam of

reputation which ensured his election

to the States-General. He was, in

truth, a nobody who made himself a

busy-body, and by meddling with every-

thing was at once mischjevous and ridi-

culous." This meddling personage
made himself extremely ridiculous on

the one occasion to which maybe trac-

ed his ill-starred celebrity. He propos-
ed in the Assembly that some machine,
more humane and expeditious than

the process of hanging, should be

invented for capital punishment, and,

after describing the idea that was

in his mind, he proceeded to illustrate

it by a pantomime with his fingers,

straightening out the left index, and

bringing down that of the right hand
over the thumb with a snap.

"
There,

now, I put your head here; this

falls, and it is cut off; you feel no-

thing; it is the affair of a moment!"
Roars of laughter followed this lucid

and cheerful explanation, and the

next day the ballad-mongers diverted

Paris with a song, the burden of

which was " a machine that will kill

us right off, and be christened la

guillotine!" The doctor said no

more about his idea, but, jocosely

presented as it was, it nevertheless

made an impression on the Assembly,
who adopted it three years later.

Meantime, they were beset by com-

plaints from the Tiers Etat, who
could not reconcile it to their dignity

that the bourgeoisie should be hanged
while the noblesse were beheaded.

Let it be hanging all round, they said,

and they would be satisfied
;
but why-

should nobles have their head cut

off, while plebeians
"
swung at the
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lantern ?" Tlie grievance met with

cold sympathy, however, until the

times were ripe for reform, and it

became urgent to find some more

expeditious means of despatching
both nobles and plebeians into the

oilier world. ])r. Guillotin's pro-
1 was reconsidered ;

an officer

of the Criminal Court, named La-

quiante, designed an instrument,

which was approved of by the au-

thorities and confided for execution

to a piano-maker a native of Stras-

bourg, we believe named Schmidt.

There was a good deal of haggling
over the cost. Schmidt, in the first

instance, wanted nine hundred and

sixty francs, which was found exor-

bitant and refused. In consideration,

however, of his having suggested
some improvements in the original

design, they consented to let him

take out a patent, and to give him an

order for eighty-three machines, one

for every department in France, at

live hundred francs each, and to be

made as quickly as possible. They
were three months quarrelling over

the bargain, and all this time an un-

fortunate criminal, of the name of

I'elletier, was lying in prison, waiting
to be executed

;
wlijen at last the

price was settled and the first ma-

chine ready, he had the miserable

distinction of inaugurating it on the

251)1 of April, 1792. The prejudice
h.id been \ery strong against the

new mode of decapitation, th'e clergy

especially arguing that " the sight of

blood would prove highly demoral-

i/.ing to the people." Samson, the

executioner, was one of the staunch-

es t opposers of the innovation on
the same grounds, and also because

of the shock the spectacle would

give to many spectators. His letter

to the Assembly embodying his opin-
ions and experience on the subject
is a curious bit of literature, highly
creditable to the hangman, as indeed

all that has come down to us con-

cerning him seems to be. The hu-

mane desire to abridge the sufferings
of .the criminal overcame, however,

every objection, and hanging was

formally abolished and replaced by
decapitation. The new instrument!

most unjustly, as we see was called

the guillotine, in spite of a semi-official

mention of it as Louison, and some
efforts to make that name adhere.

The worthy doctor was doomed to

notoriety on account of his having
first mooted the affair and made
I'.uis laugh over it. Nothing se-

cures immortality with the Parisians

like a joke.

Apropos of the guillotine, we may
mention that the Samsons were a

respectable family of Abbeville, and
held the office of " Executioner of

the High Acts of Justice," by de-

scent, from the year 1722. Charles

Henri Samson, who beheaded Louis

XVI., came into office in 1778, and

retired on a pension in 1795. He
was succeeded by his son in his

formidable functions, the latter hav-

ing resigned the grade of captain in

the artillery to undertake them.

VOL. xx. 44
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ROBERT CAVELIER DE LA SALLE.

THE pious hymns of the good and

noble Marquette and his companions
had not ceased to reverberate over

the watersof the Great River, awaken-

ing the echoes of its banks and over-

hanging forests, when a bold and de-

voted spirit, fired by the fame of

previous explorations, was meditating

on the shores of Lake Ontario the

prosecution of the grand work begun

by the illustrious missionary. The

world was startled with the news

that the waters over whose bosom

the missionaries and traders of Can-

ada drove their canoes at the north,

after meandering through the vast

plains and forests of the continent,

poured themselves into the Gulf of

Mexico. This great physical problem
was settled by Father Marquette and

the Sieur Joliet, who, after having

explored the course of the Mississippi

for eleven hundred miles, returned

to electrify the world by the reports

of their brilliant success. But as yet

comparatively little was known of

this gigantic stream. The imagina-

tion of the most sanguine and the

hearts of the boldest were appalled

at the task; but it was a destined

step in the onward march of religion

and civilization. A Catholic mission-

ary had gloriously led the way ;
a

Catholic nobleman no less glorious-

ly advanced to complete the work.

This was Robert Cavelier de La

Salle.

He was born at Rouen, in Nor-

mandy, of a good family, but the

date of his birth has not been trans-

mitted to us. He spent ten or twelve

years of his early life in one of the

Jesuit seminaries of France, where

he received a good education, and

he was well acquainted with mathe-

matics and the natural sciences.

His renunciation of his patrimony
and his long sojourn among the

Fathers of the Society of Jesus jus-

tify the belief that he was intended

for the priesthood. Providence, how-

ever, destined him for a somewhat

different sphere of labor and useful-

ness, but one in close co-operation
with the great work of the church

among mankind. He carried with

him from the seminary of the Jesuits

the highest testimonials of his supe-

riors for purity of character, unblem-

ished life, and exhaustless energy.

By his own high qualities and noble

achievements he has won a diploma
for himself, inscribed on the brightest

pages of our history, and more hon-

orable than man can confer.

Emerging from the seminary full

of youth, intelligence, and daring

spirit, he joined one of the numerous

bands of emigrants from France who
came to seek adventures and fortunes

in the New World. He came to

Canada about the year 1667, and

embarked with great energy in the

fur trade, then the prevailing means

of obtaining an exchange of Euro-

pean wealth and merchandise. His

enterprising spirit soon carried him

to the frontiers, and in his frail ca-

noe he traversed the vast rivers and

broad lakes of the continent, mingling
with the aborigines, and acquiring in-

formation and experience of their

modes of life, character, and lan-

guages. He explored Lake Ontario,

and ascended Lake F.rie. The ac-

tivity of his mind and the restlessness
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of his genius could not be satisfied

even with the vast and adventurous

field of trade presented to him
;

for

he shared largely in the prevailing

ambition of discovering a northwest

passage across the continent to China

and Japan, an evidence of which he

left behind him in the name of La-

chine, which he bestowed upon one

of his trading posts on the island of

Montreal. He saw in that extended

chain of lakes the link that united

America with Asia, and indulged in

the fond and proud dream that, as

the discoverer of the long-sought

passage, his name would be inscribed

beside that of Columbus on the scroll

of immortality.

Seeing the advantages of the posi-

tion selected by the Comte de Fron-

tenac, the Governor of Canada, in

fortifying the outlet of Lake Ontario,
La Salle erected one of his trading

posts under the protection of Fort

Fontenac. He acquired the favor

and friendship of the governor, and
soon rejoiced in the esteem and con-

fidence of the public. Up to this

time his efforts were apparently

chiefly expended in bold and ener-

getic efforts to build up his fortunes.

But his resources were inferior to the

grand enterprises which he contem-

plated. He accordingly repaired to

France in 1675, where, aided by the

influence of Frontenac and the re-

commendations of the minister Col-

bert, he obtained from his sovereign,
Louis XIV.. letters-patent, granting
him Fort Frontenac and the seigniory
of a large tract of land about the

same, upon condition that he would
rebuild the fort of stone, garrison it

at his own expense, and clear up
certain lands. '\ his grant secured

to him a large domain and the ex-

clusive traffic with the Five Nations.

The king also raised him and his

family to the rank of nobility as a

reward for his services and noble

actions. His patent of nobility bears

date the 131!! of May, 1675.

Returning to America, the Cava-
lier de La Salle took possession of

his seigniory, and soon proved how-

well he merited the confidence anil

favors he enjoyed. He fulfilled all

his stipulations with the king. In

two years Fort Frontenac reared its

massive walls and bastions of stone

which cast their shadows on the

waters of Ontario. A number of

French families clustered around the

fort; the Recollect missionaries in-

duced their Indian neophytes and
catechumens to pitch their tents and
offer up their newly-learned devo-

tions under its shadow
; the rugged

wilds were supplanted by cultivated

fields, gardens, and pastures, and the

new lord of Cataraqui was at once

the pioneer of civilization and the

friend of religion. Such was the

origin of the present city of Kings-
ton.

At the same time La Salle prosecut-
ed his commercial enterprises with

renewed vigor, and these, in return,

seemed at first to promise to repay
his perseverance and energy. Now
for the first time the rapids of the

St. Lawrence were stemmed, and
the waters of Ontario ploughed by
the keels of three small barks with

decks erected on them. Had all de-

pended on energy and zeal, success

and prosperity would have followed,

and the young nobleman would have

achieved a fortune, fame, and power
that would not have been long in

winning for him a position among
the proudest and most powerful no-

bility of France. But his fame was
destined rather to be associated with

the foundation of a great republic
than with the more limited work of

founding a noble family, to whom
to transmit a princely fortune, and
with building up the power of a

brilliant despotism. His enterprises
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failed, wealth eluded his grasp, and

he found himself oppressed with vast

debts, incurred in the great undertak-

ings in which he had embarked.

Turning from this field of disaster,

his vigorous mind again became fill-

ed with visions of the northwest

passage and with his darling projects

of discovery. He studied the ac-

counts of the Spanish and other ad-

venturers and discoverers on the

continent. Joliet, in 1674, passing

down from the upper lakes, had visit-

ed Fort Frontenac, of which La Salle

was then commander under Gov.

Frontenac, and thus La Salle was

one of the first to learn of the bril-

liant achievements and discoveries of

the illustrious Marquette and Joliet,

and was probably one of the first to

see the maps and journal which the

latter lost between the fort and the

next French post. These did not

seem, at the time, to have deeply im-

pressed the mind of La Salle, who
was then engaged in other plans ;

for

it was after this that he embarked in

the project of founding the seigniory

of Cataraqui on the shores of Ontario,

and in the vast trading operations

above referred to. On the failure of

these he began to plan new adven-

tures and discoveries. His study of

the reports of Spanish and French

explorers led him before all others to

identify the great river of Marquette
and Joliet with that of De Soto.

Blending the taste for commerce with

the thirst for fame, he saw in the

vast herds of bison, described as

roaming over the prairies that extend-

ed from the banks of the Missouri

and Illinois rivers, the means of

shipping cargoes of buffalo-skins and

wool to France from the banks of

those rivers via the Mississippi and

the Gulf of Mexico. Nor did he yet

relinquish his trading projects at the

north; for these he expected to con-

nect with his contemplated trading

posts on the Mississippi, Fort Fron-

tenac still remaining his principal

post. Nor did he yet abandon the

hope of discovering from the head-

waters of the Mississippi a passage to

the China Sea.

Filled with these grand and noble

views, he returned to France in 1677,
and still enjoying the recommenda-
tion of Frontenac and the favor of

the great Colbert and of his son and

successor in the ministry, the Mar-

quis de Seignelay, he succeeded in

obtaining from the king, on the iztli

of May, 1678, new letters-patent, con-

firming his rights to the fort and the

seigniory of Cataraqui, and authoriz-

ing him to advance as far westwardO
as he desired, to build forts wherever

he might choose, and prosecute his

commercial enterprises as before,

with the single exception that he

should not trade with the Hurons

and other Indians who brought their

furs to Montreal, in order that there

might be no interference with other

traders. At the recommendation of

his friend, the Prince de Conti, La
Salle took into his service as his

lieutenant the veteran Chevalier de

Tonty, an Italian by birth, who prov-
ed a great acquisition to the work,

and was the ever-faithful friend and

companion of the great captain.

In two months La Salle completed
his work in France, and in the autumn

of 1678, sailed from Rochelle, ac-

companied by Tonty, the Sieur de la

Motte, a pilot, mariners, ship-carpen-

ters, and other workmen. He was

well provided with anchors, sails,

cordage, and everything necessary

for rigging vessels, with stores of

merchandise for trading with the

Indians, and whatever might be

useful for his projected expedition.

Arriving at Quebec in September, he

immediately pushed forward to Fort

Frontenac but not without having
to surmount great difficulties and la-
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bors in getting his heavy canoes and

freight over the perilous rapids of the

St. Lawrence where he arrived ex-

hausted and emaciated by his fatigues,

but full of courage and hope.
As the winter approached La Salle

pressed forward the preparations for

his grand enterprise, which he re-

solved to enter upon in the spring.
On the i8th of November, 1678, he

despatched the hardy and faithful

Tonty, accompanied by Father Louis

Hennepin, to the Niagara River in

one of his brigantines of ten tons,
with workmen, provisions, imple-

ments, and materials, to undertake

the construction and equipment of a

vessel to bear his party over the

upper lakes a work which was to

be accomplished with a handful of

men, in the midst of winter, at a

distance of hundreds of miles from

any civilized settlement, and sur-

rounded by savage tribes, whose

enmity had been enkindled by the

malice of La Salle's enemies, who,
actuated by the rivalry of trade, had
induced the Indians to believe that

he intended to monopolize their

trade upon terms dictated by him-

self at the cannon's mouth. Tonty
set to work with a cheerful heart.

He encountered perils and hardships,
which overcame the endurance of La
Motte, who abandoned the enterprise,
ar.d retired to Quebec to seek ease

and rest from such labors. Tonty
persevered until the 2oth of January,
when La Salle by his presence inspir-

ed him and his companions with new
ardor and courage. About this time

the brigantine was cast away on the

southern shore of Lake Ontario, in

consequence of dissensions among
the pilots ;

and several bark canoes,
with their valuable freight of goods
and provisions, were wrecked and
lost. His difficulties with the Senecas

also compelled La Salle to relinquish
the fort which he had begun to build

at the falls of Niagara as a protec-
tion to his ship-builders, and to con-
tent himself with a mere shed or store-

house. A spirit less brave and firm

than La Salle's would have quailed
under the misfortunes which, through
the inclemency of the season and
the malice of men, surrounded his

steps. But these only nerved him to

greater exertion. In six days after

his arrival the keel of his vessel was

laid, the cavalier driving the first

bolt with his own hand. " When he
saw the snow began to melt," he
sent out fifteen men in advance of
his exploring expedition, with instruc-

tions to pass over the lakes to Mack-
inac, provide provisions for the ex-

pedition, and await the arrival of

the main party.

Leaving Tonty now to conduct
the building of the vessel, La Salle

made a journey of over three hundred
miles of frozen country to Fort Fron-

tenac, to arrange his financial busi-

ness before setting out in the spring.
His only food was a bag of corn

;

his baggage was drawn over the

snow and ice by two men and a dog.
At the fort he had to exert all his

ability and energy to counteract the

malicious efforts and practices of his

enemies for his ruin. His creditors

at Quebec became alarmed by tile-

reports and calumnies of his foes.

His effects at that town were seized

and sacrificed, while the property
which he was compelled to leave at

Fort Frontenac was in value double
all his debts. But the delay of his

expedition would be to him a greater
evil than the loss of property, so that

he could not stop to remedy or resist

these proceedings. In the midst of

such harassing cares he bore in

mind the necessity of providing for

the religious wants of his companions
and of the benighted heathen nations

which he intended to visit. He
secured the services of three Recol-
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lect missionaries, Fathers Gabriel de

la Ribourde, Louis Hennepin, and

Zenobe Membre. He had already,

while commanding at Fort Frontenac,
built for these good missionaries a

house and chapel ;
he now bestowed

upon their order eighteen acres of

land near the fort, and one hundred

acres of forest-land.

Tonty having faithfully complet-
ed his task, the ship was launched,

receiving the name of Griffin, as a

compliment to the Comte de Fron-

tenac, whose armorial bearings were

adorned with two griffins. Tonty
was next sent in search of the fifteen

men who had previously set out.

The Griffin, with La Salle, the

missionaries, and the remainder of

the party on board, sailed on the

7th of August, 1679, on the bosom
of Lake Erie. The artillery saluted

the vessel, as she dashed through the

waves, and the missionary and crew

chanted a grateful Te Deum in ho-

nor of Him who had speeded their

work. The Senecas gazed with

wonder at a bark of sixty tons rid-

ing the lake with greater ease and

grace than their own canoes. Reach-

ing in safety the straits connecting
Lakes Erie and Huron, he consid-

ered the expediency of planting a

colony on the majestic Detroit, as he

glided between its islands ; and on

the 1 2th, S. Clare's Day, as he tra-

versed its shallow waters, he bestow-

ed upon the little river the name of

that saint. While the ship was pass-

ing over Lake Huron, she was over-

taken by a terrible storm, which

caused even the bold captain to fear

for the safety of all on board. Unit-

ing with the missionaries in petitions

for the intercession of S. Anthony of

Padua, he made a promise to dedi-

cate the first chapel built in the

countries he was going to discover

in honor of that patron saint, in case

he should escape. The province

from which the missionaries of the

expedition had come was that of S.

Anthony of Padua, in Artois; hence
the selection of this saint as their

protector on this occasion, as well as

for the reason that he is frequently
invoked as the patron of mariners.

The storm abated, and on the 271)1

of August, the Griffin, aided by
friendly winds, entered a safe harbor
in the island of Mackinac.

Here again the "
great wooden

canoe " was an object of admiration

and dread to the natives, heightened

by the roar of the cannon on board.

La Salle, clad in a cloak of scarlet

and gold, visited the nearest village,

and the pious priests offered up the

Holy Sacrifice for the benefit of

those benighted savages. The op-

posite bank had been the scene of

the missionary labors of the illustri-

ous Marquette. The captain visited

this spot, endeavoring there and in

the neighboring country to propitiate
the friendship of the natives as he

advanced. His enemies had here

too been at work, poisoning the

minds of the Indians against him far

and near, and tampering with the

advanced corps of fifteen men whom
he had sent out, and who, under

such influences, became faithless lo

their leader : some of them deserted,

and others squandered the provi-
sions which he had entrusted to

them. Again setting sail, the Griffin

bore them to Green Bay, where La
Salle had the satisfaction of meeting
some of his advanced party who had

continued faithful to him and their

duty, and who now returned with a

goodly quantity of furs, the result of

successful traffic with the Indians.

After two weeks he loaded the Grif-

fin with the rich furs brought in by
his men, and sent her with the pilot

and five mariners back to the Niaga-

ra, amidst the murmurs of his men,
who dreaded the work of proceed-
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ing in light canoes. It has been re-

marked * that had he adopted the

Ohio as his conduit to the Missis-

sippi, one vessel would have answer-

ed his purpose, and much suffering

and delay been saved, for this river

had been known to the missionaries;

by his present plan, he had to build

two vessels, one above the falls of

Niagara, and one on the Illinois

River. He now set out to descend

Lake Michigan in four bark canoes,

September the igtli, the party con-

sisting of La Salle, the fathers,

and seventeen men ; and they con-

tinued their perilous voyage along
the west side of the lake. They
were overtaken before nightfall by a

violent storm, and for several days

they struggled through wind, rain,

sleet, and waves, until they landed

with great clanger near the river

Milwaukee. Seeing their perilous

situation, La Salle leaped into the

water, and with his own hands help-
ed to drag his canoe ashore. Those
in the other boats followed his ex-

ample, and soon the landing was ef-

fected and the canoes secured.

La Salle was accompanied in his

expedition by a faithful Indian, who

proved a useful member of the party :

for his unerring gun frequently re-

lieved the hunger of the travellers

with game from the surrounding
forests. They also procured corn

from the natives, always paying its

full value; and even when they had

to take it from villages temporarily

abandoned, where there was no one

to receive payment, its value in

goods was left in its place. At this

bleak landing near the Milwaukee
the Indians, moved with sympathy
for their exhausted and weather-beat-

en condition, brought deer and corn

for their relief, smoked with them the

calumet of friendship, and entertained

* Shea.

them with war dances and songs.
Cheered on their way by the kindly
offices and generous sympathy of

the natives, in which they felt that

u Kindness by secret sympathy i. ti' <1,

For noble souls in nature are allied,"

they pushed on with renewed

courage to encounter again the perils

of the elements. The voyage from

this point to the end of the lake was
one continued series of hardships and

dangers. They found it frequently a

relief from the fury of the waves to

drag their canoes over the rugged
rocks; and as they pulled them ashore

the heaving surf dashed the spray
over their heads. They encountered

a wandering party of Outagamies, or

Fox Indians, near a green and re-

freshing spot, where they stopped to

rest and refresh themselves, and it

was only the address, deliberation,

and iron courage of La Salle that

prevented a bloody conflict with

these treacherous savages. On the

first of November the entire party
came safely into the mouth of the

Miami River, now S. Joseph's, pre-

viously appointed as the rendezvous,
at which the several companies were

to meet.

Here La Salle was sorely disap-

pointed at not finding the Chevalier

Tonty. Suffering from want of food

and the increasing severity of the

winter, the men began to murmur
;

but La Salle's bold spirit of command

kept them in subjection, especially

when they saw him sharing every

hardship, privation, and danger with

them. He kept them busy in build-

ing a fort for their protection from the

savages, and in exploring the country
and neighboring rivers. The mis-

sionaries caused a bark chapel to be

erected, in which the divine service

was attended by both Europeans and

Indians. But La Salle's apprehen-
sions for the fate of the Griffin began
to increase. At length Tonty arrived,
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and, while he relieved his captain and
men with provisions and reinforce-

ments, he confirmed their alarm for

the vessel. The Griffin had not

reached Mackinac, no tidings could

be obtained from the Indians of her

safety or fate, and it became, alas ! too

certain that she, the first to ride tri-

umphantly, with herproud sails spread
and her streamers unfurled, across

these great lakes, had been the first

to fall a victim, with her hardy crew,
to the avenging waves of Lake Michi-

gan.
The cavalier now prepared to go

down the Kankakee River to the Il-

linois. The distance to the portage
was seventy miles, and ranch time

and labor were spent in endeavoring
to find the proper portage. La Salle

started out himself to explore the

country, and to discover, if possible,
the eastern branch of the Illinois.

Detained till evening in making the

circuit of a large marsh, his gun, fired

as a signal, was not answered, and he

resolved to spend the night alone in

that fearful wilderness. He fortu-

nately descried a fire, and on approach-

ing saw near by a bed of leaves, from

which some nomadic son of the for-

est, startled at the report of the gun,
had just fled. La Salle scattered

leaves and branches around, in order

that he might not be surprised in the

night, and then took possession of

the Indian's rustic bed, in which he

slept peacefully till morning. To the

great joy of his friends, he returned

in the following afternoon, with two

opossums hanging from his belt. At

length the Indian hunter of the ex-

pedition found the portage. Leaving
four men in the fort, the expedition
set out on the 3d of December; the

canoes and all the baggage were car-

ried over five or six miles to the

head-waters of the Kankakee, and

about the 5th of December the com-

pany, consisting of thirty-three per-

sons, commenced their passage down
the dreary and marshy stream, render-

ed yet more gloomy by the rigors of

mid-winter. At length, after endur-

ing hunger and cold, they came to a

more genial and smiling country, and
soon their canoes glided into the river

Illinois. On the banks of the river

they discovered and visited the lar-

gest of the Illinois villages, composed
of four or five hundred cabins, in

each of which resided five or six fami-

lies, not far below the present town
of Ottawa, in La Salle County, Illi-

nois. But the place was deserted
;

the inhabitants had all gone to the

hunting-grounds for wild cattle and

beaver, leaving their corn stored away
in their granaries. Yielding to the

necessities of his condition, and trust-

ing to fortune for an opportunity to

make ample compensation, La Salle

appropriated fifty bushels of corn from

the immense quantities stored away
in the capacious granaries of the vil-

lage. Re-embarking on the 27th of

December, the party proceeded down
the current. On the ist of January,
1680, the feast of the Circumcision of

Our Lord was solemnly and appro-

priately celebrated, the salutations of

the New Year were exchanged, and
we may well imagine with what hearty
and earnest good-wishes those brave

voyagers blessed each other. On the

same day, after passing through Lake

Pimitecny, now Lake Peoria, our voy-
agers came suddenly upon an Indian

encampment on both sides of the

river. Having heard that the Illinois

were hostile, La Salle arranged his

flotilla for the emergency ; the men
were armed, and the canoes were

placed in battle array across the en-

tire river, La Salle and Tonty occu-

pying the two canoes nearest the

shore. Observing that the Indians

were somewhat alarmed and dispos-
ed to parley, La Salle boldly landed
in the midst of the innumerable bands
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of dusky warriors, prepared for either

war or peace,' and by his skill and

invincible courage soon succeeded in

making them his ti lends. Alter smok-

ing with them the calumet of peace,

he explained the circumstance of his

having taken their corn, and then paid

them liberally for
it,

to their great

satisfaction. He also told them that

he came amongst them in order to

give them a knowledge of the one

true God, and to better their condi-

tion. An alliance of friendship was

entered into, and all retired apparent-

ly to rest.

But during the night emissaries

from La Salle's enemies arrived. A
grand council was held, as that is the

favorite time with the Indians for

transacting their most important bus-

iness. The poison was infused into the

minds of La Salle's recent a.llies; and

on the following morning his keen

eye soon saw that the intrigues of his

enemies had not failed to follow him
to that distant region, and it was only
his brave, frank, and determined bear-

ing that enabled him to surmount

the countless obstacles that were thus

thrown in his way. The effect of

this intrigue, however, was not whol-

ly lost on his own men. Six of them
deserted him at this trying juncture.

Severe as was this loss, his proud spi-

rit bore up manfully under it
; but the

loss of his vessel was a severer trial to

him, but one that failed to dampen
the ardor of his enthusiasm or the

determination of his will. He select-

ed a spot for a fort half a league from

the Indian carnp and near the pre-
sent city of Peoria ;

and while he

bestowed upon his fort the name of

I'revecosur Broken Heart under

the sad influer.ceof theloss of the Grif-

fin and the machinations of his ene-

mies, the vigor with which he raised

its walls and arranged its armament is

ample proof that he still possessed a

heart full of courage and hope.

In the middle of January the entire

company took up their residence

within the fort. Father Membre re-

mained with the Indians, was adopt-
ed into the family of a noted chief,

ami devoted himself to the task of

winning the Illinois to the Christian

faith. Father de La Ribourde exer-

cised his ministry at the fort, where

he erected a chapel ;
and Father Hen-

nepin is said to have " rambled as his

fancies moved him."

La Salle engaged a portion of his

men in building a brigantine forty-

two feet long and twelve feet broad,
in which to descend the. Mississippi.

On the 29th of February, 1680, he

sent an expedition under the direction

of Father Hennepin, accompanied by
Picard Du Gay and Michel Ako, to

explore for the first time the Missis-

sippi above the mouth of the Wiscon-

sin, the point from which Father

Marquette's voyage down the great
river commenced. In six weeks the

hull of the brigantine was nearly ready
to receive the masts and rigging, but

the necessary materials were want-

ing to complete the equipment. An
abundance of such materials had been

placed on board the Gtiffln, but these

had been buried beneath the waters

of the lake with the ill-fated vessel.

Gloomy indeed was the prospect be-

fore our brave cavalier ; but bold

resolves are rapidly conceived and

speedily executed by daring spirits.

He placed Tonty in command of the

fort, and, in order to procure what

was necessary for the new vessel, he

determined to return on foot to Fort

Frontenac, distant at least twelve

hundred miles. His journey lay

along the southern shores of Lakes

Erie and Ontario, through vast for-

ests; innumerable rivers intervened,

which he had to ford or cross on rafts,

and this, too, at a season of the year
when the drifting snow and floating

ice threw extraordinary dangers and
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fatigues in the path of the traveller.

For food he must rely entirely upon
the hazards of the chase. The his-

tory of our race contains the record

of few such undertakings as this; yet

the spirit of La Salle faltered not.

On the 2d of March the bold cava-

lier shouldered his musket and knap-

sack, and, with three Frenchmen and

his Indian hunter, started upon his

perilous journey :

" My heart is firm ;

There's naught within the compass of humanity
But I would dare and do."

After La Salle's departure the

brave and faithful Tonty began to

experience in turn the frowns of

fortune. While superintending the

erection of a new fort at a spot se-

lected by La Salle, Tonty received

the news of an insurrection at Fort

Crevecceur. This, too, was insti-

gated by La Salle's enemies. De-

serted by more than half his party,

Tonty took up his quarters at the

great Indian village, where he was

treated with hospitality. After a

residence there of six months a war-

party of Iroquois and Miamis ap-

proached the village, and for a long
time Tonty and Father Membre, at

great peril and with much ill treat-

ment at the hands of the invading

savages, endeavored to negotiate a

peace. Failing in every effort, and

finding that dangers and perils were

gathering thick and fast around him,

Tonty resolved to make his escape
with his remaining five companions,
which he succeeded in accomplish-

ing, in an old and leaky canoe, on

the 1 8th of September. On the

following day, about twenty-five

miles from the village, they drew

the canoe to the shore for repairs.

While thus engaged they had the

misfortune of losing for ever the

great and good Father Gabriel de

La Ribourde, who, with a mind fond

of the beautiful in nature, as well as

with a soul that loved all men, had

wandered too far up the banks of

the river, drawn on by the pictur-

esque scenery that lay before him,
was met by three young Kickapoo
warriors, and fell a victim to the un-

sparing tomahawk. After passing,

with heavy hearts, over ice and

snow, rambling for some time almost

at random in the woods, and endur-

ing hunger and delays, they fortu-

nately reached a village of the Pot-

awatamies, where they were re-

ceived with hospitality. Tonty was

detained at the village by a severe

and dangerous illness. Father Mem-
bre advanced to the missionary sta-

tion at Green Bay ;
here they all met

in the spring, and then proceeded to

Mackinac to await the return of La
Salle.

In the meantime La Salle, after

stopping twenty-four hours at the

Indian village which he had pre-

viously visited, and finding that the

two men whom he had despatched
from the Miami River to Mackinac
had obtained no tidings of the Grif-

fin, now abandoned every lingering

hope for her safety. He pressed
forward on his great journey, only to

hear of new disasters and losses at

Fort Frontenac. The fact that he

accomplished such a journey under

such circumstances is sufficient to il-

lustrate the endurance and unbend-

ing resolution of this great explorer.
Of this chapter in the history of La
Salle Bancroft thus writes :

" Yet here the immense power of his

will appeared. Dependent on himself,
fifteen hundred miles from the nearest

French settlement, impoverished, pur-
sued by enemies at Quebec, and in the

wilderness surrounded by uncertain na-

tions, lie inspired his men with resolu-

tion to saw trees into plank and prepare
a bark

;
he despatched Louis Hennepin

to explore the Upper Mississippi; he

questioned the Illinois and their south
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ern captives on the course of the Mis^i-.-

i ; he formed cnnjerti ning

llu- Tennessee Uiver
;
ami thru, as new

lecruits wen- nrnled, anil sails and cord-

age for the bark, in the month of March,

with a musket ami a pouch of powder
and shot, with a blanket for his protec-

tion, and skins of which lo in.ike mocca-

sins, he, with three companions, set off on

01 Fort Frontenac, to trudge through
thickets anil forests, to wade through
marshes and melting snows, having for

his pathway the ridge of highlands which

divide the basin of the Ohio from that of

the lakes without drink, except water

from the brooks ; without food, except

supplies from his gun. Of his thoughts
on that long journey no record exists.'

1

He arrived safely at Fort Fronte-

nac, but his affairs had all gone

wrong in his absence. In the de-

struction of his vessel and cargo he

had sustained a loss of a large por-

tion of his means; besides this, his

agents had plundered him in the

fur trade on Lake Ontario ;
a vessel

freighted with merchandise for him

had been lost in the Bay of St. Law-

rence ;
his heavily-laden canoes had

been dashed to pieces by the rapids

above Montreal ;
some of his men,

corrupted by his enemies, had de-

serted, carrying his property among
the Dutch in New York, and his

creditors, availing themselves of a

report, gotten up by his enemies,
that he and his companions had been

lost, had seized on his remaining ef-

fects, and sacrificed them in the

market. But one friend remained to

him in all Canada the Comte de

Frontenac. The undaunted La Salle

still pushed forward his work
;
hav-

ing arranged his affairs as well as he

could, he secured the services of La
Forest as an officer, and engaged
more men. On the 23d of July,

1680, he set out on his return.

Detained more than a month on

Lake Ontario by head-winds, he

reached Mackinac in the middle of

September, and the Miami towards

the end of November. Proceeding
to the spot where he had left Tonty,
he found his forts abandoned, the

Illinois village abandoned, and could

hear nothing of the companions
whom he had left behind him. He
now heard of the Iroquois war, and

spent some time and effort in en-

deavoring to effect an alliance of all

the neighboring tribes against the

Illinois. Finding it impossible to

accomplish his purpose for want of a

larger force, he returned to the Mi-

ami River late in May, 1681, and

about the middle of June he had the

happiness of saluting Tonty and his

companions in the harbor of Macki-

nac. The two cavaliers sat down to-

gether, and related to each other

their respective misfortunes and

hardships. Thus another year's de-

lay was occasioned ;
but in the

meantime the trade with the Indians

was prosecuted with vigor. Some
idea may be formed of the material

of which these two men were made
when it is related that even now,
when all their plans had failed and

all seemed lost to them, the ardor

with which they first commenced
this wonderful task remained un-

broken and undiminished. In order

to renew their preparations for the

exploration of the Mississippi, they
all set out in a few days for Fort

Frontenac, from which La Salle had

already twice departed with the bold

and lofty purpose of exploring and

laying open to the world the interior

geography of the continent. An eye-

witness to these interesting confer-

ences between La Salle and Tonty
relates that the former maintained
" his ordinary coolness and self-pos-

session. Any one but him would

have renounced and abandoned the

enterprise; but, far from that, by a

firmness of mind and an almost un-

equalled constancy, I saw him more

resolute than ever to continue 1.13
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work and to carry out his discov-

ery."
*

As already mentioned, Father

Hennepin had been commissioned

by the captain to explore, with his

selected companions, the Upper Mis-

sissippi, probably the last aspiration
of La Salle after the discovery of

the northwest passage to the China

Sea. Proceeding down the Illinois

to its mouth, Father Hennepin di-

rected his canoe up the unexplored

stream, and on the eleventh day he

and his companions were near the

Wisconsin River. Turning up this

river, they proceeded nineteen days,
when the grand cataract burst for

the first time upon the view of Euro-

peans.
"

It hath a thousand tongues of mirth,
Of grandeur, or delight,

And every heart is gladder made
When water greets the sight."

It was called " The Falls of St.

Anthony
"

in honor of the holy foun-

der of the order of the Recollects.

Falling in with the Sieur Du Luth,
the two parties, nine in number, ram-

bled and messed together till the end

of September, 1680, when they all

set out for Canada. Father Henne-

pin sailed from Quebec to France,
where he published, in 1684, an ac-

count of his travels and discoveries.

Thirteen years after this, and ten

after the death of La Salle, he pub-
lished his Neiv Discovery of a Vast

Country in America, betivcen Nciv

Mexico and the Frozen Ocean, in

which the love of the marvellous is

regarded by historians as having far

transcended the limits of authentic

and trustworthy narrative, and as

conflicting with the recognized and

just pretensions of La Salle.

Upon his return to Fort Frontenac.

La Salle lost no time in preparing
for another effort. He arranged his

affairs with his creditors, pledged

* Narrativt ofFather Mem'ort.

Fort Frontenac and the adjaceut
lands and trading privileges for his

future expenses, and enlisted forces

for his expedition. On the 28th of

August, 1681, the company set out

in canoes from the head of the

Niagara River, and on the third of

November they had arrived at the

Miami. The constant and ever-

faithful Tonty and the good Father

Membre accompanied the expedition,
which consisted of fifty-four persons,
of whom twenty-three were French-

men, eighteen Abnakis or Loup In-

dians, ten Indian women whom the

Indians insisted should go along in

order to do their cooking, and three

children. Six weeks were consumed
at the Miami in making the necessary

arrangements. The Sieur Tonty and
Father Membre proceeded with near-

ly the entire company along the

southern border of Lake Michigan
to the mouth of the Chicago River,

dragging their canoes, baggage, and

provisions for about eighty leagues
over the frozen waters of the Illinois

on sledges prepared by the indefati-

gable Tonty. La Salle travelled on

foot from the Miami River, and

joined the company on the 4th
of January, 1682. They continued

their journey in the same way up the

Chicago to Lake Peoria, where the

canoes were carried upon the wa-

ters, and on the 6th of February the

great river, then called the " Col-

bert," received its explorers safely

upon its waves. They were detain-

ed by the floating ice till about the

igth, when the flotilla commenced its

eventful voyage. On the. same day,
six leagues lower down, they passed
the mouth of the Missouri, then

called the Osage. They stopped at

a deserted village of the Tamaroas

Indians, whose people were absent

on the chase, and then slowly passed
on for forty leagues till they reached

the Ohio, stopping frequently on the
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route to replenish their stock of pro-
visions liy hunting and fishing. Leav-

ing the Ohio, they passed through
one hundred and twenty miles of

low, marshy river, full of thick foam,

rushes, and walnut-trees, till, on the

26th of February, they came to

Chickasaw l.lufts, where they rested.

Here a fort was built and called

i I'niiihoinme, in memory of

IVtcr Prudhomine, one of their com-

panions, who was lost while hunting
in the woods, supposed to have been

killed or carried off by a party of

Indians, whose trail was discovered

near by. Afterwards, by the untiring
and determined efforts of La Salle,

and after nine days scouring the

country. Prudhomme was found and
restored to his companions ;

but the

fort long retained hisname. Proceed-

ing about a hundred miles, they heard

the sound of drums and the echo

of war-cries, and soon they came
abreast of the villages of the Arkan-

sas Indians, whose inhabitants were

informed at one and the same time

that the strangers were prepared for

war as was evidenced by the erection

of a redoubt upon the shore ; or for

peace as was manifested by their

extending the calumet of peace.

They found the Indians peaceable
and friendly, and here our voyagers

stopped to rest. Two weeks were

spent amongst these gay, open-heart-

ed, and gentle natives in smoking
the calumet, partaking of feasts, -and

obtaining Indian corn, beans, flour,

and various kinds of fruits, for which

they repaid their entertainers with

nts which, however trifling,

pleased their fancy much. Father

.Vruibiv erected a cross, around
which the natives assembled

;
and

though he could not speak their

language, he succeeded in acquaint-

ing them with the e'xistence of the

true God and some of the mysteries
of the true faith. The Indians

seemed to appreciate all he said, for

they raised their eyes to heaven and
fell upon their knees in adoration;

they rubbed their hands upon the

cross, and then all over their own
bodies, as if to communicate its holi-

ness to themselves
; and, on the re-

turn voyage, the missionary found
that they had protected the cross by
a palisade. La Salle also took pos-
session of the country with great

ceremony in behalf of France, and
erected the arms of the king, at which

the Indians expressed great plea-
sure.

On the lyth they proceeded on
their route, and were received and
entertained most hospitably at an-

other village of the same Akansas
nation. On the 2Oth they arrived at

a small lake formed by the waters

of the Mississippi, on the opposite
side of which they found a gentle
tribe of Indians, far more civilized

than any they had yet met, whose

sovereign ruled over his people with

regal ceremony, whose houses were
built with walls and cane roofs, were
adorned with native paintings, and
furnished with wooden beds and
other domestic comforts. Their tem-

ples were ornamented, and served as

sepulchres for their departed chiefs.

La Salle being too fatigued to visit

this interesting people, he sent the

Sieur Tonty and Father Membre on

an embassy to the king, to whom
they carried presents, and who re-

ceived them with great ceremony.
The king next returned the compli-
ment by a visit to the commander,
sending his master of ceremonies and
heralds before him, and coming two
hours afterwards himself, preceded

by two men carrying fans of white

feathers, himself dressed in a white

robe beautifully woven of the bark

of trees, with a canopy over his head,
and attended by a royal retinue.

The king's demeanor during the in-
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terview was grave but frank and

friendly. Resuming their route on

the 26th of March, thirty or forty
miles below this they came among
the Natchez Indians, whose village

La Salle, with some of his compan-
ions, visited by invitation, sleeping
there that night and receiving hospi-

tality. A cross was erected here,

too, to which were attached the

arms of France, signifying that

thereby they took possession of the

country in the name of their sover-

eign. The Holy Mass was also of-

fered, and the company received the

Blessed Sacrament. They next visit-

ed the village of Koroa, and then,

advancing over a hundred miles, on

the 2d of April they came to the

country of the Quinipissas, a bellig-

erent tribe, who answered a proposal
to smoke the calumet of peace by a

shower of arrows. But having no

object to attain by difficulties with

the natives, La Salle passed on to

the village of the Tangiboas, three

of whose deserted cabins he saw full

of the bodies of Indians who, fifteen

or sixteen days before, had fallen

victims in an engagement in which

the village was sacked and pillaged.

Speaking of La Salle while thus de-

scending the great river, Bancroft

writes :
" His sagacious eye discern-

ed the magnificent resources of the

country. As he floated down its

flood ; as he framed a cabin on the

first Chickasaw bluff; as he raised

the cross by the Arkansas ; as he

planted the arms of France near the

Gulf of Mexico, he anticipated the

future affluence of the emigrants, and
heard in the distance the footsteps of

the advancing multitude that were

coming to take possession of the

valley."

TO BK CONCLUDED NEXT MONTH.

BIRTH-DAYS.

" WHO ARE JUST BORN, BEING DEAD. 1 '

WHO weeps when love, a cradled babe, is born ?

Rather we bring frankincense, myrrh, and gold,

While softest welcomes from our lips are rolled

To meet the dawning fragrance of a morn

Of checkered being. Even while the thorn

Keeps pace with rosy graces that unfold,

Do we with rapture cry, "Behold, behold,

A heaven-dropped flower our garden to adorn !"

And yet when from our darling fall the years

As from the rose the shrivelled petals rain,

And into newer life the soul again

Springs thornless to the air of purer spheres,
So blinded are we by our bitter pain

We greet the sweeter birth with selfish tears.
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THE FUTURE' OF THE RUSSIAN CHURCH.

BV THE REV. C/ESARIUS TONDINI, BAKSABITE.

II. CONTIXfKI).

I.i r it only be borne in mind

what are those things which are re-

quired of her members by the faith

and discipline of the Orthodox

Church, and it will be granted us, at

least face to face with unbelief, that

her priests need something more
than the ordinary respectability of a

worthy man, an obedient subject of

his sovereign, a good father of a

family, faithful to his wife and de-

voted to his children.*

This something more is possessed

by the Catholic Church. The Rus-

sian Church has lost it. Whatever

may be thought of the ecclesiastical

law on the celibacy of the priest-

hood, we think it cannot be denied

that a priest, living as an angel upon

earth, exercises an influence which

is always lacking to a married priest.

This "
magnetism of purity," as it

has been called, has inspired one of

the noblest odes of the great Eng-
lish poet, Tennyson; t and they who
in good faith argue against sacerdo-

tal celibacy do so because, in their

opinion, the purity required by the

Catholic Church is a virtue too ce-

lestial to be met with here below
;

thus reasoning as did that Jew who,
* VVith regard to the Anglican clergy, it may be

observed that HK- state church of England is al-

most entirely for the benefit of the aristocracy.
which . r its v>un>;er sons enter her "orders" all

the more gladly because their ".ubsistcnce is thus

provided Mr without the patrimony uf the head of

the family being much diminished the children of

the aristocracy thus aiding to maintain an institu-

tion to which in a ijrcut measure its influence is

owing. As to the German Protestant clergy, they
are neither so influential nor so respected as the

Anglican.
ir Galahad."

after reading a treatise on the Holy-

Eucharist by the Abbe Martinet,
*

said to us,
" This cannot be true, be-

cause it would be too beautiful !''

Those who reason as did this Jew
conclude too easily from difficulty

what virtue is not difficult ? to im-

possibility ? We do 'not undertake

to convince those who have not faith,

and who refuse to allow the efficacy

of supernatural means; for the ta>k

would be a hopeless one. But if

they have faith, we will submit to

them the following consideration,

which will not be without some

weight.
And this is that the Catholic

Church earnestly invites all her

priests to celebrate daily the holy

Mass, and makes it their strict duty
to recite every day, with attention

and piety, the divine Office. In un-

dertaking the defence of the Rus-
sian clergy M. Sch6do-Ferroti says :

'

Hypocrisy is a vice unknown

among them, their piety being of a

genuine stamp, and only giving out-

ward expression to the sentiment

which is really feit namely, a belief

in the sanctifying virtues of the cere-

monies which they are called to per-
form." f Let it, then, be permitted
to us also to express here our firm

belief in the sanctifying virtue of the

Mass and the divine Office. The

Holy Eucharist is called in Scrip-
ture fnimcntiim elechrum et riniim

* Martinet, t^Smmantltl^ ou le rei'iftt? a tout
nos niti:i.r. Paris: Lecoffre, 1850.

t Sckcdo-Ferroti, of. cit, ch. XV. p. 293.
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gtnninans virtues
" the wheat of

the elect and the wine which makes

virgins spring forth" (Zach. ix. 17).
With regard to the divine Office, it

is the prayer par excellence of the

church. As the Lord's Prayer,

taught and recommended by Jesus
Christ himself, has a power which is

special to it, and a particular effi-

cacy, so also is a sanctifying virtue

attached to a prayer chosen and

placed daily on our lips by the

church. The Mass and the divine

Office, in a manner, force the priest
to have always about him some

thoughts of heaven. If vanity or

worldly seductions acquire over him
a momentary ascendency, the Mass
and the divine Office recall him to

those salutary truths which never

change.
We will not dwell longer on this

point; the reader will be well able

to make its practical application.
We will only now add that, if to

have been capable of an act of great

generosity is a title to indulgence for

many defects; if the remembrance
of an heroic action in favor of one's

country or of humanity surrounds

with an aureola of glory the whole
existence of him who has performed
it; and

if, in short, people hesitate

to pronounce sentence against him,
even when he has deserved blame,
let it also be remembered that every
Catholic priest, whoever he may be,

has accomplished, at least once in

his life, an act of the greatest gener-

osity. He has sworn, on being ad-

mitted into Holy Orders, to renounce

every affection which, by dividing
his heart, could hinder him from de-

voting himself solely and without re-

serve for the good of souls
;
and sole-

ly with that intent has he voluntarily
chosen the path of self-denial and of

conflicts which are the consequences
of his generosity. This being con-

sidered, there is nothing surprising in

the fact that a certain influence is

invariably exercised by the Catholic

priest who is faithful to his duties,

even if his learning and education be
defective.

Now, this influence, doubly neces-

sary in Russia, on account of the

social inferiority of the orthodox

clergy, is entirely wanting to all that

portion of the clergy which is in con-

tact with the people ;

* and the fatal

consequences of this want will make
themselves especially felt in that day
when nothing shall be unimportant
that can help to keep alive faith in

the Russian people.
And this is not all. In the poem

alluded to above Tennyson puts
these words into the mouth of his

hero, the virgin-knight:

" My good blade carves the casques of men,
My tough lance thrusteth sure,

My strength is as the strength often,
Because my heart is pure." t

He who thus reveals to us the inti-

mate relation existing between purity
and strength is not a Catholic. If

we had expressed the same thought
as originating from ourselves, we

might have been charged with mys-
ticism

; this is why we have quoted
the great poet. He would not fear

being called upon to justify his

thought ; let him therefore be the one

attacked.

* It is not without reason that we insist upon this

circumstance of being in contact ivith the pfofl,-.

Jf indeed the Russian Church were to unite hcrscll

to the Catholic Church, and the latter, following
the toleration granted to the united Greeks, al-

lowed the secular Russian clergy liberty to marry,
the inconveniences we have noticed would be less

felt, for the reason that, besides the fact that the Ca-
tholic Church would merely permit never, either

directly or indirectly, compel priests to marry, there

would always be a regular and celibate clergy side

by side with the secular and married priests, and

equally with them in contact with the people.

However, the barrenness in apostolic labors, and
the inferior condition of all the Christian communi-
ties of Oriental rite among whom a married priest-
hood is permitted, oblige us to recognize in this per-
mission a simple concession to human frailty ; and
their condition is a powerful argument in favor of

the immense advantages, if not of the moral necessi-

ty, of ecclesiastical celibacy.

j Tennyson, Poet ifat Il'orts, "Sir Galahad.".
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But whatever may be the weight
which experience gives to this

thought of Tennyson's, there is no

need to wait for the time when the

Russian clergy shall be waging war

inst unbelief, to judge of the

strength they are likely to have for

the combat. In a chapter devoted

to revelations of the state of the
" orthodox "

clergy, M. Schedo-Fer-

roti takes praiseworthy pains to ex-

hibit their good qualities.
"

I have

found," he writes,
" with some re-

grettable exceptions, that the Rus-

sian priest possessed two valuable and

truly Christian qualities, the frequency
of which constitutes in some sort a

characteristic feature of the class.

The Russian priest is pious without

any ostentation, and he is gifted with

a wonderful faculty for supporting

misfortune, under whatever form it

may overtake him." * We have

already made some observations on
the first of these two qualities, and
will now do the same for the second.

To be endowed with a marvellous

power of supporting misfortune

what better preparation, apparently,
could there be for supporting the

struggle of the future ? It is to

patience that our Lord Jesus Christ

promises the possession of our souls

for a happy eternity when he says :

/// paticntia rcslra possidebitis animas
7'fstnrs" In your patience you shall

our souls" (S. Lukexxi. 19).
These divine words, alas! cannot in

any way find their application in

the patience of the Russian clergy.
The patience whereof our Lord

ks is that which fills and sus-

tains the soul, and which places in

our mouths words whose wisdom

pu;< our adversaries to silence.

This explanation is not our own;
it is that of Jesus Christ himself.
"
They will lay their hands on you,

frrcti, of. cif. p. 399.

VOL. xx. 45

and persecute you, delivering you up
to the synagogues and into prisons,

dragging you before kings and gover-

nors, for my name's sake : and it

shall happen to you for a testimony.
1 .ay it up, therefore, in your hearts, not

to meditate before, how you shall

answer. For I will give you a mouth
and wisdom, which all your adver-

saries shall not be able to resist and

gainsay. And you shall be betray-
ed by your parents and brethren,

and kinsmen and frk-nds : and some
of you they will put to death. And

you shall be hated of all men for

my name's sake : but a hair of your
head shall not perish. In your pa-
tience you shall possess your souls

"

(S. Lukexxi. 12-19). The patience
here described corresponds exactly
with the patience of which the Catho-
lic bishops and priests of Switzerland,

Germany, and elsewhere are offering

us at this very time so edifying and

admirable an example.
The patience taught by our Lord,

then, is not wanting to the Catholic

clergy; can we hope to find it in the

Russian clergy in the day when or-

thodoxy shall be threatened ? Let

us well consider the words of our

Lord which we have just quoted,

bearing in mind the energetic spirit

which they suppose, and let us then

compare them with the following

words of the most devoted advocate

of the orthodox clergy in Russia:
" This readiness to bear, without

murmuring, the sudden reverses of

fortune," says Schedo-Ferroti,
" this

spontaneous submission to the de-

crees of Providence, is too Christian

a virtue to allow us to refuse it the

admiration which it deserves; but it

seems to us that the combination of

circumstances which has contributed

to develop in the Russian clergy

this mute resignation has also exer-

cised a depressing influence upon
their moral strength, in paralyzing
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the powers of their will by rendering
its free exercise utterly and invariably

impossible. It is the natural conse-

quence of excessive suffering, whether

physical or moral, to end in the

enervation of the patient, by depriv-

ing him of the faculty of action, by
destroying all his energy, and leaving
him destitute even of any belief in his

own strength ; allowing him to re-

main in possession of but one single

conviction, that of his powerlessness
to struggle against fate a convic-

tion that finds its expression in

this mute and absolute resignation
which we find in the lower Russian

clergy."*
Poor Russian clergy ! They are

all that they can be expected to be,

considering what the czars have
made them. The sufferings of the

Russian priest are not forgotten by
God, neither does he forget his resig-

nation. Far 1 from desiring to cast a

stone at him, we gladly point out all

that we can find in his favor. Re-

duced to such a degree of indigence
that he is compelled to maintain

himself by laboriously toiling in the

fields, the pressing needs of life bow
down not only his brow, but his soul

also, towards the earth. What right
have we to expect that he can devote

to the interests of souls the time and

thought imperiously demanded by
the daily necessities of his own exis-

tence ? And even could he forget

himself, and in self-devotion taste

the sublime joy of sacrifice, he is not

, alone; and will his wife and chil-

dren also become so many victims of

. his zeal for souls ?

This feebleness, this helplessness,

these bonds these are the very things

which many would desire to see also

'in the militant ranks of the Catholic

Church. '' But wherefore, then, is it,"

asks the church, in pointing out the

*
SchJdo-Fcrrot:, op, cit, pp. 395, 296.

a-rrnies of this world,
" that the secu-

lar governments will that the soldiers

called to defend their country should
be alone and free ?" *

But if to be single and free is an
element of strength lacking to the

Russian priest, already by long habi-

tuation to suffering and slavery reduc-
ed to the state of which so striking a

picture is drawn by Schedo-Ferroti,
another support is also wanting to

him,'the power of which is evident in

the Catholic clergy. In our day, and
under our very eyes, every circum-

stance concurs to encourage apostasy

among the latter. Priests who fail in

their duty gain the favor of govern-

ments, a considerable portion of the

press, the secure perspective of honors

and offices; they are proclaimed the

only honest, the only true ministers

of Jesus Christ, who alone compre-
hend his interests or succeed in caus-

ing him to be loved by souls. In

all this there is something seductive,

not only for the ambitious and
such as would free themselves from

the severe discipline of the church,

but for those also who, in pre-

sence of the ravages which unbe-

lief is making, persuade themselves

not with much humility that if the

church would act according to their

ideas, the interests of God would be

better secured. In spite of all these

things, the number of apostates is a

mere nothing when we take into con-

sideration the number of Catholic

priests. Did those who have under-

taken to make war against Catholi-

* There arc times, in the history of nations, when
the moral necessity of certain institutions in the

Catholic Church makes itself felt, even by the most

incredulous. It is in Germany, ns is well knnwn,
that the ecclesiastical law of the celibacy of priests

has been most eagerly attached
;
and it is from Ger-

many that has come to us the most splendid apology

for the firmness displayed by the Catholic Church

with regard to this point of discipline. Those priests

who are at this moment so valiantly wrestling against

persecution and braving the loss of income, braving

fines, prison, exile, and death itself can one suppose

they would be equally intrepid, did the existence

of a wife and family depend upon their own?
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city expect this check ? which, we re-

mark in passing, witnesses plainly

nst the alleged prevalence of

abuses. Have they well calculated

the forces <>f the enemy which they
flattered themselves they were about

to annihilate ? Unless we are mis-

taken, they think that its strength is

the same in the present day as it was

in the time of Luther, and that, if

whole nations were then withdrawn

from the church, there is no reason

why they should not be so now. But

the Protestantism of those days al-

lowed a true faith in God, in Provi-

dence, in Jesus Christ, and retained

a baptism in every respect valid. It

is allowable to believe that if God has

permitted that whole nations should

be snatched from the immediate care

of the church, his providence will

keep them from ever falling back in-

to the state in which they were before

the redemption ; though this is the

logical result of modern Protestan-

tism. Besides, the social and politi-

cal situation of Europe, the habits of

the various nations, and especially
the difficulty of communication, then

permitted sovereigns to raise, as it

were, so many walls of China round

the confines of their states. They
could at that time isolate their sub-

jects, and only allow them just so

much intercommunication with the

rest of the world as they might choose

to consider suitable to the interests

of the state. If thought itself could

not be chained, its manifestations at

least could be circumscribed or stifled.

This is no longer possible in the pre-
sent day; a pamphlet, a journal, a

speech in parliament, even to a sim-

ple word of a bishop, can now, from
the other end of the world, trouble

the repose and disturb the plans of a

powerful conqueror. For thought
there are no longer any barriers pos-

sible, nor yet police ; and thought
makes revolutions.

Now, amongst the thoughts which

escape the vigilance of all police, and

which pass through every barrier,

there is also that of the constancy

which, in no matter what period of

the existence of the Catholic Church,
is shown by men living under differ-

ent climates, ruled by various institu-

tions, but brothers in tht faith. If to

bear the same name, to be bom on

the same soil, and to speak the same

tongue, creates bonds so powerful
and so devoted a defence of common
interests, fraternity in the Catholic

faith yields the palm in nothing to

any other fraternity whatsoever for

the powerfulness of its effects. The
humble cure" of a poor parish hidden

among the gorges of the mountains

learns that a priest in a distant land

has been imprisoned for refusing to

betray his conscience. He is moved

by the tidings, and takes a lively in-

terest in the fate of the priest, follow-

ing anxiously in his journal the narra-

tive of the struggles of this confessor

of the faith. During this time, with-

out his being aware of it, a salutary
work has been going on in his mind.

Soon afterwards he finds himself in

the same case namely, of being called

upon to suffer for the performance of

those duties which his quality of priest

imposes upon him. His adversaries,

judging him by the gentleness of his

language and his life, expect to in-

timidate him by a word; but, to their

amazement, they finii in him the firm-

ness of an apostle. From whence
did he gain this courage? They
know not, neither does he; that which

impressed his soul and prepared it

for the conflict was nothing else than

the story of the sufferings of his broth-

er in the faith and in the priesthood,
in a distant and foreign land.

Well, then, this sustaining thought
which supports the Catholic priest

by making him feel himself a mem-
ber of that family which is as vast as
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the world and a brother in the faith

with martyrs this support will be

wanting to the Russian clergy when

upon it alone will depend the fate

of orthodoxy. The Russian priest,

who, not being alone, will have need

of a courage so much the greater as

there are beings dear to him whose

existence is bound' up with his own,
will seek examples to encourage
him

;
but will he find them ? The

same causes which have produced
the mute resignation spoken of by
Schedo-Ferroti authorize us to think

that the Russian clergy will not

have its martyrs, or, if there should

be some, that their number will be

too small to counterbalance the ex-

ample of the general feebleness.

And yet here again we will under-

take the defence of the Russian

clergy ;
for who, in fact, could'require

an act of heroism of a man " ener-

vated by excess of moral and phy-
sical sufferings, deprived of the fac

ulty of action, and not only possess-

ing no longer any energy, but hav-

ing also lost all belief in his ownO

powers"? Now, this is, word for

word, the condition of the Russian

priest, as depicted by his most zeal-

ous defender.
"
But," it may be said,

" the Or-

thodox Church is not confined to

Russia
;

the orthodox priest will

find brethren in Austria, in Rouma-

nia, in Turkey, and in Greece." This

is true
;
but it is not enough to find

brothers only. The Russian priest will

need brother-martyrs ;
and where will

he find them ?

Besides, strange to say, the various

branches of the Orthodox Church

live almost strangers to each other,

useless some political interest awak-

en the sentiment of fraternity in their

common faith. Without entering

into details on this point, we will

only make one remark. It is easy

to find several histories of the differ-

ent branches, taken separately; but

is it so easy to find an universal

history of the Orthodox Church ?
*

In Catholic countries the reverse of

this is always the case
;

it is, com-

paratively, difficult to meet with

particular histories of the Catholic

Church in France, in Italy, in Ger-

many, etc.
;
but everywhere is found

and taught the universal history

of the Catholic Church a history in

which that of a nation, however

great or powerful, figures, if not as

an episode, certainly as but a simple

portion, a contingent part, of a ne-

cessary whole.

We one day read in an English

journal that has a wide circulation

the following remark :

" A church

which counts among its members
men like Archbishop Manning and

Dr. Newman is a church which is

not to be despised." English com-

mon sense thus did justice to the
" coal-heavers' faith," as peopie are

pleased to call the adhesion of Cath-

olics to the doctrines proposed to

them by their church. In fact to

speak only of the last named of

these two personages the author

of the Grammar of Assent does not

yield in intellectual power to any
of his Anglican adversaries

;
from

whence we may infer, by a series of

logical deductions, that neither does

he yield in this to any of the adver-

saries of the Catholic Church. To

speak plainly, we have never per-

ceived that these adversaries have

shown any alarming degree of intel-

ligence, at least with regard to the

* We shall be excused from considering as an uni-

versal history of the Orthodox Chilrch certain little

manuals which we have found indicated in the

catalogues of Russian bibliography. Besides, it is

not only of Russia, but of all the countries of the

Orthodox commnin, that we ask for one single

ecclesiastical history like those of Kleury, Rohr-

bacher.'Hennon, the Abbe' Darras, ere. (to quote

French names only.) The EticATiaiacrTin^ 'laropi*

(Ecclesiastical History) of Mgr. Mcletius, Metro-

politan of Athens (Vienna, 1783-5;), cannot certain-

ly be compared to them.
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application of the rules of logic. In

any case, as, since Porphyry and Cel-

sus, men have never been wanting
who have represented the faith pro-

pounded by the Catholic Church as

an abdication of reason, so also, since

Justin and the first Christian philo-

sophers, the church has never lack-

ed doctors who, in defending her,

have at the same time been the de-

fenders of reason. The apostolate
of learning is not less fruitful, per-

haps, than that of virtue and of mar-

tyrdom. Without pronouncing upon
the relative necessity and advantages
of these three apostolates, nor ex-

amining whether it is possible to ex-

ercise a. true apostolate by learning un-

aided by self-denial and virtue, nor

even doing more than call to mind
how God in the Old Law, and the

church in the New, have always made

learning a part of the duty of a

priest, we will confine ourselves to

remarking that many souls are led to

embrace the faith, and others, tempt-
ed to doubt, are quieted and confirm-

ed, by a simple reflection analogous
to that of the English journal just

quoted. "A faith," they say,
"
pro-

fessed by minds so much above the

ordinary class as such and such a

writer ought not to be lightly reject-

ed." It is a preliminary argument
of which the effects are salutary, and

grace does the rest.

If we now take into account all

that eighteen centuries and innumer-

able writers of all lands have accumu-
lated in the way of proofs and testi-

monies in favor of the Catholic faith
;

and if we at the same time consider

the immense variety and the infinitely-

multiplied forms of error, each in its

turn combated by the church, we
shall comprehend that it is scarcely

possible to imagine any error of which

the refutation has not already some-
where appeared. In the same way
the struggle still goes on in all parts

of the globe, and among peoples who
have advanced, some more, some

less, in learning and civilization
;

in

all parts of the globe the defence

also continues, and by men brought

up among the same surroundings as

their adversaries. In short, Catholic

productions are not the exclusive

appanage of any single diocese, any
single country, any single nation

;

they are the family treasures, belong-

ing to the whole Catholic Church.

Facility of communication brings us,

together with their names, the works

of those who are waging war against
various errors in various lands. To
take time, to enquire, to make some
researches this is the worst that

could happen to a Catholic priest

who might find himself, for the mo-

ment, unable to solve an objection.

But the objection is already solved,

even if it be drawn from some scien-

tific discovery of yesterday, if indeed

(as it often happens) it cannot be

solved at once by the simple use

of common sense, and especially of

logic, the most necessary of sciences,

and the least studied cf all.

Thus we see what happens in the

Catholic Church, and we see, there-

fore, why it is that in those countries

where formerly the clergy may have

been at times taken by surprise, and
not well prepared to meet a sudden

adversary, they now struggle bravely ;

and also we see why earnest Catho-

lics have been able without difficulty

to distinguish between true and false

progress, and between true science

and false.

Will it be the same in Russia ?

We do not wish to exaggerate

anything, and will even admit that

the complaints which are so general
of the ignorance of the Russian

clergy may be much overstated.

Nevertheless, in looking through the

bibliography of that country, we find

ourselves forced to acknowledge that
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whenever the day shall arrive for un-

belief to have free course there, dec-

orated with the seductive appellations

of science, of progress, of the emanci-

pation of reason, etc., the Russian

clergy will either find themselves

without arms wherewith to defend

orthodoxy, or with such only as shall

prove insufficient.

In fact, the reader is perhaps not

aware that, from the year 1701,

Peter the Great had been obliged

(according to Voltaire) to forbid the

use of pen and ink to monks. "
It

required," says the apostle of science,
" an express permission from the

archimandrite, who was responsible

for those to whom he granted it.

Peter willed that this ordinance

should continue." * The successors

of Peter likewise willed the same,

although we do not venture to affirm

that the ordinance is still observed.

Let us, then, be just, and refrain from

blaming the Russian monks. If,

sin'ce the time of Peter the Great, they

have not extraordinarily enriched the

literature of their country, the fault is

none of theirs.

Neither have we any right to blame

the secular Russian clergy if few

writers have appeared among them,

nor yet any one of those whose name

alone exercises an apostolate. All

the Russians who have written on

the ecclesiastical schools of their coun-

try are unwearied in their complaints

against the badness of the method

and the insufficiency of instruction

which the young Russian levite takes

with him on leaving the seminary.!

We do not in any way accuse the

commissions charged with the in-

spection and reformation of the

* Voltaire, Histrirc de Pierre le Grand, part ii.

ch. xiv.

t In the greater part of the country-places the

popes have not been in any seminary at all. They
have been taught to read and write, to make them-

selves acquainted with the ceremonies of the church

and the regulations of the czars, and then they

have been ordained priests.

.ecclesiastical schools. We are con-

vinced that these commissions have

done their best
;

if the evil still con-

tinues as before, it is because they
have not the power to touch its root.

Besides, how can it be expected that

a priest, poor, burdened with a family,

and in very many cases necessitated

to maintain himself and his family

by the work of his hands, can either

have the necessary freedom of mind
or sufficient leisure to devote himself

to study ?

It remains for us to consider the

bishops. These are taken from the

monastic orders, and if, since Peter I.,

all of them have not been archiman-

drites, yet to all has, at any rate,

been granted by the archiman-

drite, of their convent, at his own
risk and peril, the use of pen and ink.

Of the two hundred and eighty
ecclesiastical writers who have ap-

peared and died in Russia from the

conversion of that country to Chris-

tianity down to the year 1827, and

whose biographies may be found in

the Dictionary of Mgr. Eugenius,

Metropolitan of Kief,* one hundred

and ten belonged to the episcopate ;

and ever since 1827 that episcopate
has continued to reckon among its

members men remarkable for their

learning. Everything, however, is

relative. These bishops have shone

in Russia
;
and there has been a

desire to make them shine as far as

France by translating into French

the Orthodox Theology of Mgr. Maca-

rius, Bishop of Vinnitsa; a collection

of Sermons, by the late Mgr. Pliila-

rete, Metropolitan of Moscow
;
and

perhaps some other works. It is also

to be supposed that some care must

have been shown in selecting from

amongst the productions of ecclesias-

* Mgr. Eugenius, Historical Dictionary of //v

Ecclesiastical Writers of the Crxco-Russian

Church -.u/ta have lived in Russia. (In Russian.)

St. Petersburg, ad. ed., 1827.
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ti< ul literature in Russia, the best there

were to be fourul of what she possess-

ed. Without criticising, we think there

is reason for saying that hitherto the

Russian episcopate has not by its writ-

liirnished orthodoxy with a sup-
; proportioned to the dangers with

which it is threatened, and we doubt

very much whether it will be equal
to furnishing her with it very quickly.
The Russian prelates renowned for

their learning are but few in num-

ber; besides, so long as the faith

and the church are protected by the

Penal Code, and judicial prosecution
would be the consequence of any at-

tack, neither priests nor bishops have
much chance of finding themselves

face to face with any adversaries of

importance. The latter, in fact,

would be exceedingly careful to avoid

the men who could denounce them
;

and the result of this is that, for

want of exercise, neither the bishops
nor priests can state what is either

their strength or their weakness. To
this we must add the thousand hin-

drances placed by Russian censor-

ship to the manifestation of religious

thought. There is nothing, even to

the sermon preached by the pope in

his parish, which must not be sub-

mitted to censure.* As for pastoral
letters of bishops, we should be very

glad if any could be quoted to us.

The formalities and delays which ac-

* We are so far from objecting to the exercise of
censure upon writings which -treat upon religious
matters that, in a note to the Kixlemext ct/cii-

astiquf (p. 178), we in some sort express a desire
for it, even with regard to what is uttered in the

pulpit. Only we require as a condition that this

censure should be exercised by a compelrbt au-
thority. Ndw, in Russia it is no longer the bi-

shops, but the state, which, not as protector, but as
1 jrd and master of the church, rules and measures
the manifestation of religious thought. It is against
this illegitimate censure that we contend. Very far
removed is the sentiment which bows its head be-
fore the religious autocracy of the czars from
the submission of the Catholic, who bows before
the church because he tnuns in her a. divine
,i:tth t >i it v. The submission 01' the Catholic is that
which is due to the truth and to God. It elevates
and ennobles.

company the revision and approba-
tion of every work destined to ap-

pear in print are of a nature to dis-

courage the most intrepid. The ex-

amination of all the ecclesiastical

productions destined to appear in the

immense empire of the czars is con-

fided to the committees of the four
ecclesiastical academies of Kief,

Kasan, Moscow, and St. Petersburg.
If no exceptions were allowed, at

any rate in favor of periodical works,
the coinplaint of Jeremias might be

truly applied to Russia : Pannili pe-
tienml panem, el non erat, quifrange-
ret eis

" The little ones asked for

bread, and there was none to break

it for them" (Lament. Jer. iv. 4).

Finally, we will not stop to consider

the manner in which ecclesiastical

censorship is exercised in Russia,
nor yet its tendencies nor its object ;

but we say, to single out one point

only, that it is impossible to find in

all Russia a single work that is able

to throw any light upon the recipro-
cal relations of the church and state.

More than one reader will join us

in acknowledging that in Russia a

true, apologetic literature has yet to

be created.

To complete the picture of that

which will inevitably take place in

Russia on the day when the Ortho-

dox Church shall there lose the sup-

port of the Penal Code, and will have
to struggle alone, and abandoned to

her own strength against heresy and

unbelief, we ought to observe that,

since the general confiscation of the

goods of the clergy which was ef-

fected under Catherine II. (1762),
the Russian Church has no longer

anything to supply its needs but that

which is allowed it by the state. It

is the state which provides for the

keeping up of churches and monas-

teries; the state which furnishes the

expenses of the orthodox worship,
and which assigns to the ministers
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of that worship the piece of land

from which they must find a main-

tenance for themselves and their

families, or else which supplies them
with a salary proportioned to the

functions they are to exercise. It is

not, after all, impossible that, in the

day of which we speak, the state,

while continuing to retain a budget
for the orthodox worship, may never-

theless extraordinarily reduce it ;
and

also it is not impossible that conditions

which cannot be conscientiously ac-

cepted will be attached to the pay-
ment of the salary, already so mode-

rate, of the ministers of this church.

In either case, more even than to

combat heresy and unbelief, it will

be necessary for the Russian Church
to consider how her priests and their

families are to find bread and shel-

ter. Now, the only classes which
can then effectively help them are

they not the same which at this day
show so great a contempt for their

popes ?

And this is not yet all. In the

day of which we speak who will se-

cure to the bishops the obedience

of the secular clergy ? This clergy
trembles now before them, because

it sees them armed by the law with a

despotic power ;
* but no one can

foresee what will happen in the day
when popes and bishops shall be

equal before the law. The bishops

being all drawn from the monastic

state, the result has been that hither-

to the secular clergy have lived in

subjection to the regular; and this

fact, united to other causes, has

created a powerful antagonism be-

tween these two orders of the clergy,
which not unfrequently betrays itself

by venomous writings. One portion
of the press makes common cause

* We could mention cases in which the pope who
wishes to speak to his bishop must fall on his knees
at the door, even, of the room, and drag himself

along thus to the prelate, to whom he must only

speak kneeling.

with the secular clergy; and, if we

may judge by certain tendencies, the

admission of the secular clergy to

the episcopate will probably be one
of the consequences of the changes
that will take place in the relations

between the church and state. But
it is not possible that this change
can be peaceably effected

;
the dis-

orders which, at times, arise in the

application of the principle of uni-

versal suffrage, show, in some degree,

how, in this case, various elections

of bishops would be brought about.

And then, in the confusion and wild

disorder of conflict, where would be
found the authority which could

have power to settle these differences

and claim for itself adhesion and re-

spect ? The bishops, moreover, who
or a century and a half* have all

been equal before the czar, and only

distinguished by the titles and decor-

ations granted or refused according
to the good pleasure ofthe monarch

will these submit themselves to

an archbishop, to a metropolitan, to

a patriarch in a word, to one from

amongst themselves ? Will they, for

the love of coacord, invest him with

a superior authority, and obey him ?

And were they to reach this point,
would not St. Petersburg contest the

primacy with Moscow ? And would
Kief forget her canonical jurisdiction

of former times ?

Yet more, would not Constantino-

ple vindicate any right over Russia ?

And the other Oriental patriarchs
would they forget that their concur-

rence was formerly sought for the

erection of the patriarchate of Mos-

cow, and their approbation to sanc-

tion the establishment of the Synod ?

We may thus, in its principal fea-

tures, behold the state to which the

czars have reduced the faith and the

church of which they entitle them-

selves the guardians. The picture
is a gloomy one

; nevertheless, we do
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not believe that we have exaggerated tempests, many a Catholic sovereign
anything. Before proceeding further designated by appellations indkative
we would even say a word of excuse of the highest degree of attachment
for the cznrs. to the church would long ago have

If the Catholic Church were not reduced her to the same condition
built upon a rock, proof against all as the church of the czars.

TO BE CONTINUED.

THE BELLS OF PRAYER.

DURING the prevalence of the great plague at Milan,
"

at the break of day, at noon, and at night a bell of
the cathedral gave the signal for reciting certain prayers which had been ordered by the archbishop, and
this was followed by the bells of the other churches. Then persons were seen at the windows, and a confused
blending of voices and groans was heard which inspired sorrow, not, however, unmixed with consolation."

Stern Death, the tyrant, had swept along
With trailing robes through the.dusty mart.
And laid his hand, that is white and chill,

On the city's heart.

The Lombard City of olden ways
Over its sorrow and wild despair
A cry sent up to the unseen Throne

In an earnest prayer.

A lord that is dead as a peasant is,

And a peasant dead is as a lord
;

The angel stood at the city's gate
With his lifted sword !

The tongues of bells in the steeple-tops
Sent on the breath of the baleful air

A call for the people far and near
To evening prayer.

At the sound of bells the weeping ceased,
The heart of the thousand stilled its moan,
The name of God was uttered aloud

\Yith the bells' sad tone.

And the gleaming crosses pointing up,
Like the gold of crowns that princes wear,
Seemed in the gray of the changeless sky

As signs of prayer.
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And the women's eyes were wet with tears,

Their desolate souls were wrung with pain,
For the dead asleep in their silent graves

Through the sun and rain.

In the dawn and noon and dusk it rose,

Threading its way up the narrow stair

The Catholic cry when the bells were rung
For the people's prayer,

NEW PUBLICATIONS.

THK PRISONERS OF THE TEMPLE
; OR, DIS-

CROWNED AND CROWNED. By M. C.

O'Connor Morris. (Eleventh volume
of Father Coleridge's Quarterly Suits.)
London : Burns & Gates. 1874. (New
York: Sold by The Catholic Publica-

tion Society.)

This is a republication with additions

of papers from that excellent magazine,
T/ti Afontti, which is especially valuable

for its historical articles. It gives an ac-

count of the imprisonment of Louis XVI.
and his family in the old tower of the Tem-

plars, together with sketches ofotherparts
ofthe history of that noble and unfortunate

group of victjms to atheistic and revolu-

tionary fur)'. The chief interest centres in

the history of Louis XVII., commonly
called the Dauphin. The tragic tale of his

horrible sufferings and death is minutely-
told. At the end of the volume we have
a report of the judgment in the famous
case of the Naundorffs, who pretended to

be the heirs of the Dauphin. This is one
of the many tales of an escape of the

Dauphin from the Temple and the substi-

tution of another child in his place. The
utter falsity of all these stories is amply
proved, pretenders and prophets to the

contrary notwithstanding. Whoever looks

to the branch of the Capets for the deliv-

erance of France must find him in the

Count de Chambord. We cannot too

warmly recommend this charming and

pathetic narrative to all our readers.

MEDITATIONS ox TIIK LIFE AND Doc-
TRINE OF JESUS CiiuiST. By Nicholas

Avancinus, S.J. Translated from the

German Edition of the Rev. J. E. Zoll-

ner, by F. E. Bazalgette. With a Pre-

face on Meditation, by George Pot-

ter, S.J. 2 vols. London : Burns &
Gates. 1874. (New York: Sold by
The Catholic Publication Society.)

The Meditations of Avancinus were

specially adapted to the use of religious.
The German editor modified them for

the use of all persons indiscriminately.

They are prepared for every day in the

year, are short, simple, and well fitted for

use, both in community and in private.

THE NODI.EMAN OF '89. By M. A. Ouin-
ton. Translated by Prof, Ernest La-

garde, of Mt. St. Mary's College. Bal-

timore : Kelly & Piet. 1874.

Some of our readers have doubtless
read the Quatre-Vingt-TreiteoifioA great

magician of language and fiery genius of

revolution, Victor Hugo. It is an apology
for the French Revolution

; yet, to any
person whose mind and heart are not

already corrupted by bad principles and

passions, it must seem like an apology
which makes the crime worse and less

excusable. The romances of Erckmann-
Chatrian are more subtle and plausible.

One or two of them are, if taken singly,
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quite inoffensive, and a translation of

llicin was some tin 1 - n in our

own p:t.H'
lint f their vivid il-

lustration of most intricMing histoi!r:il

hi. & contributor, quite unsuspect-

ingly, rvni pioposed to translate1 them

:i!l. and tin- necessity of reading the whole

set before accepting the proposition, first

iwil our eyes to ilic scope and object
which their authors have always had in

view, and which is exposed in some very

plainly ; as, for instance, in It'attitao, the

sequel to The Conscript. The end of

these writers is to extend and popularize
hatred of the church, the clergy, and the

classes enjoying wealth or power in the

state
;

to foster the spirit of liberalism

either in its extreme or moderate form,
and thus to help on the revolution. The
influence of such books teaches us a val-

uable lesson concerning the polemic

strategy to be employed on the opposite
side. Historical romances have an ex-

traordinary charm for a multitude of

readers, and they can be made the vchi-

nf conveying historical knowledge
together with the valuable lessons which

history teaches. In order that they may
perfectly fulfil their highest purpose, they
should present true, authentic history,

using fiction merely as an accessory. M.
Ouinton has done this, and has given a

correct and vivid historical sketch of one

period in the French Revolution, which
is included in the plot of a novel of gen-
uine dramatic power and descriptive abil-

ity. Its size is very considerable, making
a volume of eight hundred pages, closely

printed in quite small tvpe. Fearful as

the scenes are through which we are hur-

tied in following the adventures of the

persons figuring in the story, we are not

left without some compensation and al-

leviation in the episodes of quiet life

which relieve its tragic gloom. Some
charming characters are portrayed, the

lu-st of which are three individuals of

low station but high heroism Louisette,

Drake, and Cameo.
The characters of Marat, Danton, Ro-

bespierre, Philippe Egalite, and other

leaders of the Revolution, are well por-

trayed. The author's special success,
however, is in describing the low ruffians

who led the mob in the work of assassi-

nation. Maillcfer, Lcpitrc, Boulloche, and
Ratfoot are like Dante's demons. We
have never read anything more infernally
horrible than the description of Aunt

Magloirc and the band of women who

were trained to yell at the royal family.
\Ve leeoimnend the perusal of this de-

scription most especially to the strong-
minded young ladies who aie in< lim

dabble in infidelity. In Mine. Roland
thev 111. iv see themselves as iliev an- now ;

in Aunt Magloirc and her frenzied band

they may see where womanhood is

brought by the abandonment of faith,

when the lowest stage of degradation is

reached.

The translator has done a great service

to the public by putting this admirable
historical novel into English. We take
the liberty of recommending to him an-

other one M. Barthelemy's 1'ierrc If Peil-

larot. The multiplication of such books
will go far to counteract the evil influ-

ence of those which falsify history and
instil bad principles. We have vainly
endeavored to persuade some of our pub-
lishers to undertake the translation of

Conrad von Bolandcn's historical novels,
which arc far superior to the heavy pro-
ductions of Muhlbach. If these latter,

in spite of their dulness, obtained so ex-

tensive a circulation, why not the admira-
ble works of liol.inden which depict the

thrilling scenes of the Thirty Years' War?
A series of small, popular histories of

certain important epochs is also very
much wanted.

PURGATORY SURVEYED, ETC. Edited by
W. H. Anderdon, S.J. Reprinted from
the edition of 1663. London : Burns
& Gates. 1874. (New York : Sold by
The Catholic Publication Society.)

The original of this treatise was written

in French by Father Binet, S.J. As it now
stands it is the work of Father Thimelby,
S.J., who used the work of Father Binet as

a basis for his own. It is quaint, rich, and
in one respect more directly practical as a

spiritual book than some other excellent

treatises on the same subject, inasmuch
as it shows the pious reader how to avoid

purgatory.

LESSONS IN BIBLE HISTORY FOR CATH-
OLIC SCHOOLS. By a Teacher. New
York : P. O'Shca. 1875.

Experienced teachers usually prepare
the best school-books. The compiler of

these Bible lessons is a lady of remark-

able talent, who has spent many years of
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most successful labor as a teacher in an

academy for young ladies winch deserv-

edly enjoys the highest reputation. Her
book is one which has been prepared
during this long course of teaching, and
thus practically tested, as well as contin-

ually improved. It is now published
with the direct sanction of his Grace the

Archbishop of New York, after a careful

revision made under his authority. The
author has not attempted to go into ques-
tions of difficult critical erudition in re-

spect to chronology and similar matters,

but has simply followed the commonly-
received interpretation of the text of Scrip-
ture history, where there is one, avoid-

ing the difficulties and doubtful topics
which beset the study of all ancient his-

tory, sacred as well as profane. In this

respect she has shown uncommon tact

and judgment, and has always kept in

view her true object, which is to prepare
a text-book suitable for young pupils of

from ten to fifteen years old. The style
and method are admirable for brevity,

clearness, and a graphic, picturesque

grouping of events and characters. The

delicacy with which every narrative,
where immoral and criminal acts are in-

volved, shuns the danger of shocking the

innocent mind of children by contact with

evil of which it is ignorant, is exquisite.
The questions about morals which neces-

sarily suggest themselves to the quick,

inquisitive minds of children, and which
tin.

1 author has often had to answer in

class, are solved prudently and correctly.
The interval between the sacred history
of the Old Testament and that of the New
has been filled up from profane authors,

particularly Josephus, which is a great
addition to the value of the book, and
throws light on the narrative of the Gos-

pels that makes it much more intelligible.
In the history of the life of Christ the

words of the evangelists are for the most

part employed, without other changes or

additions than such as are necessary to

make the narrative continuous. The
parables are arranged by themselves in a

series. A summary of the Acts of the

Apostles concludes the work, which is

of very moderate size and copiously illus-

trated by woodcuts. As a school-book
this is the best of its kind, in our opinion,
and we expect to see it generally adopt-
ed in Catholic schools. We cannot too

cordially recommend it to teachers and

parents for their young pupils and for fam-

ily reading. Many adults, also, will find

it the best and most suitable compendium
of Bible history for their own reading ;

and even if they are in the habit of read-

ing the sacred books themselves in their

complete text, this manual will aid them
to gain a better understanding of their

historical parts than they can otherwise
obtain. We trust the good example set

by the pious and accomplished author
will be followed by many of her associates
in the holy work of religious education,
to the great advantage of both teachers
and pupils. Thousands of lovely chil-

dren whom she will never sec this side
of heaven will bless the hand that has

prepared for them so much delightful in-

struction, even if their curiosity is never
gratified by knowing her nawie.

EXCERPTA EX RtTUALI ROMANO. NoVA KT
AUCTIOB Eurno. Baltimore: Kelly,
Piet, et Soc. 1874.

This is a lovely little ritual, a very-

pretty present for any one to make to a

priest, especially to one just sent out

from the seminary to a poor and arduous

country mission.

LETTERS OK MR. GLADSTONE AND OTH-
ERS. New York : Tritune Office. 1874.

The London Tablet epigrammatically
remarks that Mr. Gladstone kindled a

fire on a Saturday which was put out
on the following Monday. Mgr. Capel
has very satisfactorily answered him.

Every person not an ignoramus in theo-

logy and jurisprudence, knows that the

Catholic Church teaches the derivation
of the state from a divine institution

immediately, and not mediatelv through
the church

; moreover, that she teaches

what follows by logical sequence, the

duty of allegiance to the state. \"
Christian, no moral philosopher, and no

person holding the principles on which
the American fabric of law is based, can

hold that this allegiance is unlimited.

The New York Herald, remarkable
both for extraordinary blunders and for

extraordinarily just and sensible state-

ments, has well said that there is a "
high-

er law" recognized by every one who
believes in the supremacy of conscience
and duty to God. It is a very base and
inconsistent thing for an American to

profess a doctrine of blind, slavish obe-
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:ro to civil magistrates and laws,

liowi ! these may be. Tlic Ca-

tholic riiuii-li has always claimed to be

the iniall! .i) morals as well as

in lailh. The Pope lias always cxeicised

tlic Knrer of pronouncing the

infallible judgments of tlie church, and

the Vatican decrees have added nothing

to that power. They hive embodied the

tiial doctrine of the church in a

mi judgment with annexed penal-

ties, as an article of Catholic faith ; and,

in consequence, whoever refuses obedi-

and assent to that judgment is ifso

facto a lirielic and excommunicated.

It is therefore idle for Lord Acton and

l.unl Cani'ivs, "ho have stained their

nobility and their Catholic lineage by an

act of treason and apostasy, to pretend
to be Catholics. They are no more Cath-

olics than is Mr. Gladstone, and the Eng-
lish Catholics have repudiated them and

tlu-ir doctrine with indignation. It is

futile to pretend that the Pope claims any

;urc di-.'ino temporal power directly uvei

states or citizens in their political capaci-

ty, or pretends to retain any jure huviano

:iiy beyond his own kingdom.
The reader will find the general subject
of this notice discussed at greater length

here iii this number.

OUTI.INKS OK ASTRONOMY. By Arthur

Searle, A.M., Assistant at Harvaid
1

'Scrvatory. lf>mo, 415 pp.
ni : Ginn Brothers. 1874.

A new interest has within the past few

years been given to the science of astro-

nomy by the recent discoveries which

have ' in it, principally by the

nx- of the spectroscope and by the new
field which has been opened and which
is still opening before astronomers, of

physical research into the construction

of the celestial bodies. A short time ago
the science seemed nearly as complete as

it was ever likely to become
; now, while

retaining its old ground intact, it is ra-

pidly developing new resources, and, be-

sides being itself perfected, it is contribut-

ing no small share to the solution of the

great problem of the day in purely physi-
ral science the constitution of matter.

Many new and excellent works have,

accordingly, as might be expected, lately

appeared on the subject, called forth by
liie reawakened interest in it, both in the

\voih! at large and among scientific men.

Tlic book forming the subject of this no-

tice is certainly one of the best ol these.

It is not a mere condensed summary
of what is known and has been discover-

ed. Such summaries, of coin se, are of

great utility, both for refeien

text books, and serve excellently in the

latter way, if the object of the learner be

to memorize for a time a large number of

facts, or, in other words, to cram for an

examination. They may serve, for stu-

dents of good memories, even a perma-
nent purpose ; but they require close ap-

plication, and labor under the difficulty

too often a fatal one of not being inter-

esting, unless helped out by startling re-

presentations of nebulae, comets, clusters

of stars, and other beautiful objects at

which many people seem to suppose
astronomers to spend their lives in 'idly

gazing.
Fine writing, on the other hand, about

the grandeur and magnificence of the

celestial orbs, etc., is indeed often inter-

esting; but, though edifying and useful

in its way, it fails to instruct. One really
knows little more after it than before.

This book has to a grea* extent, and

pet haps as far as possible, avoided both

of these difficulties, which usually stand

in the way of people who wish to know

something of astronomy, but not to be-

come practical astronomers. It is more
on the plan of Herschel's treatise than of

any other which we remember, but is,

though this is saying a good deal, supe-
rior to it in two respects. One is, as is

obvious, that it is brought up to the pre-
sent state of the science

;
and the other,

that in the first part the geometrical dia-

grams usually considered necessary are

dispensed with, and supplied by inge-
nious popular illustrations borrowed from

facts of daily life, and familiar to all,

which attract, instead of terrifying, the

reader. It is true that the fear which

most people have of mathematics is to a

great extent unreasonable
;
but allowance

must be made, even for ill founded preju-
dices. Illustrations and explanations of

this kind, for which the author has a re-

markable talent, are a feature of the book

throughout.
Tlie last half of it is intended for those

who have a real desire to understand the

work which astronomers do, and how
they have done it ; the nature of the prob-
lems which they have to 'solve, and the

means employed. It docs not presup-

pose any really mathematical education ;
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what geometry is needed is explained as

it is required, and with a great deal of

originality, as we may observe by the

way. But to this branch of the subject
there is no admission, except by New-
ton's key of

"
patient thought." Those

who do not care to use it must dispense
with the knowledge to which it opens
the door. The chapter on the

"
History

of Astronomy
"

is, however, easy reading,
and much the best short sketch of the

progress of the science of which we are

aware.

The illustrations are excellent, not

being copies on a traditional type, but
taken from photographs or careful origi-

nal drawings. A copious index, appended
to the book, facilitates reference.

The work is mainly intended for the

general reader
; but there is no reason

why it should not be a text-book, espe-

cially for academies and colleges, as Sir

John Herschel's, already alluded to, has

proved to be. We have no hesitation in

recommending it for this purpose, and as

being worthy to take the place of any
now in use.

We regret that the words on page 384,

expressing a mere hope in the existence,
or at any rate in the providence, of God as

the authorof nature, should have been in-

serted. We have not noticed anything
else in the book to which Catholics can

object, unless it be the use of the word

infinity in the sense common to Protes-

tant authors, which is, in fact, the one or-

dinarily given to it by mathematicians.

THE TESTIMONY OF THE EVANGELISTS
EXAMINED UY THE RULES OF EVI-

DENCE ADMINISTERED IN COURTS OF

JUSTICE. By Simon Greenleaf, LL.D.,
late Dane Professor of Law in Har-
vard University, author of "Treatise
on the Law of Evidence," etc. New
York : James Cockcroft & Co. 1874.

Prof. Grccnlcafs reputation as a writer
on jurisprudence is too well known to

need any comment from us. In bringing
his judicial calmness and legal acumen
to bear on the Christian evidences, lie

has conferred an obligation which all

Christians must acknowledge. Hewrites
as a Christian scholar should write, with
learned gravity, yet with reverent sim-

plicity ;
and as he believes the divinity of

Our Lord, and raises no disputed point
of doctrine, his work may be accepted as

orthodox. It is in reading the produc-
tions of such minds as his that the really

ephemeral character of works like Re-
nan's Life of Jesus is best appreciated.
Rcnan holds a brief, and his argumcnls
in support of it are only fiowerv and

superficial rhetoric. Kenan's scenes arc

very dramatic the apparition of our
Lord to Magdalen, for instance, is work-
ed up with great elaborateness of effect ;

but when he comes to face solid evi-

dence, he fails most deplorably. Thus,
in treating of Our .Lord's appearance to

the apostles after his resurrection, and
the conviction of the doubting Thomas,
he merely says that at the first interview
S. Thomas was not present, adding in a
careless way :

"
It is said (on dit) that

eight days afterward he was satisfied."

A cavalier way this of disposing of a
most circumstantial piece of history!
This ample and elegant volume is a

new edition of a work published, we be-

lieve, some thirty years ago, and now
out of print. One of the best parts of

the book is the Appendix, containing,
among other things, M. Dupin's

" Refu-
tation of Salvador's Chapter on the Trial

of Jesus."

SINS OE THE TONGUE; OR, JEALOUSY IN

WOMAN'S LIFE
;
followed by discourses

on rash judgments, patience, and grace.
Boston : Patrick Donahoe. 1874.

THE VALIANT WOMAN: A series of dis-

courses intended for the use of women
living in the world. Boston : Patrick
Donahoe. 1874.

Two very practical books written by
Mgr. Landriot, late Archbishop of Kin inis,

and translated from the French bv He-
lena Lyons. After having passed through
four editions in England, Mr. Don.

presents them to us in an American dl

for circulation and perusal in this coun-

try. The print is clear, ihe translation

good, and the binding in keeping.
Both of these books will be found very

useful to clergymen who have the spirit-
ual direction of women living in the

world, and will assist them in prcp.irim;
sermons to decry those most mischievous

of sins: envy, jealousy, rash judgment*,
and sloth.

Although these books were written for

females, yet they will be very beneficial

to many of the opposite sex, who are not

unfrcquently in great need of cultivating



Nnv Publications. 7*9

reserve and chniily. The first one, par-

liculaily, may he lead with advanta;
sonic wiiteis lot the. IMT.-S, who SITIII lo

'( that caliiinny, detraction, ai'nl vitu-

peration are inoiial i-ins, which arc even
iiioi' re] when published to tin:

wuild than when only piivalely indulged
in, and that, uioit m er, the; exact icpaia-
tion.

ORDO DIVIXI OKFIUI RECITANDI MISS.K-

gn; Ci i.i:r,n AND.V:, JUXTA Ru:r,
liKI.VlARII AC MlbSAI.IS Rli.MASI, ANNO

lialiiinoix : apud Francs Lucas,

Bibliopolas, via vulgo dicta Market,
No. 170.

We beg pardon for having misquoted
the title of this work. The. title-page
contains the word "

Rcctandi," which we
have supposed to stand for "

Recitamli,"
and "

Celcbrande," for which \ve have

substituted " Celebrandac."

It would be well if the mistakes in

this important publication were all on
the title-page, and if they were all m<

misprints. We will, however, beg in with
these. The proofs do not seem to have
been lead at all.

The following, then, are some of the

misprints. Feb. .4,

"
S. Andrns Corsini."

Feb. 10, "/Aiw. f'ffs.sii'/i." Mar. 10, "A
dinftiis." Mar. 20,

" flicit lieri" and

"pricsent? CanJiiT." Mar. 28,
" DOM. RK-

T." This lasl is, if we remember

rightly, an old acquaintance. Apr. 13,
"

S. Hemenegildi." May 2,
"

S. Antha-
nasii." May 5.

"
pmstntt caditi'." May

19,
"

S. Prudentiair.c." Mav 23,
" Fes-

tum SS. Trinitatalis." The supeilluous
"at" here has perhaps come out of
" Matut." on June S, which reads "

Mill."

June 13,
"
Vcsp."

These will suffice as specimens of

mere typographical errors. The follow-

ing cannot be considered as such :

On Jamiaiy 16 we find the feast of S.

Marceilinus. The Breviary has Marcel-

Ins. Similarly, on July 13, we have S.

Anicctus for S. Anaclctus.

The feast of S. John Ncpomucen has

disappeared altogether. Unless it has

.1, it should have the day
to which that of S. Francis Caracciolo

lias been transferred. This rc'[uiics the

following changes :

June 15. For S. Francis Caracciolo

read S.John Nepomucen.
June 17. For S. Ub.ildus read S. Fian-

cis Caracciolo.

June 18. For S. Hernardine read S.

Jus.

June 22. For S. M. M. of Pazzi read

S. Hernardine.

June 23. For the Vigil of S. John read

S. M. M. of Paz/.i.

The assigned feast of S. Leo comes, it

would seem, this year, on July 3. Until
now it has been on July 7. Moreover,
we do not find it in the Hreviary on the

271)1 of June, as stated this year, but

lather on the 28th, as previously.
We must do the Ordo the justice to

say that it has itself corrected one of its

mistakes. It put in the feast of S. Justin
on the I4th of April, and has inserted .\

slip saying that this is only for the Ro-
man clergy.
Cannot we have a better Ordo next

year? It has been getting worse and
worse for some time. And if we have a

change for the better, would it not be a

good idea at the same time to separate
the part peculiar to the Diocese of Bahi
more entirely froih the rest, for the con-

venience of the clergy? Since writing
the above, our attention has been called

to the omission of the anniversaries ol

consecration of some of our bishops.
There may be some other errors ; it is

not probable that we have noticed all.

RKCI.F.MF.NT ECCLF.SIASTIQI-E DE PIJ.KRK
Li; GRAND. Par le R. P. C. Tondini,
Harnabitc. Paris : Libr. do la Soc.

liibliogr., 75 Rue du Bac. 1874.

F. Tondini has sent us two copies of

this curious and valuable document, for

which he will please accept our thanks.
It contains the text of the Regulation in

Russian, Latin, and French, with other

pieces and notes, and is prefaced by an
introduction. There is a great deal of

political talent and skill exhibited in this

code of the Russian Peter, which is the

foundation upon which the modern schis-

matical Church of Russia is founded.
There arc also many things in it most
whimsical and amusing. The Emperor
Paul wanted to celebrate a Pontifical

Mass in vestments of sky-blue velvet.

Peter did not care about performing any
such childish escapade as this, but he
was resolved to exercise the governing
power of a supreme pontiff, and he car-

ried his resolve into execution. The one
salient feature of his regulation is the

systematic effort to degrade the hierarchy
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ar.d clergy of the Russian Church, to

make them impotent and contemptible.
The able despot, aided by his unscrupu-
lous instruments, succeeded but too well.

The ultimate result has been that Russia

is worm-eaten and undermined by infi-

delity and its necessary concomitant, the

revolutionary principle. There is no

salvation for it, even politically, except
in a return to obedience to the See of

Peter, the Prince of the Apostles. Our

Episcopalian admirers of the Russian
Church will find some wholesome read-

ing in this interesting and learned work
of F. Tondini.

SADLIERS' CATHOLIC DIRECTORY, ALMA-

NAr, AND ORDO FOR THE YEAR OF OUR
LORD 1875. New York: D. &J. Sad-

lier&Co. 1875.

In ihe cursory glance we have been
able to give this publication, we are glad
to notice an evident effort to improve on
the issues of previous years. We do not

look for perfection in such difficult com-

pilations, and anything approaching it

is to be commended.

IERNF. OF ARMORICA. By J. C. Bate-

man. New York: D. ft J. Sadliur &
Co. 1874.

This work, reprinted from Father Cole-

ridge's admirable Quarterly Series, was

noticed, at the time of its original pub-
lication, in THE CATHOLIC WORLD for

June, 1873. We have also received from

the same house : Moore's Irish Melodies,

with memoir and notes by John Savage ;

Carleton's Redmond Count O'Hanlon, The
Evil Eye, and The Black Baronet ; the

latter reprints, we believe, of works here-

tofore published by Mr. Donahoe of

Boston.

THE MILWAUKEE CATHOLIC MAGAZINE,

January, 1875.

We welcome to our table this new con-

temporary, an octavo monthly of thirty-
two pages, just come to hand. The editor

having beautified the churches and dwell-

ings of his locality with the produc-
tions of his pencil and crayon, now takes

up the pen professional ; though he has

heretofore made occasional contributions

to the press, which have recently been

put into book-form. He brings to his

task a refined, poetic taste, a genuine ap-

preciation of the beautiful in art and' na-

ture, and a sturdy good sense, which will

doubtless serve him well in.his new rela-

tions. We wish him all success.

ANNOUNCEMENT. The Catholic Publi-

cation Society has in press, and will

soon publish from advance sheets, two

very important works in answ'er to Mr.

Gladstone's late pamphlet ;
one by the

Very Rev. John Henry Newman, D.D.,

and the other by His Grace Archbishop

Manning. The former is entitled A
Letter to the Dnkc of Norfolk, on the occa-

sion of Mr. Gladstone's recent Expostulation,
and the latter, The Vatican Decrees i.tnl

their Bearings on Civil Allegiance.
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ITALIAN DOCUMENTS OF FREEMASONRY.

WHEN Elias Ashmole and his

literary friends amused their learned

leisure at Brazenose in the construc-

tion of abstruse symbols and mystic

jargon, that passed through their

cavalier associates to the first Ma-
sonic lodges, they could never have

foreseen the result of their invention.

In less than two centuries the asso-

i iation that sprang from the union

of a few Royalist officers in England,
and accompanied the exile of King
James' followers to France, has

spread itself over the two hemi-

spheres, a mystery where it is not a

terror. Its history has been written

by many pens and in many colors.

Some have ascribed to it an origin
lost in fabulous antiquity, or traced

its genealogy back a thousand years
before the Christian era. To some it

is an absurd system of innocent mys-

tificfation, without any capacity for

the good it promises, and powerless
for the evil with which its intentions

are credited. But others discern un-

der its mantle of hypocrisy nothing
less than a subtle organization for

the destruction of all established or-

der, and a diabolical conspiracy for

the overthrow of religion. Between
the two descriptions our choice is

easily made. The voice of the Ro-
man pontiffs, our guardians and our

teachers, has been neither slow nor

uncertain. Clement XII. and Bene-

dict XIV., Pius VII. and Leo XII.,

Gregory XVI. and Pius IX., have

unequivocally condemned Masonic
societies as hot-beds of impiety and
sedition. This judgment was not

lightly pronounced. It proceeded
from an examination of the manuals,

statutes, and catechisms of the order,

from undoubted evidence of its prac-
tical action as well as its speculative

principles. Since the close of the

last century many writers, both

Catholic and Protestant, have con-

tributed by their researches to justify

the sentence of the popes, and no-

thing has more powerfully aided these

efforts than the publication from time

to time of the authentic documents

of this secret society.

A signal service has just been ren-

dered to the same cause by the pub-
lication in Rome of the General

Entered according to Act of Congress, in the year 1875, by Rev. I. T. HECKER, in the Office of th*

Librarian of Congress, at Washington, D. C.
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Statutes of Freemasonry, and of

two rituals for initiation into the

first and thirtieth grades of the craft.*

It would be a mistake to suppose
that the organization of Freemasonry
is everywhere identical, or that it has

been always harmoniously developed
to the same extent in the different

countries where it has taken root. It

has been torn by schisms from the

beginning, although its divisions,

which concerned rather matters of

form and detail than general princi-

ples, have never prevented its com-

bining for common purposes of de-

struction. The two great factions

which divide the brethren take their

name from the rite which they pro-
fess. The orthodox Masons, who are

the great majority, give their alle-

giance to the Scottish rite, which at

one time, they say, had its principal

seat in Edinburgh. Now, as Do-

menico Anghcra, Grand-Master of

the Neapolitan Orient, tells us in are-

served circular of the zzd of May last,

which has found its way to the pub-
lic papers, the acknowledged centre

is established in Maryland under the

specious designation ofMother-Coun-

cil of the World. In the Scottish

rite the grades are thirty-three : eigh-

teen symbolic, twelve philosophic,

and three administrative. The Re-

form of Orleans, which distinguishes

the followers of the French rite,

abolishes all the philosophic and

higher grades, and reduces the sym-
bolic to seven. The reformers are

reproached with clipping the wings

of the eagle of liberty, forbidding the

introduction of political and religious

questions into the lodges, and can-

celling at a stroke two-thirds of the

Masonic programme, Equality and

*Strttuti Cenerali td altn documenti del

Framassoiii pttbHicati per la frima. volta con

note dichiarative. Roma: 1874.

Rituali Massonici del prime e del trentesimo

gratia detti di Apprendistn e di Cavaliere Ka-
dofh, per la frima voltafxtMicati ecommtntati.

Roma: 1874.

Liberty, making Fraternity sole motto

of the order.

The documents published are those

of the orthodox Masons of the Scot-

tish rite, which is almost exclusively

followed in Italy. Of their authenti-

city there is no doubt. The statutes

are printed from the latest edition,

clandestinely prepared for Masonic

use at Naples (Tipografia dell' In-

dustria, 1874). They are distributed

into five hundred and eighty articles,

and in the Roman reprint are follow-

ed by thirty-seven supplementary
statutes for Italy agreed to in the

Masonic convention held at Rome
in May. The rituals, equally authen-

tic, are also copied from the most

recent editions. Without the rituals,

the statutes cannot be understood.

The latter are put into the hands of

all Freemasons, and the language,
when not positively misleading, is

studiously ambiguous, only to be ex-

plained as the initiated proceeds in

his graduation. It is necessary to

give their substance at greater length
than the platitudes and general pro-

fessions of philanthropy they contain

would warrant, in order that the

commentary afforded by the other

manuals may bring the hypocrisy
and imposture of the system into full

relief. As far as possible these doc-

uments shall be allowed to speak for

themselves. They are their own in-

dictment.

The General Constitutions of the

Society of Freemasons of the Ancient

and Accepted Scottish Rite in their

first paragraph declare that the scope
of the order is the perfection of rnan-

kind. Embracing in its scheme the

whole human race, the grand aim of

the institution requires its members

to devote all their material means

and mental faculties to its furtherance.

The brethren, whatever be their

nationality, to whatever rite of Ma-

sonry they owe allegiance, are mem-
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bers of a great family, one as "is the

species to which they belong, as the

globe they inhabit, as nature which

they contemplate. For this reason

Freemasons of every country are to

uke among themselves the designa-
tion of brothers, and both in and out

of their lodges show, in their deport-
ment to each other, true fraternal af-

fection. The venerable president of

the lodge is required to see observed

that strict equality which ought to

exist among brothers. He is never

to forget that the simple quality of

man in the eyes of a Freemason
commands the highest respect, and
is to show deference only to such as

deserve it by their virtue and superior
Masonic acquirements. He must
never permit a brother to assume

any superiority over another on ac-

count of rank or distinctions he may
enjoy in the profane world. He him-

self, on his admission to office, is re-

minded that he is but primus inter

pares, that his authority lasts only
for a time. He must never make
his superiority be felt by the others.

He ought to reflect that he is chosen
to lead because he is considered pos-
sessed of the necessary prudence,
and that only gentle and kind de-

meanor can secure the harmony that

should reign among Freemasons.

Every member at his initiation, be-

sides his entry-money paid to the

treasurer, must deposit a sum for the

benevolent fund. At every meeting
of the lodge a collection is made for

the poor. This is so essential that

any meeting where this duty has been

omitted is declared not Masonic, ir-

regular and null. All fines imposed
on delinquents or absentees go to the

same fund. The grand almoner is

charged with the distribution of the

offerings among the more indigent
of the fraternity, and even the pro-
fane are sometimes admitted to share

in the Masonic alms. Every appli-

cation for assistance must be made

through a member, and is discussed

in the lodge. Preference is to be

given to those cases where distress

has not been produced by idleness or

vice. Certain circumstances justify
the president in authorizing an alms

without consulting the lodge, but an

explanation is to be given at the first

meeting. He has also power to

exempt the poorer brethren from the

payment of the regular subscription,
but this he is enjoined to do with

such precautions as may conceal the

exemption from the other members
of the lodge. Were he to manifest

the favor, he would be expelled the

order.

In every lodge there is an offi-

cial styled hospitaller, whose duty it

is to visit the brethren in sickness

daily, and supply them with medi-

cines and whatever else they may
happen to need. All the members
of the lodge are obliged to visit the

sick brother, one each day by turns,

and also during his convalescence.

A remarkable provision is added,

obliging the sick Mason to receive

the visits of his brethren. If the ill-

ness is dangerous, the sick man must

hand over all his Masonic papers to

those who are deputed to take

charge of them. The funeral ex-

penses of a deceased member are

defrayed by the lodge, when cir-

cumstances require it, and he is ac-

companied to the grave by all his

brethren of the same or lower grade
in Freemasonry. The lodge ora-

tor, where practicable, pronounces a

discourse over the tomb, enumerat-

ing the virtues and praises of the de-

ceased ;
within the lodge the oration

must never be omitted.

In keeping with the professedly
humanitarian scope of the order are

those articles of the statutes which

regulate the admission of new mem-
bers :

" If the end of the institu-
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tion is the perfection of mankind, it

is indispensable that the Freemason

should practise true morality, which

supposes the knowledge and practice

of the duties and rights of man. He
ought, accordingly, to be upright, hu-

mane, sincere, beneficent to every
srt of persons, and, above all, a

good father, a good son, a good bro-

ther, a good husband, and a good
citizen. A Freemason must be a

citizen in full enjoyment of his civil

rights, of acknowledged probity, and

of at least ordinary intelligence. No
one is admitted who has not the age

required by the statutes. No one

may be admitted or may remain in

the order who has once been employ-
ed or engages in servile, mean, and

dishonorable trades or professions,

or who has been condemned to suf-

fer punishment for crime. The ex-

piation of any such sentence gives

no claim for readmittance."

The retiring warden, handing
over the keys of the Masonic tem-

ple to the warden-elect, admonishes

the latter to exclude from its pre-

cincts all who have not laid aside

every profane distinction, and who
do not seek to enter solely by the

path of virtue. Every precaution is

taken to prevent the admission of

unworthy subjects. The age for re-

ception is fixed at twenty-one, but

the son of a Freemason may be initi-

ated at eighteen, or even at fifteen

if his father is of the upper grades
of the order. The candidate must

be proposed in the lodge by a mem-
ber. Three commissioners are secret-

ly appointed to separately inquire

into the antecedents of the postulant,

each inquisitor concealing his man-

date from his fellow-commissioners.
" The investigation," it is prescrib-

ed,
" should chiefly turn on the con-

stant integrity of the profane in his

habitual conduct, on the exact dis-

charge of the duties of his position,

on the rectitude and safeness of his

principles, on the firmness of his

character, on his activity and ability

to penetrate, develop, and fully under-

stand the profound sciences which

the mystic Masonic institute offers

to the consideration of its follow-

ers."

The three reports of the inquisi-
tors must agree in recommending
the candidate ; otherwise the subject

drops. But even when the commis-
sioners unanimously approve of the

proposal, the question is put to the

secret votes of the lodge in three sev-

eral meetings. Two negative votes

in the first ballot are sufficient to de-

lay the next trial for three months,
while after three negatives at is put
off for nine ; and if at the end of

that time three black bails are again
found in the urn, the candidate is

definitively rejected, and communi-
cation is made of the result to the

Grand Orient, which informs all the

dependent lodges of the exclusion,

to prevent the admission of the re-

jected candidate among the breth-

ren of its jurisdiction.

Having secured by these stringent

regulations the purity of selection,
and put the mystic temple beyond
the risk of contamination by un-

worthy neophytes, it is not surpris-

ing that the statutes should tell us

(paragraph 444)
" that the character

of Freemason does not admit the

supposition that he can commit a

fault." Nevertheless, considering the

weakness of human nature and the

force of old habits imperfectly sub-

dued, certain violations of decorum

arecontemplated in the statutes which

constitute Masonic faults, and are enu-

merated with the penalties attached to

each. Among these peccadilloes are

mentioned perjury and treason against
the order, the revelation of its mys-
teries, embezzlement of its funds, in-

subordination and rebellion against
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its authority, duelling among brethren,

and breaches of hospitality.

Out of the lodges the conduct of

the brethren is to be closely watched.

It is the duty of the president to ad-

monish any one whose conduct is

reprehensible. This he must do in

secret, and with due fraternal ten-

derness endeavor to bring back the

wanderer to the path of virtue.

Kvery corporation lias to see that its

individual members do nothing to

forfeit the good opinion and confi-

dence of the world at large. When,
therefore, a brother is subjected to

a criminal prosecution and proved
guilty, the lodge is to take immedi-
ate steps for his expulsion.

Promotion from the lower to the

higher grades of Masonry is regulat-
ed on the same principles of merito-

rious selection that govern the first

admission of members. Irreprehen-
sible conduct, both in his civil and
Masonic capacity, are requisite in the

aspirant; and he must have acquir-
ed a thorough knowledge of the

grade which he possesses before he

can be advanced to greater light.

Certain intervals must pass between
each successive step, that the spirit

and devotednest of the brother may
be fully ascertained and his promo-
tion justified.

Minute rules are laid down in the

statutes to regulate the proceedings
in lodge. The arrangement of the

seats, the order of business, the

method of discussion, al! is provided
for in a way to promote harmony
and social feeling. Unbecoming
behavior and offensive language are

severely punished. "Among Free-

masons everything must breathe wis-

dom, kindness, and joy." Any bro-

ther may signify his dissent from a

proposal while it is under discussion;
but when it has received the appro-
bation of the majority, he must ap-

plaud the decision with the rest,
" and

not be so foolishly vain as to think

his own opinion better than that of

the greater number." When the

ritual practices have been observed,

and necessary business despatched,
the presiding dignitary may invite

the brethren to suspend their labors

and engage without formality in con-

versation or amusement. After this

relaxation the ceremonial is resumed
for the remainder of the meeting,
and the lodge is closed in the usual

manner.

Prominent among the observances

instituted for the cultivation of

Masonic feeling are the Agapa of

Masonic banquets. Some are tic

rigt-ur, as those on the Feasts of S.

John the Baptist and S. John the

Kvangelist, and on the anniversary
of the foundation of the various

lodges. Others may be given ac-

cording to circumstances. In the

regulation banquets the lodge orator

makes an appropriate address. Toasts

and songs enliven the entertainment,

and dancing is not prohibited. Be-

tween the toasts a poet, if there be

one, may offer some of his produc-
tions.

"
Mirth, harmony, and sobriety

are the characteristics of a Masonic
feast." Officials are charged to

maintain order and detorum in these

reunions. They are instructed to

observe a "
moderate, fraternal aus-

terity
"

in their superintendence.
Venial slips may be corrected on the

spot, and a trifling penance imposed,
which must be accepted with the

best grace. A brother who more

gravely offends against any of the

social decencies is to be rigorously
chastised at the first 'subsequent

meeting.
After the claim of Freemasonry to

represent a universal brotherhood,
and its professed purpose to effect a

general diffusion of its principles and

influence, we are not surprised to

find the statutes enjoin the most abso-
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lute respect for all political opinions
and all religious beliefs. The 325111
article says :

"
It is never permitted to

discuss matters of religion or affairs

of state in the lodges."* We are not,

Tiowever, to interpret toleration into a

denial of the foundation of religious

truth, or into a wicked connivance at

subversive agencies in the body
politic. Every Masonic temple is

consecrated to the.
" Great Architect

of the Universe." In the name of

him,
" the purest fountain of all per-

fection," the election of the office-

bearers is proclaimed on S. John's

day. By him they swear when, with

their hands on S. John's Gospel, they

promise fidelity to the order. All

their solemn deeds are inscribed
" to the glory of the Great Architect

of the Universe," in the name of S.

John of Scotland (S. John the Bap-

tist), or of S. John of Jerusalem (S.

John the Evangelist), according to

the rite. The Bible is always

reverently placed on the warden's

table when the lodges meet, and the

proceedings are always opened with

an invocation of the Deity. If the

craft admits among its adepts men
of all persuasions, it professes to do
so because it does not search con-

sciences. Its toleration, it declares,

does not proceed from atheism, but

from enlightened liberality. Nor
has the state anything to apprehend
from the brethren, if we believe the

admonition addressed to a novice at

his initiation.
" Masons are forbid-

den to mix themselves up in con-

spiracies." The first toast in all

Masonic banquets is to the head of

the nation. It would be strange
indeed if, notwithstanding the enlight-

ened scope of the institution and the

* The French Reformers were reproached for in-

serting this article, but it is found in the statutes of

the Scottish Rite printed at Naples, the centre of

Italian orthodoxy. Perhaps it was left an innocu-

ous relic of bygone servitude, when royal Freema-
sons insisted on lettering the craft with this clause-

Hue its value was as well understood then as now.

jealous care with which it professes
to exclude all those who are trouble-

some to society or have given cause

of complaint in their, civil conduct,

any government should find that the

Masonic body was not one of the

firmest stays of order. Virtue, philan-

thropy, benevolence, brotherhood

these are the watchwords of Masonry,
and its statutes appropriately termi-

nate in the following paragraph :

" The Freemason is the faithful friend

of his country and of all men. He must
not forget that by the oath he took at his

initiation he stripped himself of every

profane decoration and of all that is vul-

gar in man, to assume no other distinc-

tion but the sweet name of brother. Let

his conduct correspond to the title, and
the scope of Masonry is attained."

We have hitherto drawn on the

General Constitutions, which are bind-

ing on "
all Masonic lodges, and

on all Freemasons, of whatever grade,

throughout the two hemispheres."
As these statutes, though carefully-

guarded from the eyes of the pro-

fane, are put into the hands of

the apprentices or youngest adepts,
whose prudence and capacity for

greater light have still to be tested, it

would be dangerous to make in them
more open professions of faith than

are covered by elastic and general

expressions; yet there is sufficient

internal evidence in them to show

that the maxims they contain are

mere exoteric doctrine compared to

the deeper revelation of the inner

sanctuary, where only the tried crafts-

man may dare to penetrate.
" Se-

crecy," say the Constitutions,
"

is the

first characteristic of the order."

And this secrecy is to be observed

not merely towards the uninitiated,

but is equally enforced between the

different grades of the brotherhood.

The presence of a member of a low-

er crade regulates the quality of

the business to be transacted in the
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lodge, even if all the others are mas-

ter-masons. And not only the busi-

ness but the very ceremonial must

be accommodated to the imperfection
of those present. Eacli of the thirty-

three grades has its own ritual, the

publication of which is high treason

to the order, and which cannot be

read without profanation by a mem-
ber of inferior degree. The books

in the lodge library are by no means

promiscuous reading, but are permit-
ted according to gradation. Hence
the multiplicity of officials with fan-

tastic names who watch over the

privacy of the proceedings, verify

the certificates of strangers, look out

lor spies or illegitimate intruders
;

hence the precautions taken with

their documents, and the intricate

system of checks and counterchecks

on tile very office-bearers through
whose hands the correspondence
and written documents of an inti-

mate nature have to pass. Why all

this secrecy, and why those terrible

oaths, which we have still to see, if

the end of Masonry is faithfully ex-

hibited in these Constitutions? As

they stand, they might almost suit a

pious confraternity. Doubtless there

are suspicious articles. Their exclu-

siveiu-ss is not a Christian trait.

*' Odi profanum vulgu* ct arceo"

is not the spirit ofreligion. The visits

to the sick, and the obligation not to

decline them, receive a dubious com-

mentary in the death-bed scenes

now so distressingly frequent in

Italy : when the minister of religion

is driven aw.iy by the visitors even

when sent for by the dying man or

his relatives. The solemn decree,
' The hand of a Mason shall not be

raised against a brother," throws

light on the inexplicable verdicts of

Junes, judicial sentences, and re-

markable escapes of condemned

prisoners with which the newspapers

have made us familiar. But from

the statutes we can learn no more.

\Vc cannot discover whether the

anti-Christian and anti-social max-
ims which are unquestionably ascrib-

ed to Masonry are the real outcome
of its teaching, or an element quite
extraneous to its genuine principles.
This is to be gathered from other

sources, and, fortunately, these are

at hand in equally authentic docu-

ments, the rituals of the several de-

grees, and many of the secret in-

structions that from time to time are

issued by the directing lodges. An
examination of these leaves no room
to doubt the genuine scope of the

association. The process may be

tedious, but it is conclusive. It

brings out the hideous impiety of

the sect and its satanic hypocrisy.
Let us follow, Ritual in hand, a

neophyte in his first initiation to the

grade of apprentice.
A lodge is properly composed of

four chambers a vestibule, the

Chamber of Reflection, the middle

chamber, and the lodge proper, or tem-

ple. In the last the ordinary assem-

blies of the Masons are held, but for

the initiation of a member all the

apartments are put in requisition. The
candidate is conducted, if possible, in

a carriage, blindfolded, to the place
of meeting ;

at all events, he must be

blindfolded before entering the Ma-
sonic precincts. He is led first into

the vestibule, where he is handed
over to the Expert. This function-

ary, who is clothed in a long, black

robe, with a hood concealing his

features, takes the candidate by the

hand, then bids him put his confi-

dence in God, and, after making him
take several turns in the outer cham-

ber, introduces him to the Chamber
of Reflection. This is described in

the Ritual as

" A dark place impenetrable to the rays
of ihe sun, lit by a single sepulchral lamp.
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The walls are painted black with death's

heads and similar funereal emblems to

assist the recipient in his meditations.
He has to pass through the four elements
of the ancients, and here he is supposed
to find himself in the bowels of the earth,

reminded of his last abode and of the

vanity of earthly things by the spectacle
of a skeleton stretched on a bier. In the

absence of a skeleton a skull must be

placed on a small table in the centre of

the room. On the table are pen, ink, and

paper, a disli of water, and a piece of

bread. A chair completes the furniture."

Inscriptions are distributed over
the walls

; as,
" If curiosity has

brought you here, depart,"
li If you

are capable of dissimulation, trem-

ble," and others, as the lodge may
think proper. The Ritual adds :

" If

it can be conveniently arranged, ap-

propriate voices may be made to

proceed from the ceiling." The can-

didate is made to sit with his back
to the door, and the bandage is

taken from his eyes. The Expert
addresses him :

" I leave you to your
reflections. You will not be alone.

God sees every one." Then he quits
him abruptly, and, closing the door,
locks it behind him.

The length of time to be em-

ployed in self-examination is not pre-
scribed in tin-- Ritual, but is left to the

caprice of the Masons, who are now

engaged in the temple. When the

brethren are bent on a joke at the

expense of the recipient, it has been

known to extend over four hours.

The state of the patient during this

time may be imagined. He came
with his head full of mysterious fan-

cies about Masonry, and the first

surroundings are calculated to crowd

perplexing thoughts on an already

agitated mind. Some never get

past this first essay. They have had

enough of the mystic rite at the

threshold, and are accompanied to

the dom with the gibes and laughter
of the brotherhood, who then close

the evening over a repast prepared

at the expense of the candidate with

his forfeited entrance money.
In most cases, however, the time

for reflection is just so much as is

necessary to allow the completion
of the opening ceremonies in the

temple preparatory to the reception
of the neophyte. When these are

finished, the president sends the Ex-

pert to require of the candidate writ-

ten replies to three questions:
' What does man owe to God ?

What does he owe to himself?

What to his fellow-men ?" The
candidate is also to' be told that as

the trials through which he has to

pass are full of danger, it behooves

him to make his will. When the

Expert returns, the will is laid by to

be returned to the candidate at the

end of the function
;
but the answers

to the three questions are discussed

in public, and the disquisitions in

theology, philosophy, and ethics may
be fancied. If among the auditors

there are junior Masons whose ears

are not yet accustomed to unequivo-
cal negations of God and the human

soul, the president strives to mode-
rate the language of the disputants,
and always sums up with a vague
and general declaration of respect
for all opinions, and of Masonic tol-

eration.

The recipient is now prepared for

further tests. The preparation con-

sists first in having his eyes once
more bandaged in the Chamber of

Reflection, then in being stripped
of his clothes,

"
left only in his shirt

and drawers, with his left breast and
arm and his right leg bare, his feet

in slippers, and a cord twined three

times round his neck." He is led

by this cord to the door of the lodge.
Here he is to be subjected to a

lengthy interrogatory as to his

name, birthplace, age, profession, and

other qualifications.
" As Masonry-

receives into its bosom members of
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all opinions and all religions, the

president must not propose political

or religious questions to offend the

sentiments or belief of the recipient

or of the auditory."

In due time the neophyte may
learn that the creed of Masons is to

have none, and that its politics are

the subversion of all authority; but

prejudices must be respected at the

outset, and the apprentices are not

to be shocked unprepared. When
the examination is over, the farce

begins. The doors of the lodge are

thrown open with a great noise, and

as soon as the candidate has been

led into the room, the Tiler holding
the point of a sword against his

naked breast, they are violently shut.
' What do you perceive ?" the presi-

dent asks. "I see nothing," the re-

cipient must answer; ''but I feel the

point of a sword on my breast."

"That point," says the president,
'

is symbolic of the remorse that

would gnaw your heart, should you
ever betray the society you seek to

enter. Think what you are about to

do. Awful tests await you. Terri-

ble brother, take this profane one out

of the lodge, and lead him through
those places which all must pass

over who would know our secrets."

The candidate is then led out and

made to take so many turns that he

completely loses every idea of where

he is; and when he has quite lost his

bearings, he is again in the lodge, al-

though lie does not know it
;
and

the brethren, in breathless silence,

await the progress of the comedy.
A large, wooden frame, filled in

with paper, has been prepared in his

absence, and set up in the lodge be-

fore the entrance. " What is to be

done to this profane one?" asks Bro-

ther Terrible. " Throw him into the

cavern/' replies the president. Two
Masons then seize the candidate and

cast him against the frame. The

paper, of course, breaks, and the can-

didate is caught in the arms of some

of the brethren who are in waiting.

The doors of the lodge are then <
'.

ed with noise, an iron ring, passing
over a dentated bar of iron, is made
to imitate the bolting of the door,

and the candidate, blindfolded, out

of breath, stunned, and frightened,

really may fancy himself at the bot-

tom of a cavern,

The candidate is now seated on a

stool, with a jagged bottom and un-

equal legs which never find a plane,

that with its constant and uneven

motion keeps the occupant in per-

petual terror of falling. From this

uneasy seat he must answer all the

fanciful questions that the whim of

the president or his own condition

suggests. Metaphysics, astronomy,
natural sciences, may all enter into

the examination; and as the qvies

lions are asked without previous

notice, the replies are not always

satisfactory. Although the Ritual

prescribes the greatest decorum and

gravity to be observed during the

ceremony, that the neophyte m.iy Im-

properly impressed, and prohibits all

rough usage and buffoonery, this is

to be understood by the gloss of

another Ritual, which says that " this

test of the stool of reflection is insti-

tuted for the purpose of discovering

how far the physical torture which

the candidate is made to suffer in his

uneasy seat influences the clearness

of his ideas."

If after this examination the p.i-

tient still perseveres in his resolution

to enter the Masonic fraternity, he is

admonished to prepare for other

trials. First, he must swear to keep
absolute silence on all Masonic se

< rets. This oath is to be taken over

a cup of water. " If your intention

is pure, you may drink with safety.

If in your heart you are a traitor,

tremble at the instant and terrible
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effects of the potion." The fatal cup
is then presented to him. This is a

chalice-shaped vessel, having the cup
movable on a pivot in the base, and

separated vertically into two divisions.

In one there is fresu water, and this

side is presented to the candidate.

In the other there is a bitter mixture.

When the candidate, still blindfolded,

r
has taken hold of the cup, the presi-
dent invites him to drink, and at the

same time to swear after himself in

the following terms :
"

I promise
the faithful observance of all Masonic

obligations, and if I prove false to

my oatli
"

here he is made to taste

the fresh water, and then the cup is

turned so that the next draught must
be taken from the side containing the

bitter mixture, and the president con-

tinues with the remainder of the oath

to be repeated by the recipient
"

I

consent to have the sweetness of this

water turned into gall, and its saluta-

ry effect changed to poison." Here
the countenance of the candidate

undergoes the expected change, and
at the sight of the fatal grimace
the president, striking a terrible blow
on the table with his mallet, cries out,
" Ha ! what do I see ? What means
that distortion of your face ? Away
with the profane !" The poor can-

didate is removed back some paces,
and then the president addresses

him :
" If you? purpose is to deceive

us, retire at once. Soon it will be

too late. We would know your per-

fidy, and then it were better for you
never to have seen the light of day.
Think well on it. Brother Terrible,

seat him on the stool of reflection.

Let him there consider what he must

do." When the candidate has been

on his uneasy seat for some time, the

president asks him if he means to

persevere. If he persists, the Terri-

ble brother is told to accompany him
on \\vsfirstjourney and protect him in

its dangers. The Ritual proceeds :

" The Expert shall conduct the candi-

date through this first journey, making
it as difficult as possible, with thrusts,

ascents, descents, wind, thunder
;
in such

a way that he can have no idea of the

ground he goes over, and all in a manner
calculated to leave a deep impression on
the aspirant."

We really cannot go on without

apologizing to the reader for detain-

ing him over this contemptible mum-
mery. It is humiliating to human
nature that men who make the loftiest

professions of respect for its dignity
should debase themselves to such a

depth of absurdity. And tin's, too,

when they matriculate in their school

of perfection. Out of a mad-house
and a Masonic lodge folly like this

is inconceivable.

To return to our journey. It is a

farce to an onlooker, but it is a

serious matter to the patient. He
still supposes himself in the cavern,
and is forced to make several rounds
of the lodge, passing over boards

that move under him on wheels, to

boards adjusted to take a see-saw

motion, and from these to others that

suddenly yield under his weight in

trap-door fashion. He is perpetually

getting directions ?o stoop, to raise

his right foot, to raise his left, to leap ;

and corresponding obstructions are

put in his way at every movement.
He is made to mount an interminable

ladder, like a squirrel in a cage, and,
when lie must think himself as high
as a church-steeple, is told to fliug

himself down, and falls a couple of

feet. Perspiring and out of breath,

confused, terrified, and fatigued, his

ears are filled witli the most horrible

noises. Shrieks and cries of pain,

wailing of children, roaring of wild

beasts, are heard on every side. All

the theatrical appliances to produce

thunder, rain, hnil, wind, and tem-

pest are employed in well-appoint-
ed lodges ;

and in the others the

ingenuity of the merry brethren sup-
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phe> the want of machinery. The

first journey is finished when the

brethren are tired of the amusement,
.uul then the candidate makes a

.nd journey without the obstacles,

and during this he only hears the

clashing of swords. A third journey

is made in peace, and at last the

candidate passes thrice over an ignit-

ed preparation of sulphur, and his

purification by earth, water, air, and

tire is complete.
Now comes a Masonic instruction

which we shall quote from the Rit-

ual :

"'Do you believe,' asks the Venera-

ble, 'in a Supreme Being?' The answer
ol the candidate is usually in the affirma-

tive. And then ihe president may reply :

This answer does you honor. If we
admit persons of all persuasions, it is

because \ve <lo not pry into the consci-

ence. We believe that the incense of

virtue is *CC< |>t.iblc to the Deity, in what-

ever form it is offered. Our toleration

pun-ceils not from atheism, but from

lihriality and philosophy.'
"

I'.ut mark what follows:

'If the ramlidatc in his reply says he

(l.)i-s not believe in God, the president is

t > say : 'Atheism is incomprehensible.
The only division possible among candid
niL-n is on the question whether the First

Cause is spii it or matter. But a material-

ist is no atheist.'"

This is a specimen of Masonic

theology, expressed in guarded terms,
to respect the weaker susceptibilities

of an assembly of apprentices ; for we
must remember that we are assisting
at art initiation to the first grade,
which is conducted in presence of

the youngest Masons. Still, no veil

can conceal the boldness of the

declaration, and the apology of

materialism will surely not protect
the dullest adept who remembers
the first lessons of his catechism

Irom taking scandal at its effrontery,
lint if he is to graduate in the higher

honors, he must sooner or later get

an inkling of what is in reserve, and

it is as well that from the very first

grade he should be able without

much help to proceed to the develop-
ment of the Masonic idea of God
nature and that universe of which

lie himself is a part to pantheism

pure and simple. Indeed, the Rivista

dtlki Maisoneria of the ist of August,

1874, ventures a little further: " All

are aware that this formula (Great
Architectofthe Universe) by common
consent has no exclusive meaning,
much less a religious one. It is a

formula that adapts itself to every

taste, even an atheist's." *

After this it is scarcely necessary to

read on in the Ritual :

" ' What is deism ?' asks the president.

Havinij heard the answer, he is to sub-

join :

' Deism is belief in God without

revelation or worship. It is the religion
of the future, destined to supersede all

other systems in the world.'
"

The catechising proceeds in a

similar strain through a multiplicity

of questions, which are all treated

with a studied ambiguity of lan-

guage, affirming and denying, saying
and unsaying in a breath, leaving

nothing unimphed, to satisfy ad-

vanced impiety, and softening down
the bolder expressions that would

grate on the ears of a novice.

When the examination is over, the

marking of the new brother is to be

proceeded with. He is told to pre-

pare to receive the impression of a

hot iron on his person, and is re-

quested to mention on what part he

would prefer to be branded. The
Masons then go through the prepa-
rations of lighting a tire, blowing
with a bellows, turning the iron with

tongs, discussing the redness of the

heated instrument, all in the hearing
of the patient, who, still blind-folded,

* It is also explained, but not at this stage, that

the invocation of S. John as patron of the lodge*
is a deception, Janus being the real protector.
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stands pale and trembling, in spite of

his resolution to go through, the

operation. The diversion this tor-

ture affords the lodge may well be

imagined. Of course there is no

branding, but the rituals suggest
different methods of producing the

sensation. One recommends vio-

lent friction of the part indicated for

branding, and then the sudden ap-

plication of a piece of ice. Another

directs the hot wick of a candle just

blown out to be pressed against the

skin. Sometimes the president de-

clares himself satisfied with the resig-

nation of the neophyte, and dispens-
es with the operation. Generally
the ceremonies of the Ritual are

considerably curtailed in practice;
not even Masons can endure their

tedious trilling.

After this the oath is to be admin-

istered. The candidate is warned
of the sacred, inviolable, perpetual
nature of the obligation he is about
to assume ; and when he has signifi-

ed his willingness to be bound by it,

he is told that as the time is ap-

proaching when he will be admitted

to the secrets of the order, the order

requires of him a guarantee to con-

sist in the manifestation of some se-

cret confidixl to him, that he is not

at liberty to reveal. If the candi-

date agrees, lie is to be sharply rep-
rimanded ; if he docs not consent,
the president praises his discretion.

The latter then proceeds to inform

the candidate that the oath he is

about to take requires him to give
all his blood for the society. When
the candidate assents, his word is at

once put to the test, and he is asked

)f he is really to allow a vein to be

immediately opened. This proposal-

usually draws out a remonstrance,
and the victim's ordinary objection
is the weakness of his health, or the

probable derangement of his diges-
tion by such an operation following

so soon 'after dinner. In the lodge,

however, this is provided for. The
surgeon gravely advances, feels the

patient's pulse, and infallibly declares

that he lies, that the blood-letting
can do him no harm, and positively
assures him he will be the better for

it. The bleeding is performed in

this manner: The surgeon binds

the arm, and pricks the vein with a

tooth-pick or such like. An assis-

tant drops on it a small stream of

tepid water, which trickles over the

arm of the patient iYito a vessel held

below. The counterfeit is perfect.
The arm is bandaged, arranged in a

sling, and the poor man, blindfolded,

half-naked, terrified, wearied, brand-

ed, and bled, is at length conducted
to the altar, or table of the presiding

master, to seal his initiation with the

final oath. There, on his knees.

holding in his left hand the points
of an open compass against his

breast, with his right on tiie sword

of the president (or, according to

another ritual, on a Bible, a compass,
and a square), he takes the oath,

which we give in its naked impiety,
as found in the Ritual secretly print-

ed at Naples in 1869:

"
I, N. N.,do swear and promise of my

own free-will, before the Great Architect

of the Universe, and on my honor, to

keep inviolable silence on all the secrets

of Freemasonry that may be communicat-

ed to me, as also on whatever I may sec

done or hear said in it, under pain of

having my throat cut, my tongue torn

out, my body cut into pieces, burned,

and iis ashes scattered to the wind, that

my name may go down in execrated

memory and eternal infamy. I promise
and swear to give help and assistance to

all brother Masons, and swear never to

belong to any society, under whatever

name, form, or title, opposed to Masonry ;

subjecting myself, if I break my word,!o
all the penalties established for perjury.

Finallv, I swear obedience and submis-

sion to the general statutes of the order.

to the particular regulations of this
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lodge, and to the Supreme Grand Orient

ofltaly."

When the profane lias finished the

oath, the president asks,
" What do

you seek ?
" and the otfier is to an-

swer,
"

I seek light." The most

merciless trick of all follows. The

bandage is quickly removed from

his eyes. Unaccustomed for hours

to the faintest light, they are sud-

denly exposed to the dazzling glare
of a great artificial flame started be-

fore his face. He is blinded once

more by the change, and closes his

eyes against the pain caused by the

brilliancy; and when at last he opens
them to look about him, it is to see

the fierce altitudes of the Masons,
each pointing his sword at his face.

Few pass this ordeal without exhibit-

ing signs of terror; some attempt to

escape, some beg their lives, and
some protest they have done with

Freemasonry. But no one who has

readied this point is permitted to

depart without being received, and

the novice is comforted with the as-

surance that all is over. The presi-

dent, addressing the new apprentice,

says :

" Fear not lliose swords innt surround

you : they threaten only the perjurer.
If you arc faithful to Masonry, they will

protect you. If you betray it, no corner

of ihe earth will protect you against these

avenging blades. Masonry requires in

every Mason belief in a Supreme Being,
and allows him out of the lodge to wor-

ship as lie pleases, provided he leaves

the same liberty to others. Masons are

bound to assist each other by every
means when occasion offers. Freema-
sons are foi bidden to mix themselves up
in conspiracies. Hut were you to hear

of a Mason who had engaged in any
such enterprise, and fallen a victim to

his imprudence, you should have com-

p.tssion on his misfortune, and the Ma-
ionic bond would make it your duty to

use all your influence and the influence

of your friends to have the rigor of pun-
ishment lessened on his behalf."

Our candidate by this lime has

somewhat recovered from his confu-

sion. He is now led up to the

president, who, striking him thrice

on the head with his mallet, then

with the compass, and lastly with

the sword, declares him Apprentice
Mason and active member of the

lodge. He is invested with the in-

signia, and put in possession of the

Masonic signs and passwords. The

description of these would be tedi-

ous, and we shall only notice the

guttural sign. This is made by

bringing to the throat the right hand,
with thumb extended and the other

fingers closed together to represent a

square ;
the whole intended to recall

the imprecation in the oath. To
this allusion is made in one of the

drinking songs of the Masons, trans-

lated from the French for the breth-

ren in Italy, although the verse -has

been left out in the Italian edition:

Dedans la barque
Du Nautonnier Charon

Si je m' embanpie
Jc lui dirai : Patron

A cette marque
Rcconnais un Ma^oo.

Of the sacred word yac/tin there

will be occasion to speak again.
When the function is over, the lodge

is cleared, tables are spread, and the

brethren sit down to a refreshment

which one, at least, has fairly earned.

Admission to the first three grades
of Masonry is easily obtained. Among
the Apprentices, Fellowcraft, and Mas
ter-Masons the official language al-

ways speaks of charity, toleration, and

philanthropy. We have seen suffi-

cient reason to question the sincerity

of these expressions in the mouths of

the Masons, and the explanations we
have heard from themselves are far

from reassuring. As the society con-

templates the gradual formation of the

requisite character in its members, and

as most of these at their first entry
have not altogether lost every natural
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sense of duty, as understood by the

profane, their advance to perfection

is generally slow, and the great bulk

never get beyond the symbolic grades.
If they are promoted, it is pro forma
in thesucceeding grades termed capitu-

lar, which are the perfection of sym-
bolism, and are completed in the

Rosicrucian Knight at the eighteenth

grade. From this point promotion
is difficult. The degrees that follow

up to the thirtieth are called philoso-

phic, and in them the adept is taught

plainly, without symbol or artifice, the

practice of true Masonic virtue. Ven-

geance and death are the passwords,
the poniard the symbol of action.

After this the other degrees are pure-

ly administrative, and the Mason of

the thirty-first, thirty-second, or thirty-

third grade learns nothing that was

not revealed when he was admitted

Knight Kadosh in the thirtieth.

In the nineteenth, or first of the

philosophic grades, the Ritual says :

"
It is not difficult to comprehend that

the society of Freemasons, speaking

plainly, is just a permanent conspiracy

against political despotism and religious

fanaticism. The princes who unfortu-

nately were admitted into Masonry, were

not slow in reducing it to a society of

beneficence and charity, and maintained

that religion and politics were foreign to

its purpose. They even succeeded in

having inserted among the statutes that

no discussion was to be tolerated in the

lodges on these subjects."

In the Ritual of the twenty-ninth

degree :

" How would not the Masonic mys-
teries have degenerated, if, according to

the programme of the common herd of

Masons, the adept was never to occupy
himself with politics or religion !"

And the actual Grand-Master of

the Neapolitan Masons, Domenico

Anghera, in a secret history of the

society in that Orient, clandestine-

ly printed in 1864, relates with satis-

faction that the work of the Carbon-

ari and Buoni Cugini in 1820-21

was conceived and directed by the

Masonic lodges, and carried out by
their own adepts under the other de-

signations, and triumphantly boasts

that in those days
" the mallets of

the Masons beat harmonious time

to the axes of the Carbonari." In

1869 the Grand-Master Frapolli*

Deputy in the Chambers, in the open-

ing discourse at the Masonic gather-

ing held that year in Genoa, acknow-

ledged that "
during the previous

fifty years of tyranny Freemasonry
in Italy was replaced by the Carbo-

nari." He said that on the first re-

construction of the order at Turin, in

i86i,the motto was adopted of "A
personal God and a constitutional

monarchy," but that this was found

to be a stifling limitation, by which

the Italian lodges would not submit

to be fettered; and in 1864 a new
Grand Orient was established which

better corresponded to the scope.

Up to the occupation of Rome in

1870 the aim of the brotherhood

was to " elevate the conscience."

Now they may safely advance a

step. Mauro Macchi, another De-

puty, and member of the Supreme-
Council of Freemasons, in the Ma-
sonic Review of the i6th of February.

1874, thus expresses his idea of the

present practical scope of the so-

ciety :

" The keystone of the whole system op-

posed to Masonry was and is that ascetic

and transcendental sentiment which car-

ries men beyond the present life, and
makes them look on themselves as mere

travellers on earth, leading them to sac-

rifice everytliing for a happiness to begin
in the cemetery. As long as this system
is not destroyed by the mallet of Mason-

ry, we shall have society composed of

poor, deluded creatures who will sacrifice

all to attain felicity in a future existence."

A Catholic, he says, who mortifies

his passions, is consistent and logical,
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for to him life is a pilgrimage and an

exile, and his career is but a pre-

paration for a future state ;
but this

the grand-master refuses to accept
as the type of human perfection.

Let us pass to an inspection of the

Ritual of the thirtieth grade of the

Scottish Rite, called Chevalier Ka-

dosh, or Knight of the White and
Black Eagle, printed at Naples, with-

out indication of printer's name, in

1869. Here the real ends of Ma-

sonry, and the horrible means it di-

rects to their attainment, are exposed
without veil or mystery. As Anghera
in his preface says :

" Here the great drama of Masonry
reaches its dtiwdemtnt. Only Masons
of strong capacity and devoted attach-

ment penetrate thus far. Tlic other grades
are but a sanctuary of approach ; this, the

thirtieth, is the inmost sanctuary, for

which the rest is only a preparation."

The infamous nature of the con-

spiracy which it discloses would jus-

tify our treating it at greater length,

if the limits of an article did not

oblige us to hasten to a close. We
cannot afford to wade through the

tiresome series of mystifying ceremo-

nies without which nothing Masonic

can be legally performed. Mithric

rites, the Temple of Memphis, Zoro-

aster, Pythagoras, Numa, the Tem-

plars, Manicheans, Rabbinic phrases,

and lore from the Talmud, Arabic,
and Hebrew, are jumbled together to

give an air of antiquity to this most

modern of widespread impostures.

Our business is to cull out of the mass

of profanities a few samples of the

perfection required of the '

holy,"

"consecrated,"" purified "knight; for

such is the force of the Hebrew Ka-

dosh. Anghera has not proceeded

far, when in a note he takes care to

inform us that the two sacred pass-

words, Jachin and Booz, which Ma-
sons of the first two grades are taught

to repeat and understand as stability

and force, and whose initial letters, J

and B, are inscribed on the Masonic

columns, read as they ought to

backwards, are two obscene words

in the corrupt language of the Mal-

tese Arabs.

The initiation, whenever it is sym-
bolic, recalls the execution of James
de Molai, Grand-Master of the Tem-

plars, and holds up to execration

Clement V. and Philip the Fair, with

Noffodei, the false brother. To eman-

cipate society from the double des-

potism of priest and king is the duty
of the aspirant. The passwords tor

him are now Nekam, vengeance. Ma-
kali, death, and the answer Bealim, to

traitors. He is told that his duty is

to mark all the murders of friends of

liberty, political and religious, com-
mitted by the satellites of despotism.
and to avenge the victims of tyranny ;

to bind himself, in common action

with the other knights, to annihilate,

once for all, the despots of the hu-

man race in a word to establish po-
litical and religious liberty where it

does not exist, and defend it where

it is established, with arms if need b-j.

When the theory of these doctrines

has been sufficiently impressed upon
him, he is conducted by the grand-
master before a skull crowned with

laurel, and repeats as he is told :

" Honor and glory to persecuted in-

nocence ;
honor and glory to virtue

sacrificed to vice and ambition."

Next he is shown a skull crowned
with a tiara, a dagger is placed in

his hand, and he is made to exclaim,
" Hatred and death to religious des-

potism !" In the same way, before

a skull on which is placed a kingly

diadem, he pronounces
" Hatred and

death to political despotism !" Twice
must the aspirant repeat this ceremo-

ny, and on the last occasion casts

crown and tiara on the ground.*

* A living member of the French Academy, fa-

mous for his anti-Christian writings, on his adnm-
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Four times he binds himself by oath

to combat political and religious op-

pression, to put down religious fanati-

cism, to overturn political tyranny,
to propagate the principles of Ma-

sonry, to disseminate liberal ideas, to

maintain the rights of man and the

sovereignty of the people. Each
time the holy name of God is called

to witness, but we know now the

value of the invocation^ the universe

is the Mason's God.

"'Do you believe in another world?'
asks the grand-master, who himself re-

sumes,
' There are not two worlds. We

are a compound of matter and spirit.

These two substances return to their ori-

gin : this transformation docs not remove
them out of the universal world, of which
\ve form part. What is the future life?

The future life is the life of our descen-

dants, who arc to profit by our discov-

eries."

Such, then, is the "
religion of the

future," by which it is the appointed
task of Masonry to supersede Chris-

tianity; such the "progress," "civili-

zation,"
"

perfectibility," which hu-

manity is to achieve under Masonic

guidance. We have not painted the

association in colors of our own ;
we

have merely produced its official

documents, and in the hated light

they leave their own photograph.
When society falls under the influence

of such an organization, its demorali-

zation is rapid and complete. Its

circulars regulate the popular elec-

tions and control the votes of parlia-

ments. "Public opinion" is at its

beck, the press is its active instru-

ment. We could quote its instruc-

tions to the Italian Deputies on the

Roman question, and a communica-
tion of the Grand-Master of Italy,

sent to all the foreign Grand Lodges,

advising a united attack, through the

sion to this grade, struck the Pontifical mask with

such violence that the poniard broke and wounded
his hand, which he carried bandaged for some time

after.

public mind, on the Carlist move-
ment in Spain. Its theories of assas-

sination and open rebellion are sel-

dom carried out on its own direct

responsibility. Out of the Masonic

lodges arise a multitude of minor

sects, ostensibly independent, but

really directed by the brethren. To
these the practical work is commit-
ted. As Carbonari, Socialists, Com-
munists, Internationalists, Mazzinians,

they execute orders received from

their common centre. If successful,

the result is claimed for the parent
association

;
if unfortunate, they are

disavowed. It is usual to say that

Freemasonry in firmly-established
constitutional states is comparatively
harmless. We are not prepared to

affirm that in countries like the Unit-

ed States or Great Britain the wick-

ed principles of Continental Euro-

pean Masonry are developed to the

same extent indiscriminately in all

the lodges. Where the initiation is

supposed never to advance beyond
the three symbolic degrees, the anti-

Catholic principle of religious indif-

ference is perhaps its most dangerous
characteristic. l!ut this alone is suf-

ficiently repulsive ;
and the fraterniza-

tion which binds together every
branch of the association can excuse

no individual member from moral

complicity in its worst deeds, wher-

ever perpetrated.
With that keen forecast of danger

to the Christian family which has

ever been the characteristic attribute

of the Holy See, the popes, from the

first origin of Masonry, saw through
its flimsy disguise of benevolent pro-

fessions, and over and over again,
and chiefly on the eve of those ter-

rible anti-social outbursts that have

so frequently convulsed Europe since

the formation of the society, raised

their prophetic voices, foretelling the

impending storm, denouncing its

source, and condemning in the strong-
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est terms and under the severest pe-

nalties all connection with these se-

cret associations. 1'rinces and peo-

ples <lcd the warning, and

both have suffered for their neglect.

Would that at least they had pro-

filed by the lesson! But these eter-

nal enemies of order, emboldened by
their success, are only preparing for

a new strife. The state is already
almost everywhere at their control;

the church of God everywhere resists,

inst her they now concentrate

their warfare. False professions serve

no purpose with the civil govern-
ment in their own hands, and they
have learned that their hypocrisy
does not avail with the church. They
drop the mask. No longer careful

to conceal their aim, they make it a

public boast. "
Protestantism," writes

\',. Konrad from Germany in the

Bauhiitte, a Masonic paper,
" with-

out discipline, faith, or spiritual or

moral life, broken up into hundreds

of sects, offers only the spectacle of

a corpse in dissolution. It is not an

enemy to oppose us. Our adversary
is the Roman-Catholic-Papal-Infalli-
ble Church, with its compact and

universal organization. This is our

hereditary, implacable foe. If we are

to be true anil honest Freemasons, and

wish to promote our society, we must

absolutely cry out with Strauss : We
are no longer Christians ; we are

Freemasons and nothing else. Ama-
teur Freemasons are no advantage to

humanity, and no credit to our so-

ciety. Christians or Freemasons,
make your choice."

The church of God fears them not.

Her pastors may mourn over the

corruption of morals, the perversion
of youth, the irreparable loss of many
souls; but amid the dissolution anil

universal ruin which infidelity and
revolution are preparing for society,

she will stand erect, unshaken, not

shorn of her strength ; and when the

inevitable revulsion brings repentant
nations to her feet, she will be ready
as ever to pour the balm of religious

consolation on their wounds, to bind

up their shattered members, to set

humanity once more on the path of

true perfectibility, not to be attained

through the impious philosophy of

midnight conventicles, but in the

light of the Sun of Justice, preached
on the housetops, to the formation

of true Christian brotherhood.

CROWN JEWELS.

LET'S crown our King with what will show

His royal power and treasure

Sharp thorns ! Tis done ! His blood doth flow,

Of both the might and measure.

VOL. xx. 47
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ARE YOU MY WIFE?
BY THE AUTHOR Of " A SALON IN PARIS BEFORE THE WAR,"

" NUMBER THIRTEEN,"
"
PIUS VI.," r.T

CHAPTER II.

I INTRODUCE MY WIFE SHE DISAPPEARS !

" A NICE young gentleman you
are, Master Glide, to play off such a

trick as this on your family !" said

Admiral de Winton, shaking my hand

so vigorously that I feared he was

bent in his indignation on shaking it

off.
' Come, sir, what excuse have

you to offer for yourself?"
" My dear uncle, I sha'n't attempt

any excuse, for the best reason in the

world, that I have not a decent one.

Jjut here is my wife," I said, catch-

ing sight of her coming up the ter-

race
;

"
let her plead for me. I leave

my case in her hands."

Isabel stepped in through the

open window, and, going straight up
to the old gentleman, held out her

hands, blushing and smiling with the

prettiest little pretence of being
ashamed of herself and dreadfully

frightened.
" No excuse !" growled the ad-

miral, hollowing out his hands to

hold the soft, pink cheeks, then salut-

ing them with a kiss that resounded

through the room like the double re-

port of a pistol-shot.
" No excuse

indeed ! You barefaced hypocrite !

How dare you tell me such a cram-

mer ? You unmitigated young ras-

cal, what do you mean by it ?"

This series of polite inquiries my
uncle fired off, holding Isabel all the

time at arm's length, with a hand on
each shoulder, and looking straight
into her face. She was not the least

disconcerted by this singular mode
of apostrophe.

" Don't scold him ! Don't be

angry with him! Please don't! It

was all my fault," she said, and look-

ed up at him as if she particularly
wanted to kiss him.

"
I'll horsewhip him ! I'll tie him

to the mainmast and flog him '"

roared my uncle.

And then came a second volley of

pistol-shots.

"No, you sha'n't! If you do,
I'll horsewhip you !" declared Isabel,

twining her arms round the old sail-

or's neck, and stamping her tiny foot

at him.

My step-mother made her appear-
ance at this crisis with Sir Simon
Harness. She had driven to meet
our guests, but, instead of driving
back with them, she and Sir Simon
walked up together from the station,
and sent on the admiral alone in the

carriage.

After bidding him a cordial wel-

come, I presented Isabel to Sir Simon.
She held out her hand. He raised

it to his lips, bending his venerable

white head before my young wife

with that courtly grace that gave a

touch of old-fashioned stiffness to his

manner towards women, but which

was in reality the genuine expression
of chivalrous respect.

Isabel, not apparently satisfied

with the stately homage, drew nearer,

and, putting up her face,
" May I,

Glide ?" she said.

Sir Simon naturally did not "
pause

for a reply," but taking the blushing
face in his hands, he imprinted a

fatherly kiss on her forehead. To

say that I was proud of my wife and

delighted with the way she had be-
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haved towards my two friends would

be to convey a very inadequate idea

of the state of my feelings. I was

simply inebriated. It is hardly a

figure of speech to say that I did not

know whether I was on my head

or my heels. I had looked forward

to this meeting with an apprehension

which, from being undefined, was

none the less painful, and the relief

I experienced at the successful issue

was in proportion great. My step-

mother was evidently quite as surpris-

ed, if in a less degree gratified than

myself. The afternoon passed de-

lightfully, chatting and walking
about the park; my two old friends

usurping Isabel completely, making
love to her under my eyes in the

most unscrupulous manner, quarrel-

ling ns to who should have her arm

when out walking, and sit next to her

when they came in. Isabel flirted

with both, utterly regardless of my
feelings, and even hinted to me at

lunch that my prophecy with regard
to Sir Simon ran a fair chance of

coming true. She came down to

dinner arrayed like a fairy, in a dress

that seemed to have been made out

of a sunset and trimmed with a rain-

bow. She ha<l put on all her jewels

those I had chosen for her, and the

diamonds that came to me from my
mother. She wore pearls round her

neck, and a row of diamond stars in

her hair
;
while her arms almost disap-

peared under the variety of bracelets

of every form and date with which

she had loaded them. It may have

been in questionable taste and not

very sensible, but there was an inno-

cent womanly vanity in thus seizing

the first available opportunity of

showing herself in her finery that I

thought perfectly delightful. I could

. too, that the admiral and Sir

Sim. in WIT;.' pleased at the infantine

roqiietry, and not a little flattered by
it. My step mother alone looked

coldly on the proceeding ;
and while

Isabel, sitting between the two old

gentlemen, pointed out for their

special admiration "this bracelet,

with the diamond true-lover's knot,

that Glide gave me the day after we
were engaged, and this blue enamel

with the Greek word in pearls that he

bought me the day before we < :itnr

home," Mrs. de Winton dissected

her walnuts, and, setting her face like

a flint, kept outside the conversation

till the subject changed.
When we assembled in the draw-

ing-room, Isabel opened a new bat-

tery of fascination that was perhaps
the most formidable of all. She be-

gan to sing. The excitement of the

jewels, and the sympathetic audi-

ence, and the conscious triumph of

the hour, all added, no doubt, to tin-

power and brilliancy of her voice,

which sounded richer, fuller, more

entrancing than I had ever heard it

before. She sang all sorts of sr,,

The admiral asked for a sea-son^.

Isabel knew plenty, comic and dra-

matic, from " Rule Britannia
" down

to " A Life on the Ocean Wave,"
which she rang out with a rollicking

zest and spirit that fairly intoxicated

the old sailor.

Sir Simon enjoyed an English
ballad and an Irish melody. The
siren gave him every one he asked

for, old and new. In fact, she sur-

passed herself in witchery and skill,

and one was at a loss which to ;ui-

mire most, the artless grace of the

woman or the gifts and accomplish-
ments of the artist. The evening

passed rapidly away, and it was past

midnight before any one thought of

stirring.

'

Glide," said my step-mother
next morning, as she was leaving

the breakfast-room where Isabel and

her guests were loitering over their

tea-cups, while I road the Times in
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the window,
" I wish to speak to

you. Come to me in the library."
And without waiting for an answer,

she walked out. There was no rea-

son why this commonplace invita-

tion should have brought a sensation

of cold down my back, and of my
heart dropping down into my boots

;

but unaccountably this double phe-
nomenon was effected in my person.
I made a pretence of going through
the leaders before I rose, and then,

yawning to give myself an air of per-
fect satiety and ennui, I sauntered

out of the breakfast-room, and bent

my steps towards the audience-

chamber.
"
Glide," began Mrs. de 'Win ton,

when I had closed the door and es-

tablished myself on the hearth-rug,
with my back to the fire,

" where
did your wife learn singing ?"

"Why, in London, I suppose.
Where else should she learn it ?"

" Did you ask her ?" inquired my
inquisitor.

"It never occurred to me. Why
should it ?"

Mrs. de Winton looked at me cu-

riously not scornfully, as she was

accustomed to do when I committed

myself to any ultra-foolish remark.

Indeed, I thought her face wore an

expression gentler and kinder than I

remembered to have seen there since

when a child I had seen her look at

my father. She said nothing for a

minute. Then fixing her eyes on me
with a glance that sent my heart

right out through my heels :

" I have telegraphed to Simpson
to come down by the early train to-

day," she said.

"The deuce you have!" I ex-

claimed, and, starting from my impas-
sive attitude, I dropped my coat-tails,

and stepped off the rug as if it had

suddenly turned into a hot plate.
"
Yes," continued Mrs. de Winton,

quite unmoved by my complimen-

tary ejaculation,
''

it is my duty, since

you are too indifferent to your own
interest to take the . . ."

"
Glide, Glide ! Where are you ?"

cried a sweet voice from the terrace,

and, running up the slopes, Isabel

flattened her nose against the window,

peering into the room in search of me.
I was so placed that she could not

see me, but she saw my step-mother.
Glad to escape from what threatened

to be a stormy interview, I flew to

the window, opened it, and rejoined

my wife.
' Was she scolding you ?" asked

Isabel, casting a puzzled glance to-

wards the room where I had so un-

ceremoniously
"
planted

"
my step-

mother.
"
No, darling," I answered, laugh-

ing.
" What was she saying ?" inquired

Isabel.
" What an inquisitive little puss it

is !" I said, partly amused and part-

ly at a nonplus for a satisfactory an-

swer.

"Tell me. I'll go, if you don't!"

And she prepared to carry out the

threat by unlocking her hands and

letting go my arm.

But I seized the refractory hands,
and held them tight.

" Go !" I said, laughing at her in

a most tantalizing way, while she

struggled in vain to set herself free.
" Tell me what you were talking

about. I insist on knowing, Glide !"

repeated Isabel, stamping her foot

like a naughty child.

I began to dread a repetition of

the other morning. Such an exhibi-

tion within hearing of my uncle and
Sir Simon would have been so mor-

tifying to my pride that I was ready
to sign away my lawful authority for

the rest of my married life rather

than undergo it; so pretending not

to notice the gathering thunder-

clouds :
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" My lovely tyrant !" I said, ca-

ressing licr with the sweetest of

smiles, as we walked past the draw-

ing-room window,
"
you don't sus-

pect me of having a secret my wile

should not share ? I was only chaf-

fing you just now for fun, you looked

so mystified, lint the fact is, I was

put out by the old lady's telling me
she expected Simpson down here to-

day."
" And who is Simpson ?" inquired

Isabel.
" The family lawyer."
" Ah ! Did you tell her to send

for him ?"
"

I tell her ! Why, child, if 1 had,

I shouldn't have been put out to

hear he was coming."
The question was unpleasantly

suggestive. It implied a suspicion

in her mind, which something in my
tone resented, probably, for she add-

ed quickly :

' Oh ! of course not. I didn't

mean that."

Then we went on a few steps

without speaking.
"
Simpson's a capital fellow," I re-

sumed, breaking the pause that was

rather awkward. " I'm very fond of

him, and shouldn't the least object

to his coming down here at any
other time; only just now it's a

bore. We wanted to have my un-

cle and Sir Simon all to ourselves.

However, I dare say you'll like

Simpson too when you see him,

though he is of the race of Philis-

tines. If he's a shrewd lawyer, he's

a trusty friend and as honest as the

sun. No fear of my '

doing
'

my
heiress wife in the settlements," I

continued laughingly,
" or cheating

her out of any of her lawful rights,

while old Dominie Simpson has the

whip-hand over me !"

!h-'s to be here to-day, you
said ?" she remarked interrogatively,

as we entered the house.

" Yes. If he comes by the early

train, he may be in time for dinner,"
I replied.

Mr. Simpson did come by the

early train, and he was in time for

dinner. He was even an hour and
a half beforehand with

it, and spent
most of the intervening time closeted

with my step-mother in her private

apartment.

My wile appeared in a second

edition of sunset and rainbow, and
flashed and sparkled with jewels as

on the previous evening.
She received our old friend very

graciously, drawing just the right

line of demarcation between her

friendly graciousness to him and the

daughter-like familiarity of her man-
ner towards Sir Simon and her uncle.

Dinner passed off very merrily ; but

when we rejoined the ladies in the

drawing-room, I was surprised to

find Isabel fast asleep in the depths
of a monumental arm-chair. She

jumped up at the sound of my
voice, and, rubbing her eyes, said

she was nshamed to be caught nap-

ping, but she was so tired !

"
Hollo, Simpson, this is a sorry

lookout for you !" exclaimed the

admiral. " We've been telling him
to get ready his legal soul to be

charmed and devoured by the siren."
" Oh ! I am so sorry," said Isabel,

looking at the old lawyer as if no-

thing in this world could give her

half so much pleasure as to charm

away his soul on the spot ;

" but

these naughty gentlemen kept me up
so late last night, and made me sing
so much, that I have not a note in

my voice to-night, and I'm just dead
with sleep."

Simpson looked wofully disap-

pointed.
" My pretty pet," said the admiral,

drawing her to him and stroking her

head as if she had been a kitten,

"then you sha'n't sing!"
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" If you should He down for half

an hour, dearest," I said,
" do you

think that would rest you, and you
might be able to give us just one

song ?"

I was anxious that Simpson should

hear her. He sang a very good

song himself, and his heart seemed

set on it.

"
Perhaps," she said, brightening

up.
"

I'll try, at any rate."

1 gave her my arm, and we went

up-stairs together to her room.
" Don't come in, or else we'll

begin to talk, and that will wake me

up," she said, seeing me about to

enter ;

" and I'm so dead with sleep

I'm sure I shall be off in five minutes,
if you leave me."

I did as she wished, and returned

to the drawing-room, where I found

my step-mother in conclave with the

three men on more practical matters

than songs and sirens.

Simuson had been summoned for

the sole purpose of discussing and

settling what ought in the proper
course of things to have been dis-

cussed and settled before my mar-

riage, and Sir Simon Harness was

just as anxious as Mrs. de Winton
that everything should be made

straight and clear with regard to

Isabel's fortune and my due control

over it. The admiral alone was in-

different about it, and exhibited a

sailor-like contempt for the whole af-

fair in fact, intimated that it was

out of all sense and reason and mor-

ality that I should have got a penny
of fortune with such a wife.

" I call it immoral, sir," he declar-

ed, scowling at me from under his

bushy eyebrows ;

"
you ought to be

ashamed of yourself."

"And so I am, my dear uncle," I

replied hastily. "And that's just

why I hate having the subject at-

tacked in this precipitate way, as if I

wanted to grab up her money the

moment I could lay my hands upon
it."

" Then you can lay your hands

upon it ?" observed Simpson quietly.
" If I choose," I said; "my wife

is of age, and . . ."

" Of age !" echoed the admiral,

throwing up his hands in amaze.
"
Why, I should have given the child

fifteen at most !"

" She looks young," I remarked

coolly, while interiorly I was burst-

ing with conceit;
" but she is of age,

so there is no reason in the world

why 1 should bother myself or her

about this confounded fortune ; be-

sides, I don't care a rap if I never

see a penny of it !"

"
Bravo, Glide ! That's right, my

boy !" cried my uncle, clapping me

soundly on the back. " You're a

chip of the old block, and it does my
heart good to hear you. Why, when
I was a youngster, . . ."

" De Winton," interrupted Sir

Simon,
" don't you think you had

better retire to the piano ? Simpson
lias not come down all the way from

London to be entertained with the

follies of your youth. It's most im-

portant that we should have his

opinion about these matters
;
and if

you can't hold your tongue or talk

sense, you had better make yourself
scarce."

" Talk on," said the -admiral
;

"
I

won't hinder you." And so they
did. I sat there, feeling as if I were

on my trial for some sort of misde-

meanor, the nature of which was un-

known to me, but the consequences
of which would be probably appall-

ing if the misdemeanor could be

brought home to me. Sir Simon and

my step-mother were judge and jury,

Simpson was counsel for some mythi-
cal antagonist, and the admiral stood

by in the capacity of a neutral but

benevolent spectator. Both counsel

and judge had been made acquainted
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In Mrs. de Winton with all she had

to tell. Ho\v much or how liule

th;it might be, in Mrs. dc U'inton's

opinion, I could not say. Uut clearly

mi some shallow inductive evidence

she had made out a case vaguely
unfavorable foi my wife. No one

act-used her of anything. Not a

word was said that my irritable pride

could take hold of and resent. They

spoke of her as a child whose inno-

( nice and ignorance made it doubly
incumbent on them to legislate for

and protect, since I was unfit for the

duty, while my morbid delicacy they

ignored as beneath contempt.
" We must keep him out of it al-

together, I see," observed Sir Simon

when the conversation had lasted

about half an hour. " Leave me to

tleal with the child. She won't sus-

pect me of having married her for

her money."
There was no gainsaying this.

Still, I was entering a protest against

the way in which my wishes v

being set at naught, when tea was

brought in and cut me short.

' C,o and see if Isabel be awake,

Clide," said my uncle, glad to put
an end to the subject ;

" but don't

disturb her if she's asleep. She's not

to be worried for old fogies like us,

mind."

I ran up the stairs lightly, and

opened the door as stealthily as a

thief. The light was out. "Isabel!''

I said in a low voice. No answer.

I closed the door as noiselessly as

I had opened it,
and returned to the

drawing-room.
" She's as fast asleep as a baby,

uncle," I said. "So I followed your

advice, and left her to sleep it out."

" Poor little pet ! We kept her at

it too long last night. You must not

do this sort of thing again, Clide,"

observed Sir Simon. "
It's a delicate

flower that you've got there, and you
must take care of it.''

I expressed my hearty concur-

in this opinion and advice.

Isabel's absence made a great
blank in the evening ; but as my three

friends had not met for a considera-

ble time, and I had not seen them
for more than a year, we had a great
deal to say to each other, and there

was no lack of conversation. Mrs.

tie Winton remained with us till

eleven, when she withdrew, leaving
us to discuss punch and politics by
ourselves. It was past midm
when we separated. I went into un-

dressing-room. The candles were

lighted, but, contrary to his custom,
Stanton, my man, was not there. 1

rang the beil
;
but while my hand

was still on the rope, the sound ot h ,

voice reached me through the door

not the outer door, but the door

leading into my wife's room. He
was speaking in a loud, argumenta-
tive tone, and was stuttering violent-

ly, which he always did when excited.

1 flung open the door, and beheld

him standing in the middle of the

room with Susette, my wife's maid,
and Mrs. de Winton, who was wrap-

ped in a dressing-gown and her feet

bare, as if she hat! been called sud-

denly out of bed, and had rushed in

in terrified haste.
" Clide !"

" Monsieur!"
" Sir . . ." exclaimed the three in

one voice when they saw me.
" Good God ! what is the mat-

ter? Isabel!"

I flew to the bed and tlrcw back

the curtains.

The bed was empty.

My wiff inas gone !

Here Glide's journal breaks off.

A long gap ensues, and we must fill

it up from the recollections of others.

The scene that foliowed the discovery
of his young wife's flight was not to

be described. First, it was incredu-
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lity that filled the old Moat. " Gone !

Fled ! Nonsense !" protested Admi-
ral de Winton, walking up and down
the corridor, where he had rushed

out in semi-nocturnal attire when
Stanton had burst into his room with

the dreadful intelligence. The old

sailor was scarcely to be recognized
in the dcshabilld of his coatless and

wigless person, as he blustered loudly,

his hands in his pockets, zigzagging
to and fro as if he were pacing the

quarter-deck and expostulating angri-

ly with a surly crew.

Sir Simon Harness was calmer.

He did not contradict his friend's

vehement assertion that it was all a

trick of Isabel's to terrify us; he

even made a show of pooh-poohing
the notion of a flight as absurd, ridi-

culous, not to be entertained for a

moment. But there was not that

heartiness in his voice or manner that

carries conviction to others. Mrs.

de Winton also made a semblance

of chiming in with the admiral's view,
but it was a palpable failure. Mr.

Simpson was the only one who did

not try to act his part in the kindly

comedy. He was fully convinced

that it was no' comedy, but a most

miserable drama that was beginning
for the son of his old friend and

client. He had mistrusted Isabel

from the first moment he fixed his

keen, legal vision on her. Mrs. de

Winton had, it is true, inoculated

him beforehand with a good share

of her own mistrust, and he came
to the scrutiny with a jaundiced eye ;

prejudiced, and predetermined not

to be fascinated or beguiled out of

his severest judgment. He regarded
hers as a case of which he was to

take a strictly legal view, and which

was. to be investigated, sifted, and

proved before he would endorse it.

It was a very odd case on the face

of it; but Benjamin Simpson had
had many odd cases to deal with in

the course of his experience, and he

flattered himself he was not to be
baffled by a child scarcely out of her

teens. She might be very clever,
and succeed in hoodwinking a rich

young gentleman into marrying her,

on the strength of a fictitious story
of misery and a still more fictitious

one of heiresship ;
but she was not

likely to stand Simpson's cross-ex-

amination long without breaking
down. Such ungallant reflections as

these had been passing through the

lawyer's brain while he sipped his

claret and watched the fair face that

sat opposite to him at the dinner-

table, glancing at him with eyes that

flashed more brightly than her jewels.
He had made up his mind, as he

looked at her, that she was a delusion
;

she would disappear sooner or later.

The news of her flight was therefore

only a surprise by its suddenness.

Glide was rushing all over the base-

ment story, calling out Isabel's name
into every room, while Mrs. de Win-
ton and her own and Isabel's maid
were pursuing a similar search in the

upper part of the house. The ram-

bling old mansion was echoing from

end to end with opening and shutting
of doors and cries of the fugitive's

name; but no answer was heard ex-

cept the echoes of the voices and the

doors.
" My dear boy," said the admiral,

pausing on his imaginary quarter-

deck, as Glide came up the stairs,

"
I'll stake my head on it, the sly

little puss is playing a game of hide-

and-seek with us, and laughing fit

to kill herself in some cupboard or

other, while we are kicking up this

row; take my word for it, the best

thing we can do is to go quietly to

our own beds, and before long she'll

come out of her hiding-place."
Glide muttered an impatient

" stuff

and nonsense !" Was she likely to

perish herself such a night as this
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playing hide-.ind-seck for their amuse-

ment she that could not Ix-ar a

breath of cold ? Kven crossing

through a fireless room she would

shiver like an aspen. The admiral

grunted something about " deserv-

ing to be whipped," and turned to

his zigzag promenade again.

Stanton and some of the other

men-servants had gone out to scour

the park and the gardens ; they had

been absent now long enough to

have discovered something, if there

was anything to discover, but the

stars made no answer to their call-

ing. "Madame! Mistress!" they

shouted, till at last they gave it up,

and retraced their steps to the house.

Glide had been going to the window

in a restless way, looking out into

the night, and listening as if he ex-

pected to hear the silence send him

back some sign. It was impossible
to say whether he believed the least

bit in the hide-and-seek theory,

whether he had a lingering hope of

hearing Isabel call out to him or

appear from some corner, or whether

he was just in that condition of mind

that precludes alike sitting still or

doing something. He might be ex-

cited by hope, or he might be stupe-

fied by despair. He was as white

as ashes, and came and went with

the quick, unsteady gait of a man
who has lost his self-command, and

is swayed only by the force of some
terrible emotion. Glide's face was a

fine, manly one
;

it would have been

noble but for the weakness of the

chin and a certain tremulous move-
ment of the lower lip perhaps of

both ; for the upper one was shaded

by a light-brown moustache that pre-

vented you seeing whether it had

the firmness that would have redeem-

ed the lower one. The eyes were

expressive, rather sleepy when the

face was in repose; but they woke

up with flashes of lightning when

he was excited, and transfigured th<-

whole countenance into one of energv
and power. There was no need to

be a physiognomist to judge of tin-

character of such a face. The most

unskilled observer could read it like

a book. There were all the elements

of a stormy life there passive

strength, and passions that needed

only a spark to kindle them into a

flame; a man who, as he was taken.

would be as easily led as a lamb

or as intractable as a young hyena.
He had started in life with the fixed

purpose of steering clear of storms,

of saving himself trouble and avoid-

ing fuss. Poor Glide! Life, he fan-

cied, had a lake of oil at the entrance

of the wide sea where storms blew

and \va\cs roared angrily, and he

had made up his mind to anchor in

the lake, and never venture beyond
its peaceful margin.
The servants had come back

those that had been scouring the

park and the others, who had been

slamming doors all through the

house, were congregating in twos

and threes upon the stairs leading to

the broad landing off which their

young mistress' room stood, its

door wide open, with a dismal, va-

cant air about it already.
" I see her ! There she is !" ex-

claimed Glide. He had been staring

for some minutes out of the window,
and suddenly bounded down the

great oak stairs, and out in the path,

making for a clump of laurel-trees

far down near the water. The ad-

miral, Sir Simon, Simpson, and Mrs.

de Winton pressed into the embra-

sure of the window, the servants

peeping over their heads to catch a

sight of the figure he was pursuing :

but they saw nothing except the win-

ter trees, that stood like silver against

the sky, while their straggling sha-

dows lay black upon the lawn. Still

Glide bounded on, calling out Isabel !
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Isabel ! as he ran, and still no sound

answered him; the thud of his foot-

fall on the frosty grass came sharply
distinct in the silence.

"The boy is dazed!" muttered his

uncle
;

"
it was a shadow he saw.

But, no ! By Jove, there she is !"

Clide was now close upon the lau-

rels, that looked like a black mound
in the moonlight. The group in the

window saw a white, crouching

figure rise slowly at his approach ;
he

stopped, uttered a cry of disappoint-

ment, and turned drearily back to-

wards the house.
" What is it ? Who is it ?" shout-

ed several voices ;
but before Clide

answered a moonbeam lighted up
the figure of a deer, as it glided light-

ly over the sward, and disappeared
into the distant copse.

Instead of entering the house at

once, Clide wandered round towards

the stables. It occurred to him that

something in that region might sug-

gest a clew to the mode of his wife's

escape. He was quickly undeceiv-

ed. Every door was locked. There

was no sign of any horse having dis-

turbed the slumbers of its compan-
ions.

" There is no use in your passing

the night out of doors," said Sir Si-

mon, who came to see where Clide

had gone.
" Come in, and let us put

our heads together to see what is

to be done. I'm inclined to believe

with De Winton that it is a trick, and

that the foolish child is amusing her-

self at seeing us all out of doors

searching for her."

Whether this was honest or not,

Clide felt it was meant in kindness.

He let his old friend draw his arm

within his and lead him back into

the house. It was lighted up as for

an impromptu illumination ; every

servant, male and female, was a-

foot, and they had busied themselves

in and out of all the up-stair looms

that for years had been untenanted;
and as it was necessary to do some-

thing, they lighted candles.

"Suppose it is not a trick!" said

Clide, looking into Sir Simon's face

with a terrible question in his eyes.
" That's what we have got to find

out," replied the baronet evasively.
"
Meantime, come up and let us hear

what the others have to say."

They had nothing to say. Pre-

sently Mrs. de Winton remarked :

" I wonder what dress she had on ?

If she kept on her jewels, and that

light gauze one, with the low body
and short sleeves, she wore at dinner,
she can't have gone far."

They went into the empty room
to investigate. The jewels were

gone, every one she had worn
;

there were the empty cases. But the

light gauze dress was there hanging
in the wardrobe, as if her maid had

carefully put it away. What she had

put on to replace it was the next

point which Mr. Simpson insisted on

clearing up. All the elegant dresses

of the young bride's trousseau were

tossed out of drawers and wardrobes

by Susette Susette had been en-

gaged for her by Ciide himself after

their marriage and counted over,

till one was found missing in the

roll : the claret-colored silk in which

she had travelled down from Lon-

don, and had never worn since. It

was the most appropriate dress of all

she had for a midnight flight, and,

being dark, would escape observa-

tion. Mr. Simpson seized immedi-

ately on this,
'

making a point
"

of

it in his legal way, that so exasperat-

ed Clide he could have flown at the

lawyer's throat and strangled him on

the spot. He resisted the impulse,

and turned away, inviting Mrs. de

Winton by a sign to go with him.

He walked into his own dressing-room,

and, when his step-mother had follow-

ed him, he closed the door, and took
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a turn in the room \\ ith a quick, pas-

sionate step.
" Wliat in the name of heaven can

it be ?" he said, stopping abruptly and

coming close up to her, as she stood

by the nianu-1
]

' She is gone," answered his step-

mother. li I hardly doubted it for

an instant. I have been expecting
some such catastrophe for several

davs past. If you ask me why, I

(.innot tell you. 1 somehow never

trusted . . . My dear Clide," she

continued in an earnest tone of kind-

ness, quite unlike her usual cold

manner to him,
"

I wish with all my
heart I could do something or say

something to comfort you or help

you. Can you throw no light at all

on it from your own knowledge of

things ? Is there nothing in what

you know, or in what you do not

know, about her antecedents and

connections to help you to form

some guess ? Where can she have

gone to, and who has she gone
with ?"

Glide clenched his hand, and

moved away with an expression of'

anguish that iiil.

" Gone to !'' he repeated suddenly.

Why, what fools we are not to have

.>(. i-n to that at once ! But it's not

too late . . ." lie pulled out his

watch. ..." It's just three-quarters
<f an hour since we missed her. Sir

Simon and I will saddle a couple of

horses and ride both ways, for Glani-

vold and Lanfarl. If she is making
lor either, we may overtake her."

He was going to the door, but

Mrs. de Winton laid her hand on his

arm. " Not three-quarters of an

hour since we missed her, but she

may be gone more than three hours.

It was scarcely eight o'clock when
she came up-stairs to lie down, and

no wit's ten minutes past twelve. Sup-

posing she's gone to the station. . . ."

" Nonsense
'"

broke in Clide ;

" the

.station is three hours' walk from this.

Sfhc could no more do it than an in-

fant."

I'm only sn/>ft'sing ; one must

mppote something," replied his step-

mother patiently.
" The train leaves

at a quarter to twelve; so if that

were her object, it is too late to stop
her."

' There's something too absurd in

the idea! It's simply impossible!"
declared Clide with a vehemence
that carried no sense of conviction

with it rather the contrary.
"

It's

absurd to contemplate it," he repeat-
ed

;

" but if you would sleep easier

for having the thing certified, I'll

jump into the saddle, and ride to the

station and inquire."
"
Inquire what ? Consider what

you are going to do, Clide," said

Mrs. de Winton, holding him back

firmly
"
raise a hue and cry after

your wife as if she were a runaway
thief! Suppose it turns out after all

to be a trick, and that we see her

emerge out of some closet or corner

before you come back
;
how will you

look after sending it over the country
that your wife disappeared one night ?

Do you imagine the world will be-

lieve the story of the game of hide-

and-seek ?"

Before he could reply Sir Simon
and the admiral burst into the room.

" We found this on her dressing-

table," said the admiral, handing his

nephew a note. Clide took it. A
cold chill ran through his blood.

He tore open the letter. It ran

thus :

"
Clide, I am going to leave you.

I don't ask you to forgive me. You
can never do that. But God help
me ! I shall suffer for having so

wickedly deceived you. I should

not have been worthy of you, even if

I had been as true as I have been

false. But I loved you, and 1 shall

never love anybody else. Don't try
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to find me. You will never find me.

Good-by, Clide. Forget me and be

happy.
" Your wicked but remorseful and

loving ISABEL."

The letter dropped from the young
man's hand, and he fell to the ground
with a cry.

We return to Glide's journal :

The sun was shining over the sea

the strong-waved sea that washes the

northern coast of France, the country
of legends and cider, and gray ruins

and chivalry, and all that survives in

the France of to-day of the France
of long ago, the "

plaisant pays de

France "
that poets sang to Marie

Stuart in her happy days of young
queenhood. There to the right, as

the steamer paddled towards the

port, slood the cliff where William of

Normandy harangued his Norsemen
before they embarked with him to

snatch from Harold by force the

crown he had not been able by fraud

to prevent his assuming. Dieppe lay

twinkling in the sunlight below, a

town of gossip and carved ivory and

many odors. As we entered the

harbor, a strain of wild, plaintive
music came floating towards us from

the shore. It was the hymn of the

fishermen's wives, pulling the fishing
smacks along the pier. Children

were toddling by the side of the

mothers, and clutching by the rope
with their small fingers, while their

shrill trebles piped in chorus with the

elders. A pretty picture, if I had
been in a mood to admire it. But
the gloom within quenched all the

brightness without.

The boat was steered alongside
the quay, where half the town, it

seemed to me, had assembled to

jeer at our pea-green faces, as we

emerged from our separate purga-
tories and staggered up the gangway.
I never feel so thorough a misan-

thrope as when I see my fellow-crea-

tures enjoying the humiliation of my
steamboat misery, and hear them

chuckling over me as I pass along
the plank that leads from deck to dry
land. On this particular occasion I

remember with what a vehemence of

hatred I resented their inhumanity.
and I assumed as defiant an air as

was compatible with my abject bodi-

ly and mental condition, as I march-

ed on with my fellow-victims, and

passed between two hedges of eager,

staring eyes. My uncle was with

me. But he was not abject. He
was far removed from such a wretch-

ed infirmity as sea-sickness, and no-

thing but his kindheartedness prevent-
ed him from joining with the chuck-

lers who were making merry at our

expense. It was almost an aggrava-
tion of my own suffering to see the

intensity of his sympathy, the way in

which he was perpetually mounting

guard beside me to ward off any ran-

dom shaft that the chance remarks

of others every now and then aimed

at me.

I had now spent six weary months

prosecuting my search, the most ex-

traordinary and unfortunate that ever

man was engaged in, and up to the

day I started for Dieppe I had failed

to obtain the smallest clew. I had

left nothing untried. I had stimulat-

ed the activity of Scotland Yard by
reckless liberality ;

I had set the

whole detective force in motion, but

to no purpose.
I had had recourse to the mysteri-

ous column in the Times for months

together; but the agony of feeling

that my appeals to Isabel to " come
back to her husband, or communicate
with him by letter," was making all

the break fast- tables in the kingdom
laugh, brought no response from the

fugitive herself. All this time my
uncle seconded me by his exertions

and supported me by his kindness.
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1 tliink I should have gone mad, if it

had not been for him. He never

tin-d of my lamentattoM, my 1

sullen tits of gloom, the wearisome

iin of my self-reproach, my end-

less wondering at the behavior of

>>!, and my cursing and swearing
at the stupidity of the Scotland Yard

people. He bore with me as patient-

ly as a mother with a sick child. My
step- mother had talked him into her

belief that Isabel had been on the

stage, and that the most likely place
to hear of her would be amongst
managers and play-actors. There

was something utterly revolting to me
in this notion, and I burst out into

MIC h uncontrollable anger one day
when my uncle was arguing in favor

of it with a degree of sense that was

quite unanswerable, that he determin-

ed never to broach the supposition
in to me. This did not prevent

him from following up the idea by

employing agents in every direction

to hunt the theatres both of London
and the provincial towns. Mean-
while, 1 was secretly doing the same.

I could not look the thing bravely in

the face, even with him
;
but I had

in my innermost heart a dread,

amounting at times to certainty, that

he was right, and that if ever I found

my wife it would be in the green-
room or on the stage. I discovered

afterwards that my dear old uncle

knew perfectly well the game 1 was

playing, but he left me under the

delusion that he believed in my dis-

belief, and so spared me the shame
I morbidly shrank from. More than

once a false alarm led me to fancy
that these were realized, and that she

was in the hands of a manager,
and then my sensation was one of

poigns&t misery, almost of despair.
While I knew nothing I might yet

hope. My feelings resembled that

of tl\e French miser who, while look-

ing tor the will that if found would

roh him of a legacy, confessed naive-

ly :
"
Je cherche en pliant JJieu de

ne pas trouver."

1 was sitting at breakfast in my
lodgings in Piccadilly one morning
when my uncle came suddenly in,

and said abruptly:
" You told me once that th<

by which the police could positively

identify her was a silver tooth ?"
"
Yes," I replied, and my heart

thumped against my ribs; "a silver

tooth in the left jaw, rather far

back."
" Did it never occur to you to

make inquiries amongst the den-

tists ?"
"
No, that never occurred to me !

But now that you mention it, it

seems very strange that it should not.

I quite remember her speaking to me
of a clever one who had put in the

silver tooth for her; how he had at

first been obstinate and annoyed
about it, and then when it was done
how pleased he was with it. How
stupid of me not to have thought of

it before!" I cried in vexation ; "but
to-morrow I will begin and set in-

quiries on foot in this direction."
" You needn't trouble about it,"

said my uncle
;
" I've found the man

who did it."

" You have !" I cried. " And he
has seen her ! He has told you
something ! For heaven's sake, un-

cle, speak at once. What does the

man know ?"
" No great things," answered my

uncle, stepping from the hearth-rug,
where he had been standing with his

back to the clock, and flinging him-
self into an arm-chair. "

It seems
that your step-mother's fancy was
the right one after all

;
the child was

brought up for public singing, and
she was here ten days ago. For

aught this dentist can tell, she may
be here still

;
but I think not. She

came to him to have something
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done to this identical silver tooth. It

was hurting her, and she was in a

great state about
it, because she had

just got an engagement to sing at a

provincial theatre this season
;

she

didn't say where, but the last time

he saw her she went to him for

several days running she was fidget-

ting about the weather you remem-
ber \ve had some stiffish gales last

week and wondering what sort of

passage the people would have who
were crossing the Channel with the

wind so high. He could give me no
idea what port she had in her mind, or

in fact anything but just what I tell

you. Well, I thought it was as well

to make inquiries before I set you on

the go again, so I telegraphed to the

police at all the French ports, and

just a minute ago I got this fiom

Dieppe."
He handed the telegram to me :

" Beautiful young woman, answers

to description. Landed on Satur-

day; sings to-night. Hotel Royal.

Elderly man with her." There was

not a doubt in my mind but that

this was i^abel. The elderly man
must be the villain who passed him-

self oft" as her uncle. I said so
; my

uncle agreed with me.

"The dentist fellow described him

just ns you do," he continued "
a.

gruff old man, with a. brown coat and

broad-brimmed hat, and a disagree-
able snuffle when he talked. He
used to go with her a year ago, when
.she got the silver tooth made, and
he was with her the other day. And
now, my boy, when are we to start

for Dieppe? Let's look at the time-

table."

We started by the tidal train,

and reached Dieppe about five P.M.

that evening. It was the season, and

every hotel was brimful of English
and French fashion, come to bathe

itself in the briny wave of that strong
salt sea. We went straight to the

Hotel Royal, but the landlord had
not even a garret where he could

put up a bed for us. The lodging-
houses in the whole length of the

Rue Aguado were overflowing, and

we were finally driven to explore the

Faubourg de la Barre, where we
were thankful to be taken in by a

garrulous old landlady, who showed
us two small rooms on the first floor.

I was not in a frame of mind to quar-
rel with the accommodation, but I

heard the admiral relieving himself

in strong vernacular on the corkscrew

staircase.

We deposited our light impedimenta
in these lodgings, and then went out

to see what information was to be gath-
ered concerning the object of our

journey. The first thing \ve beheld on

entering the Grande Rue was a pla-
card announcing

" La Sonnambula "

for that evening ; {'nefrima di>iuiii\\;\.*

to be a "
gifted young soprano /?'<'-

I'tttantt, Signorina Graziella." We
went to the box-office; every place
was taken, and we had only a pros-

pect of standing-room in the spa< e

between the first tier and the balcony.
The prima donna had been heralded

by such a flourish of trumpets that

the whole population was eager v>

hear her so the box-keeper inform-

ed us.

T!y this lime it was six o'clock
;
but

I was fed by something stronger
than meat, and it never occurred to

me that since my breakfast, which
had been suspended before I was
half through it. I had tasted no food.

My uncle's sympathy, however, be-

ing of the healthiest kind, was not

proof against the demands of nature,
and he suggested that it was time to

think of dinner. I was ashamed of

having so entirely forgotten his com-
fort in my own absorbing preoccu-

pation, and proposed that we should

go to the icible-d
1

hote of the Hotel

Royal, which was served at six. I
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would have eaten merely to keep
him company; but the first spoonful

of soup seemed to choke inc. The
brave old sailor was near losing

temper with me at last, and vowed

that he would wash his hands of me
if I didn't eat my dinner, lie had

roughed it on many a heavy sea, and

in nine cases out of ten it was his

hearty appetite that kept him afloat

and pulled him through. In any

case, he would not admit fasting to

be an element in sentiment with ra-

tional human beings. He called for

a bottle of Chateau Latitte, and in-

sisted on my helping him to empty
it. I did my best, and the result

was that before dinner was over the

generous wipe repaid me for the ef-

fort, and enabled me to take, if not a

more hopeful, at any rate a less ut-

terly disconsolate, view of life, and of

the particular chapter of it I was now

passing through. It had a still

kinder effect on my uncle ;
his heart

soon warmed by the juice of the red

grape to such an extent that he talked

ofmy miserable position cheerfully, as

if it had been the most ordinary oc-

currence, and as if there was no rea-

son why I should despond about it

at all. He persisted in treating Isa-

bel as a naughty child who had

never been taught submission to the

rules of life, and broke through them

the moment she found they tram-

melled her. It was no unprecedented
event for an excitable young thing

to go mad about the stage; there

were, on the contrary, plenty of in-

stances of it. He could count them

on his fingers young ladies who
had gone quite mad about it, and

who had calmed down, when the

freak was over, into excellent wives

and mothers. Why should not this

silly little pu < <I > the same? I did

not dare reimnd him of those terrible

words, written in her own hand :

" If

I were as true as J have been false."

It was a solace to hear him rambling
on in his good-natured, foolish talk.

Only when he repeated with stout

emphasis for the tenth time that she

was herself the victim and dupe <>t

the designing old scoundrel who
called her his niece, I ventured to

remark :
"

J!ut Simpson says ..."
'

Simpson is an ass !" snarled my
uncle, and I at once assented, and

declared my belief that Simpson was

an ass.

The moment we had finished our

Chateau Lafitte we rose and left the

crowded room, where new-comers

were still pouring (n to seize upon

every seat as it was vacated. 1 had

been casting uneasy glances towards

the door, after first quickly scanning
the three hundred heads that were

bobbing up and down over as many
soup-plates when we entered

;
but

my fears were vain. Isabel was not

likely to run such a risk, if she

wished as evidently she did wish

to remain undiscovered. I overheard

some persons near us discussing the

appearance of \.\\e prima donna, who,

they observed, never showed herself

off the stage. Many curious idlers

had wasted hours lolling about the

hotel door, in hopes of seeing her

come out to walk or bathe; but

since she had been in Dieppe four

-.lays now no one had caught a

glimpse of her. They little dreamed,

as they bandied this gossip with one

another, that they were stabbing a

heart with every word. The persist-

ent avoidance of notice was but too

significant to me of thefrima donna s

identity. It wanted yet half an hour

of the time for the theatre, and my
uncle said we might as well spend it

inhaling the fresh breeze that was

blowing from the north, borne in by
the advancing tide. He linked his

arm in mine, and we sauntered down

to the beach. The waves were

breaking in low thunder-sobs upon
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the shingles, and all the town that

was not dining was out of doors

u-atching them. The Etablissement

was crowded, and the music of tjie

band that was playing there came

floating towards us with every roll

of the waves; but the hum of the

chattering crowd rose distinctly above
the sobbing of the sea and the mur-

mur of the more distant orchestra.

1 was too excited, too absorbed in

my own thoughts, to realize distinctly

anything around me, but I quite well

remember how I was impressed in a

vague yet vivid way by the contrast

between the sad, majestic tide heav-

ing and surging on one side, and the

human stream rippling to and fro on
the other, dressed out in such tawdry
gear, and simpering and chattering
and subsiding like the frothy foam
on the billows. I can remember, too,
how I turned, irritated and sick, from

the sight of it to the prettier, purer
one of children playing on the sward

beside the beach. The peals of their

innocent laughter did not jar upon
me

; there was no discord between
it and the dirge-like sound of the

water washing the shore. All this

passed and repassed before me like

something in a dream.

But the time was hurrying on, and

now I was impatient to see my doom
with my own eyes, or to know that

the reprieve was prolonged, and that

I might yet cling to a plank of

hope.
"

I think it's time we were going,"
I remarked, pulling out my watch ;

" the crowd is thinning, and I sup-

pose it is bound in the same direc-

tion." We were late, as I expected;

every spot was filled in the little

theatre when we arrived, and the

performance had begun. As the

box-keeper opened the door to admit

us to our standing-post on the first

tier, we were almost thrown back by
the roar of applause that burst upon

our ears; it rose and fell like a

mighty gust of wind, and seemed

literally to make the ground shake

under our feet and the walls tremble

round us. For a moment I was
stunned. There was a lull, and then

we went in. The singer had left the

stage, but the air was still vibrating
with the melody of her voice and of

the rapturous echoes it had awaken-
ed. A fine barytone was confiding
his despair and his hopes to the au-

dience, but it fell idly on their ears

after what had gone before. The
Soiinamlnila appeared again ; the

first notes were greeted by another

salvo of bravos, louder, more impas-
sioned and prolonged, than the first ;

again and again the plaudits rose,

handkerchiefs fluttered, and hands

clapped the house was electrified.

She could bear it no longer; over-

come by emotion, she held out her

arms to the spectators in an entreat-

ing gesture that seemed to say :

"
Enough ! Spare me ;

I can bear no
more !" It was either an impulse of

childlike nature or the most finished

piece of art ever seen on the stage.
Whatever it was, the effect was tre-

mendous. I suppose it could not

really have been so, but I would
have sworn that the house rocked.

It was a sustained roll of human
thunder from the pit to the gallery,
and from the gallery to the pit.

Isabel for it was she made another

passionate response with the same

childlike, bewitching grace, and rush-

ed off the scene. I was rooted to

the spot, not daring to look at my
uncle

; not thinking of him, of any-

thing. I was like a man in a night-

mare, held fast in the grasp of a

spectre, longing to call for help, but

powerless to utter a sound.

The manager came forward and
addressed a few words of expostula-
tion to the audience

; implored them
to control their ecstasies a little for
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the sake of llie sensitive and

being who had called them forth.

lie was nervous and at the same

time triumphant. He was answered

by a loud bti//. of assent. The Son-

na-alnila once more came forth, and

this time a deep, suppressed murmur
was the only interruption. The

dress, the glare, the gaslight, the

strange way the lustrous coils of her

black hair were arranged tumbled

in a sort of studied tangle all over

the forehead whil; a veil, half on,

half oft", concealed part of the face,

the entire transformation of the mise-

fn-sff/if, in fact, might easily have

disguised her identity from eyes less

preternaturally keen than mine; but

my glance had scarcely fallen on the

frail, shrouded figure, as it glided in

from the background, than I knew
that I beheld my wife; beheld her

clasped gracious heavens ! yes, I

saw it, and stood there motionless

and dumb clasped by the man who
was howling out some idiotic lamen-

tations. She stepped forward, and

began to sing. Her head was first

slightly bowed over her breast, and

her hands clasped and hanging. The
first bars were warbled out in a kind

of bird-like whisper, as if she were in

a dream
;
but little by little they grew

higher, more sonorous, until, carried

away by the power of the music

and her own magnificent interpreta-

tion of it, she flung back her head,
and let the gossamer cloud fall from

it, revealing the unshrouded contour

of the face, upturned, inspired, all

alight with the triumph of the hour,

while the bell-like notes rang out

with a breadth and pathos that melt-

ed and stirred every heart ill that

vast crowd like touches of fire. It

was n vision of beauty that defies all

words. I neither spoke nor moved

hilc the song lasted : but when the

list chord died out, and the pent-up
hearts of the listeners broke forth in

vol.. xx. 48

new peals that seemed to s\\

over the songstress in a flood of joy
and triumph, I awoke and came to

my senses.
" Come away !" I gasped, and

turned to move out. Hut the words

stuck in my throat. My uncle

had caught the delirium, and was

cheering and bravoing like a maniac.

"Glorious! Grand, by Jove ! En-

core! Splendid!" He was shout-

ing like a madman, whirling his hat

and stamping. His brown face was

young again. I never beheld such a

transformation in any human coun-

tenance.
" Are you mad, sir ?" I shrieked

into his ear, while I clutched his

arm.

I suppose he was mad
;

I know he

kept on the same frantic shouts and

clappings for several minutes, not

paying any more heed to me than to

the floor he was so vigorously stamp-

ing. I was frightened at last. I

thought anguish and shame for me
had driven him out of his mind

; so,

taking him gently by the arm, 1 said

I wanted to speak to him. He let

me push him on before me, and we

got out. He was still much excited,
and neither of us spoke till we were
in the open air.

" My dear boy," he said suddenly,
with a shamefaced look,

"
I couldn't

help it for the life of me! Uy Jove,
but it was the grandest thing I ever

heard in my life. The house reeled

round you. I would stake my head
there wasn't a sane man in it but

yourself!"
I laughed bitterly. The irony of

the words was dreadful. " Sane ?"

I cried. " You think I was sane ? I

thank heaven I behaved like a sane

man
;
but if I had been within reach

of that ruffian's throat, I'd ha\e

dashed his brains out as ruthlessly
as any escaped maniac from Bedlam.

I would do it now, if I had him !"
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My ur.clc stopped and looked at

inc. He was thoroughly sobered,
and I could see that he was terrified.

He told me long afterwards that he

never could have believed passion
could transfigure a face as it did

mine
;
he said I had murder written

in my eyes as plainly as ever it was

written on a printed page. And I

believe him. I felt I could have

committed murder at that moment.

I would have killed that man, if I

had held him, if the gallows had

been there to hang me the next

hour. I have never felt the same

towards murderers since that mo-

ment. It was an awful revelation to

me of the hidden springs of crime

that may lie deep down in a man's

heart, and never be suspected even

by himself, until the touch that can

wake them into deadly life has

come. I can never think of that

evening without an humbling sense

of my own innate wickedness, of the

benign mercy that overruled that

frightful impulse. Given the im-

mediate opportunity and the ab-

sence of the supreme, supervening

goodness that stood between me and

myself, and I should have been a

murderer. The gulf that separates

each one of us from crime is narrow-

er than we imagine. The discovery

of this truth is humbling, but per-

haps none the less salutary for that.

"Come along, Glide; come along

with me," my uncle said in the

soothing tone one uses to a fractious

child.
"

It's ail my fault. I ought to

have known better than to let you

go there at all; I ought to have

gone by myself. I'm no better than

a blubbering old idiot to you, my
boy."

I went with him passively; we

walked to our lodgings without speak-

ing. I shall never forget the kind-

ness of my uncle all through that

night. He was as patient and as

gentle with me as a woman, bearing

with me as tenderly as a mother

could have done. I could not rest,

and I would not let him rest. I call-

ed for cafe' tioir, and I kept drinking

cup after cup of it until, added to the

stronger stimulant that was setting

my blood on fire, I almost worked

myself into a brain fever, bursting

out into paroxysms of childish rebel-

lion, and then lapsing into fits of

dumb despair. I had first insisted

on rushing off to the hotel and lying
in wait for Isabel, and compelling
her there and then either to return

to me or to part from me for ever
;

but my uncle was inexorable in op-

posing this, and I knew by his. tone

that he was not to be trifled with.

There was a something about him in

certain moods that made resistance

to his will as impossible as wrestling

with an elephant. I gave in, and

allowed him to give his reasons for

preventing my taking a step which,
result how it might, was sure to be a

most humiliating one for me; not

only or chiefly as a husband, but as

a De Winton. My uncle's anxiety
lest the old name should suffer by
the event threw his sympathy for my
individual sorrow comparatively into

t'le shade. While my wife's flight

was known only to my immediate

household, my step-mother whose

pride and touchiness about the honor

of a De Winton was almost as morbid

as his own and the three tried friends

of my dear father's youth, it was just

possible that it might remain a secret

beyond that small circle, and he

clung to this hope as tenaciously as

I did to the hope of recovering my
wife. The De Wintons were a proud

race, and justly so. We had nobler

things to be proud of than the primary
one of ancient, and I may venture to

say illustrious, lineage : we could

boast with truth that there was no

bar sinister on the old escutcheon ;
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our men had never known cowardice,

nor our women shame
;
no maiden

ofour house hail dishonored a father's

white hairs, or wife brought a blot

upon her husband's name. I was

the last of our line so far, and the

thought that it should die out under

a cloud of shame with me was bitter

with the bitterness of death to the

admiral ;
for lie was at heart as proud

as a 1'lantagenet, with all his free

and easy talk, and his jovial, jolly-tar

manner to everybody, especially to

his inferiors. Noblesse oblige was

en "raven on the inmost core of his
Q

honest heart ;
and he could not

conceive a De WiiHon feeling less

acutely on the point than he did

himself. He had never been mar-

ried
;

this partially accounted, per-

haps, for his inability to merge the De
Winton in the husband. It is possi-

ble that, if I had never been married, I

should have comprehended his stem

abstract view of the case, and have

felt with him that the husband's

misery was as nothing compared to

the blow dealt at the pride of a De
Winton. As it was, I could not feel

this. I could have seen the whole

clan of the De Wintons and their

escutcheon in the bottom of the Red

Sea, if I could have rescued myself
from the anguish of renouncing for

ever the young wife who had so

cruelly charmed and blighted my life.

1 was driven to make this unworthy
avowal on my uncle's suggesting that,

assuming it were still possible for me
to forgive her, she might lay it down
as a condition of our reunion that

she was to pursue her career on the

stage. He merely threw out the idea

as a wild notion that crossed his

thoughts for a moment; but when I

hinted at the possibility of yielding

to this painful and humiliating con-

dition rather than renounce Isabel

for ever, he flew into such a frenzy
i ;' indignation that to calm him I

believe I was cowardly enough to

swallow my words, and declare that

they had not been spoken in earnest.

It was some time, however, before

he subsided from the agitation they
caused him. The idea of allm:

even in jest, to the possibility of a.

play-actress flaunting our name upon
the boards of the theatre was too

dreadful to be contemplated without

unmitigated horror. If I let her go
her mad career alone, the chances

were that this disgrace would be spar-

ed us. Isabel had proved clearly

enough so far that she desired secrecy
to the'full as much as we did; but

if she continued on the stage as my
wife, secrecy became impossible. She

might play under the assumed name
she now bore, but the true one would

soon be blazoned abroad, do what

we all might to conceal it. The

managers who speculated on her

voice would be quick to discover it,

and make capital out of it. The
admiral was so strong in his de-

nunciation of the madness of the

whole thing that he convinced me he

was right. This little incident left

him more than ever determined to

keep me as much as possible in the

background, and I so far acknow-

ledged the wisdom of his views as to

consent to let him go by himself to

try and see Isabel in the morning.
It proved a fruitless mission. The

concierge said that the signorina had

not left her room yet; but the ser-

vant, in answer to my uncle's ring at

her door, informed him that she had

gone out for an early drive it was

not eight o'clock and that she would

not be in until dinner-hour. Would
monsieur take the trouble to call

later? Monsieur said he would, and

he did; but he was then informed

that the signorina had taken a chill

in her drive, and had gone to bed.

My uncle came home in great wroth ;

he believed no more in the chill than
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he had believed in the drive, and he

was for writing there and then to

Isabel, telling her so, and demanding
an interview without more ado, using

firm language and hinting at sterner

measures if she refused. I entreated

him not to do this. I don't know

whether in the bottom of my heart I

believed the servant's story, but I

persuaded myself and then him that

I did ;
that it was only natural that a

tender, delicate-fibred creature like

her should have been done up after

the excitement of last evening ;
and

that we had better leave her in peace

for a day. He pooh-poohed this

contemptuously : the excitement was

just what she liked in the business ;

it was what play-actors, men and

women, all alike lived on. He hu-

mored me, however, and consented

to put off the letter till the next day.

Meantime, something might turn up.

I might meet her uncle myself, and

button-hole the scoundrel on the spot.

He must walk out some time or other,

and I was determined to be on the

watch. I paced up and down before

the hotel for three weary hours, glanc-

ing up continually at the windows. I

knew from my uncle what floor Isa-

bel occupied. Once I fancied I

caught sight of the fellow's face

looking out for a moment, and then

hurriedly withdrawn. Was it only

fancy, or had he really seen me, and

drawn back to escape my seeing

him ? I lounged into the coffee-

room, and adroitly elicited from one

of the waiters that the signorina was

keeping very quiet, so as to avoid

any disappointment for the forthcom-

ing representation; she was to sing

again in two nights, and no one was

to be admitted to see her in the in-

terval. Orders to this effect had

been given to the concierge, who was

to deny all visitors on the plea of the

signorina's state of nervous debility,

which made the slightest excitement

off the stage fatal to her. When I

repeated this to the admiral, he set

his brown face in a scowl, and we

very nearly quarrelled outright before

he again yielded to my resistance,

and agreed to wait two days more,
and see whether she kept her en-

gagement for the next performance.
On the morning of the second day
we both went out together to the

baths. As we were passing through
the Ktablissement gardens, a young
man came up to a group of people

walking ahead of us, and gave some
news that provoked sudden surprise,

apparently of no pleasant nature; for

we heard the words,
" Abominable

sell !"
" What an extraordinary affair!"

repeated with angry emphasis. We
had not heard a word of what the

young man had said, but the broken

comments that reached us seemed, as

if by some magnetic influence, to in-

form us of their meaning. The ad-

miral, in his off-hand, sailor way,
walked up to the party, and asked if

any accident had happened on the

coast. "Oh! no; no accident," the

bearer of the news said,
" but a

most disagreeable thing for every-

body. Graziella has bolted, no one

knows when or how
;

her rooms
were found vacant an hour ago, and

there was not a trace of her or the

fellow who was with her. The
Hotel Royal was in a tremendous

commotion about it; the landlord

had been clown to the station and to

the quay, but there was no trace of

them at either place. The landlord

believed they had eloped during the

night, by some highway or by-way,
so as to avoid detection

;
but why or

wherefore was the mystery. They
had paid their bill. It was a horrible

sell, for the little creature was the

trump-card of the season a second

Malibran."

I knew as well as if I had followed

my uncle, and heard the intelligence
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with my own cars, what he had to

tell me when he turned back, and

came up to me, intending to break it

gently. It 'seemed utterly useless

after tin's to go to the hotel with the

hope of gaining further particulars,

but I urged at the same time that

it was possible the landlord himself

might l>e a party to the affair, and

that, if he had been bought over to

hold his tongue, he might be bought
to loosen it. I could not count on

the necessary command over myself
to speak or to listen to others speak-

ing of the event at this stage, so I

yielded to my uncle's wish, and went

home ;
he accompanied me to the

door, for he judged by my looks that

I was not lit to be left to go back

alone. He then started off to the

Rue Aguado. He found the place
in an uproar about the flight, but no

one could throw a particle of light

on the time, the manner, or the mo-
tive of it. The concierge remember-

ed seeing a lady, small and slight,

and with a very elastic step, walk

rapidly out of the house late on the

previous evening, dressed in the deep-
est mourning, with a widow's crape

veil, and holding her handkerchief

to her eyes, as if crying bitterly ;
he

had remarked her at the time, and

thought she had been visiting some
one in the hotel, and that she was in

fresh mourning for her husband,

poor thing ! Everybody agreed that

this must have been La Graziella in

disguise. JUit 'beyond this not the

smallest clew was found that could

direct the pursuit of the fugitives.

Theii luggage had been carried off

as mysteriously as themselves; no
one had seen it removed. This in-

duced tlje suspicion that they must

have had an accomplice on the prem-
ises. The landlord, however, had a

precedent to fall back on a swin-

dler who had lived at his expense
for three weeks, and then decamped

one fine morning, bag and baggage,

having carried them all off himself,

disguised as a porter, while several

travellers were under way in the

courtyard with their separate lots of

luggage, and porters were hurrying
in and out with them.

For two days after this event, which

checkmated every movement on our

part, we did nothing but wander
about Dieppe, watching helplessly
for some information that could have

directed us what to do. My uncle

was constantly down on the quay
and at the railway station, question-

ing the sailors and the officials, and

always coming back just as void of

information as he went. He was

more irascible than ever now about

the honor of the De Wintons, and
would not allow me to interfere di-

rectly or indirectly. I resented this

tyranny; but the fact of my interfer-

ence having already proved so dis-

astrous gave him the whip-hand
over me, and I felt it was wiser in

my own interest to subside and let

him act. He was actively seconded

in his endeavors to track the fugi-

tives by the manager of the theatre,

who was resolved so we heard on
all sides to spare neither trouble nor

expense in recapturing his prize.

The collapse of such a priina donna

was a serious loss to him; he had

gone to considerable expense in pre-

paring for her debut, and it had been

so brilliant as to ensure the promise
of an overflowing house to the end

of the season. On one side my
uncle was gratified at the intelligence

and energy displayed by the mana-

ger; but on the other hand it put him
in a ferment of terror. What if, in

his search after Graziella, he should

discover who she was and what

name she bore! The bare thought
of this almost drove him frantic.

The manager's opinion, it would

seem, was that she had escaped in a
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fishing-smack. This was the most

likely mode of flight for any one, in-

deed, to adopt from a seaport town

like Dieppe; no preliminaries were

required in the way of tickets or

passports, and the fugitives might
steer themselves to any coast they

pleased, and land unobserved where

it suited them. It was useless, how-

ever, for us to leave Dieppe until we
heard something. While the mana-

ger was vigorously prosecuting the

search on his side, my uncle was

busy on ours. He suggested that it

would be well to make an exploring

expedition amongst the hamlets on
the cliffs groups of huts scattered at

short intervals over the long range
of the falaises overhanging the sea,

and inhabited by a scanty and mis-

erable population.
We had felt it necessary to take a

few safe agents of the police into our

confidence
;
and before setting to

work among the gens tie falaise, as

they are called by the dwellers on

the plain, we consulted them as to

the best mode of proceeding, and

asked some information as to the

sort of people we had to deal with.

The police advised us to leave the

attempt alone. They said the "folk

of the cliffs
" were so simple that

their name was a by-word for stu-

pidity down below. It required lit-

tle short of a surgical operation to

convey a new idea of the simplest
kind into their brain. There was a

story current in the town of how, not

so very long ago, a gang of robbers

prowled about the neighborhood,
and made it expedient for the mayor
to issue a proclamation, wherein it

was notified that nobody would be
allowed to enter the gates after night-
fall without a lantern. The notice

was placarded all over the walls, and
this is how it worked with the gens
Je falaise ; Ding-dong came a ring

at the gates, one evening, and the

sentry called out: "
Qui vive?"

" Gens de falais3 !" (Pronounced

fazc/laise.)
" Have you a lantern ?"
"
Eh, oui !"

" Is there a candle in it ?"
"
Eh, non ! We were not told to !"

"Well, now you're told to
;'
be off

and get one !"

Next evening ding-dong come the

travellers again.
"
Qui vive ?"

" Gens de falaise !"

" Have you a lantern ?"
"
Eh, oni !"

" And a candle in it ?''

'

Eh, oui ?"
"

Is it lighted ?"
"
Eh, non ! We were not told to."

"
Well, now you're told to

; go back

and light it."

Away went the gens tie falaise

again, and finally returned a third

time to the charge with a lantern

and a candle in it, and lighted.

This was not very encouraging to

persons who wanted to question in-

telligent observers. We tried it,

however, but soon found that rumor
had not maligned the simple dwell-

ers on the cliffs, and that nothing
was to be gleaned from their dull,

unobservant eyes.

Four days passed, and still we
were in the same dense darkness.

The suspense and inaction became
unendurable to me.

"
Uncle," I said,

"
I can stand

this no longer. I will run up to

Paris, and set the lynx-eyes of the

police there on the lookout for us.

Perhaps it will be of no use
;

but

anything is better than waiting here

doing nothing."

My uncle fell in with the idea at

once. I set off to Paris, and left him
at Dieppe, where, in truth, it seemed
more likely that information of some
sort must transpire sooner or later.

TO DE CONTINUED.
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THE COLONIZATION OF NEW SOUTH WALES BY GREAT
BRITAIN

CONCLUDED.

IT is obvious, then, that, if the re-

markable prosperity which has be-

fallen the English Colonies in Aus-

tralia is to be ascribed, in any degree,
to the sagacity of the government
that sent out the first expedition, or of

those who then and subsequently pre-

sided over it, we must look for it in

the perfection of the reformatory sys-

tem, with a view to which the original

constitution of the colony was exclu-

sively framed. The idea ofmaking the

colonization of a newly discovered

territory of prodigious resources sub-

>< rvient to the reformation of as

many as possible of the criminals

of an over-populated country is a

conception of the noblest philan-

thropy; as the attempt to use a new
and promising colony for the mere

purpose of getting rid anyhow of

the dangerous classes would be an

act of guilty folly, the result of an in-

dolent ami heartless selfishness, such

as even the most heartless and the

most selfish of oligarchies should

blush to have perpetrated. For the

prosecution of the former object more
care and pains should have been ex-

pended than under ordinary circum-

stances in sending out to the new
settlement a colony fully equipped
with all that the mother-country had
to give it. The reformed, as they

stepped forth from their cells and

shackles, once more masters of their

own actions, free agents, reinvested

with reason's noblest prerogative
the liberty of choosing good and re-

jecting evil- -should have found a

sound and healthy society with which

to mingle. They should have found

themselves at once amidst a society
based on those principles of religion,

law, and justice which characterize

even the feeblest form of Christian

civilization. Such a society they
should have found immediately out-

side their prison-walls, into which

they might glide, as it were, unper-

ceived, and from which they should

gradually and insensibly take their

tone. What man in his sober senses

could have anticipated any thorough
and permanent reformation of crimi-

nals in a society consisting exclusive-

ly, after making exception of the offi-

cials and the military guard, of the

very criminals themselves ? In read-

ing the inaugural address of the first

governor, we naturally conclude that

the government which organized the

expedition was deeply impressed with

the necessity of an opposite course.

But the illusion is soon dispelled. We
discover to ourastonishment that the

infant colony took out with it no one

condition of a civilized society. Of
law there was simply none. Even
the formalities of martial law, when,
soon after the settlement of the penal

colony, it was thought expedient to

have recourse to them, were found

to be impracticable, because of some
technical difficulty which there had

not been the sagacity to foresee and

provide against Whatever there was

of justice was wholly dependent on

the caprice and dispositions of indi-

viduals. Incredible as it may ap-

pear, it is nevertheless the fact that,

after the retirement of the first gov-
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ernor, the administration of the colo-

ny was entrusted for three years to

the hands of the officers of the io2d

Regiment. Unfit for such a responsi-

bility as were the sea-captains from

amongst whom the first four govern-
ors were selected, officers of the

army were yet more so. The previ-
ous habits and traiiiing of English

regimental officers are such as to

disqualify them, generally speaking,
for judicial functions. But the un-

fitness of military men in England
for this office was much greater at

that period than at the present day,
as they were more illiterate. The

government of a colony transferred

to a regimental mess-room forms in-

deed a humiliating contrast to the

glowing periods of Commander Phil-

lip. Mr. Therry tells us (p. 69) :

"The first four governors of New South

Wales, Phillip, Hunter, King, and Bligh,
exercised a rule (and this includes the

mess-room interregnum) which partook
much of the character of the government
of a large jail or penitentiary."

Two years and a half after the dis-

embarkation of the first batch of

convicts fresh instructions Arrived
from the home government respect-

ing the allotment of land. By these

instructions, the advantages already

enjoyed by the emancipists were ex-

tended to the privates and non-com-

missioned officers of the military

guard on the spot, but no provision
whatsoever was made for free emi-

grants from the mother-country. So

that, when the sixth governor, Mac-

quarie,
" considered that the colony

was selected as a depot for convicts ;

that the land properly belonged to

them, as they emerged from their

condition of servitude, and that emi-

grants were intruders on the soil,"

we can only conclude that he inter-

preted the policy of the government
at home more correctly than the more
enthusiastic sailor who first presided

over it. In spite of the singular in-

capacity displayed in the first organ-
ization of the settlement at Sydney,
the following illustration of the state

of law and society therein twenty
years after its establishment, would
be incredible if we had it on less

trustworthy authority than that of

Mr. Therry. He tells us (p. 74) that,

during the rule of one Capt. Bligh,

1806-8, "the judge-advocate, At-

kins, was a person of no professional

mark, and was, besides, of a very dis-

reputable character." The governor
reported of him to the Secretary of
State that " he had been known to

pronounce sentence of death when
intoxicated"! With Atkins was as-

sociated a convict named Crossley,
who had been transported for forg-

ing a will, and for perjury, and who
had been convicted of swindling in

the colony.
The result of such a state of things

was as unavoidable as it was fatal.

If the reformatory system in the pe-
nal colony had been as wise and
efficacious as it was lamentably, nay,

wickedly, the reverse, such of the

convicts as yielded to the nobler

motives of civil life and the claims

of conscience should have been able

to mix unnoticed with the sounder

part of the community. Bygones
should have been really bygones.
The past should have been simply
ignored. No allusion to it should

have been tolerated. The expiated
crime should have been buried out

of sight and recollection, so long as

there was no relapse. There should

have been no such class as an eman-

cipist class. The reformatory insti-

tution should have remained as a

thing apart, sending from time to

time its contingent of convalescents

to be incorporated with the healthy

body politic.

Instead of this, as the colony in-

creased, the moneyed and influential
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class, the leading class, in a colony
intended to reproduce the glories of

England in the fifth great division of

the world, consisted of emancipated
convicts. No pains taken to perpe-

tuate the memory of these people's

disgrace could have attained so un-

desirable an object more effectually.

They stood out a distinctly marked

order in the state. They became

landed proprietors, magistrates, high

government officials, even legal func-

tionaries. Instead of a decent veil

of oblivion being thrown over their

antecedents, they were, as in a Me-
thodist experience, even ostentatious-

ly displayed. It almost constituted

a boast, and was worn as though it

were a decoration of honor. When,

subsequently, through the encourage-
ment of one or two of the governors
and other causes, the tide of emigra-
tion set in from the mother-country
another moneyed and influential class

arose of untainted reputation. A
bitter rivalry between the two was

the immediate consequence. The

emancipists excited no sympathy or

compassion for the lingering memory
of a misfortune which their subse-

quent lives might be supposed to

have retrieved, but which, instead of

an obliterated brand, was ostenta-

tiously retained as the badge of a

powerful class, which became thus

an object of contempt to the more

respectable new-comers. The crimes

for which they had been punished,
and of which they should, therefore,

no longer have borne the burden,

reappeared as their accusers in the

intercourse of social life. Society
snatched up the sword which the

law had in mercy laid aside
;
a re-

mitted punishment was exacted in

another form ; and the benevolent

aim of rescuing the worst class of

criminals from irremediable ruin by
a reformatory process, if it were ever

seriously entertained, was wholly frus-

trated. For scarcely had the infant

settlement, through the gradual in-

flux of immigrants, begun to assume

the appearance of a colony, when the

original sin of its constitution ap-

peared in the form of an evil, fatal

not only to the well-being, but even

to the very existence of a free com-

munity. Instead of any effort being
made to heal or, at least, to allevi-

ate this evil by some consistent line

of policy, it was aggravated by the

capricious preference of one or other

of the rival classes by successive gov-

ernors, according to their several

idiosyncrasies. An evil of this na-

ture could end only with the extinc-

tion of one or other of the antago-
nistic classes, or the dissolution of

the colony ;
unless indeed the whole

reformatory system were remodelled

on an entirely different plan. The

problem was solved by the adoption
of the former alternative. The na-

tural advantages of the country ami

the commercial energy of the Anglo-
Saxon race proved, at last, too strong

for a reformatory system which was

not only crude and faulty to the ut-

most degree, but was literally de-

structive of its own end and object.

After a long struggle against obsta-

cles greater than ever before hinder-

ed the development of vast natural

resources, the colony prevailed over

the prison, and the entail of emanci-

pation was finally cut off by the abo-

lition of transportation in the year

1840.

Turn we now to the penal portion

of this quite unique organization for

the reformation of criminals. Here,

it may be, we shall be able to trace

some indications, at least, of that

humane sympathy, that sorrow for a

fellow-creature's fall and anxiety f;r

his restoration, which appeals to what-

ever of good may be lingering in the

heart of the criminal, not to mention

the higher and more tender charities
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which religion inspires. No gentler

instrument of cure would appear to

have suggested itself to the minds

of the members of the English gov-
ernment of 1788 than the lash ! the

lash in the hands of sots and ruf-

fians !

"
I was once present in the police office

in Sydney when a convict was sentenced

to fifty lashes for not taking off his hat to

a magistrate as he met him on the road."

Of Capt. P. C. King, who adminis-

tered the government from 1800 to

1806, Mr. Therry writes :

"
lie was a man of rough manners, and

prone to indulge in offensive expressions
borrowed from the language then in

vogue in the navy. . . . His temper was
irascible and wayward. At one time he
assumed a tone of arrogant and unyield-

ing; dictation
;
at another, he indulged in

jokes unsuited to the dignity of his po-
sition."

Of Capt. Bligh, who succeeded King,

Judge Therry tells us that his

"despotic conduct as commander of the

Bounty had driven the crew to mutiny.
Yet he who had proved his incapacity
for ruling a small ship's company was
made absolute ruler of a colony so criti-

cally circumstanced as that of New South
Wales. . . . He was the same rude, des-

potic man, whether treading the quarter-
deck of the Botinty or pacing his recep-
tion-room in Government House at Syd-

ney." "Throughout the colony," con-

tinues the judge, "the uncontrolled use

ef the lash was resorted to, as an inces-

sant and almost sole instrument of punish-

ment, and too often those who inflicted

this degrading punishment regarded
themselves as irresponsible agents, and

kept no record of their darkest deeds."

But when the hacks and the con-

sciences of the unhappy victims of an

English reformatory process had be-

come alike hardened to this demor-

alizing torture, a perverse ingenuity
had devised in Norfolk Island a place

of penal torment calculated to destroy

in its victims the last vestiges of hu-

manity. To human beings thus cir-

cumstanced the scaffold became rath-

er an object of desire than of dread.

And we learn from Mr. Therry that

duringthe years 1826, 1827, and 1830
no less than one hundred and fifty-

three persons were hung out of a

population of fifty thousand.

But we have not yet fathomed the

lowest depth of imbecility and of

guilty indifference to the commonest
dictates of prudence and humanity
exhibited in this nefarious scheme for

the reformation, forsooth, of crimi-

nals.

Incredible as it may appear, it is

nevertheless true, that by the authors

of the scheme, although their lips

were full of the professions we have

quoted, the influence of religion as

an agent of reformation was simply

ignored. It had not been their origi-

nal intention to send out1 any^ minis-

ter at all of their religion with the ex-

pedition they had planned. It was

owing to the remonstrance of a dig-

nitary of the Established sect that one

was, at the last moment, appointed.
This appointment, however, does not

appear to have been made with any
view of bringing the influence of re-

ligion to bear on the unfortunate

criminals. To them the rudest ob-

jects of self-interest appear to have

been the only motives of reformation

held out. Dr. Porteous such was
his name would have displayed more
than the ordinary apathy of his class

as to any objects of a merely spiritual

interest, and a less than ordinary
keenness of perception as to its ma-
terial interests, if he had allowed a

large colonial expedition to leave the

shores of the mother-country with-

out any provision whatsoever being
made for the celebration of the wor-

ship of the Established religion in the

distant land to which it was bound.

We are told by Mr. Flanagan that a

priest of some Spanish ships, which
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visited the colony in 1793, "observing

that a church had not yet been built,

lifted up his eyes with astonishment,

and declared that, had the place been

settled by his nation, a house would

have been erected for Goil before

any house had been built for men "

(Hist, of N. S. W., vol. i. p. 95).

In 1791 a fresh batch of convicts,

two thousand and fifty in number,

arrived at Sydney, making the sum

total of that portion of the population
t\vo thousand eight hundred and

twenty-eight. Yet, for these, for the

large staff of officials, the military

guard, and the few free settlers, the

only minister of religion for six years

after the foundation of the colony
was this churchless chaplain, and

the only religious influences accessi-

ble to that multitude of unfortunates

was the form of Sabbatical prayer

adopted by his sect. The one mas-

ter cause of the inhumanity of the

whole scheme was the complete and

jnofound disregard of religious in-

fluences engendered in the minds of

its authors by that embodiment of re

ligious indifference and lifeless formal-

ism, the established sect in England.
In few, if in any, exiled convicts

have the finer sensibilities of our

common nature been utterly extin-

guished. In nearly all, charred and

unsightly as may their whole natures

have become, diligent and patient

labor will come at last to some un-

quenched fragment of the precious

jewel; remote and all but lost, but

waiting only for one smallest crevice

to be opened through the superincum-
bent mass of gloom and despair, to

spring in light, like a resurrection, to

the surface, and fling its delivered

lustre to the sun. In nearly all, he

who should tenderly but persevering-

ly dig through the filth and refuse

which a highly artificial and evilly

constituted state of society has heap-
ed upon its outcasts, would assured-

ly come at last to some faint trickle

of the living fountain, which death

only wholly dries up, ready to find

its level, and even longing to be

released. How many of those sad

ship-loads, when the shores of their

native country for ever faded from

their view, succumbed to the anguMi
of some, were it only one, rudely

riven tie, and, in the nearest feeling

to despair possible out of the place

of reprobation, thrilled with a heart's

agony of which the severest bodily

pain is but a feeble symbol ! Cruel

to inhumanity would be the jailer

who should refuse to a prisoner in

his dungeon the consolation of one

ray of the light of day. But who,
with the hearts of men, could have

forbidden to those most miserable

of their fellow-creatures an entrance

to the angels of religion ? Who
would not have used every effort

to secure their ministrations ? The
Catholic Church, and she alone,

could have brought the light of hope
within those darkened souls. She

alone could have taken from despair
that painful past and that ghastly

present, have awakened within those

hardened consciences the echoes of

a nobler being, have folded around

the poor outcasts her infinite chari-

ties, and en wreathed them in their

embrace. She alone could have re-

called them through the tears of

compunction to the consciousness

that they were still men, and might

yet be saints; and, like the memory
of childhood gliding round the fright-

ful abyss that separated them from

innocence, have beckoned, and en-

couraged, and helped them up the

toilsome steep of penance, to the

place where conquerors, who have

narrowly escaped with their lives,

receive their kingdoms and their

crowns.

Yet was this mere tribute to the

humanity of those forlorn ones wholly
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withheld from them. The rigors of

penal discipline, increasing in severi-

ty with the progressive depravity of

their unhappy victims, reduced them
at length to a condition by compari-
son of which the lot of the sorriest

brute that was ever becudgelled by a

ruffian owner was enviable. What a

depth of misery, and, worse still,

what a bitter consciousness of it, is

revealed in the keen reproach of one
of them :

" When I came here, I had

the heart of a man in me, but you
have plucked it out, and planted the

heart of a brute in its stead !

" To
talk to such men of reformation

could only have been a ghastly jest.

Not so much as even a moral mo-
tive appears to have been suggested
to them. Nothing but the unlovely

object of worldly self-advantage.

Of such a system there could be

but one result. No longer do we

experience any surprise at finding

that the aborigines, who were to

have been civilized, and who, at

first, evinced the most friendly dis-

position towards the new settlers,

were shot down and even poisoned

by the squatters, soldiers, emigrant

adventurers, and emancipists, the

standard of whose morality appears
to have been about equally high ;

that men in the highest judicial sta-

tions were notoriously immoral
;
that

amongst the most prosperous and re-

spectable of Sydney tradesmen were

receivers of stolen goods; that in

the time of one governor,
'
the marriage ceremony fell into neg-

lect, and dissolute habits soon pre-

vailed
;
rum became the regular and

principal article of traffic, and was uni-

versally drunk to excess"
;

and that, when he left the colony
in 1800,

"
// was then in a state of

deep demoralization" (Therty, p. 71) ;

that, under the rule of his successor,

to quote Mr. Therry's own descrip-

tion :

"The licentiousness that had prevailed
in the time of Hunter was carried to the

highest pitch. Not only was undis-

guised concubinage thought no shame,
but the sale of wives was not an unfre-

quent practice. A present owner of

broad acres and large herds in New
South Wales is the offspring of a union

strangely brought about by the purchase
of a wife from her husband for four gal-
lons of rum "

(p. 72).

Lamentable as must have been

the condition of a reformatory co-

lony wherein the religious sentiment

and all concern for a future life were

entirely disregarded, its effects were

more terrible to the Catholic portion
of the convicts than to their Protes-

tant fellow-criminals. The latter,

born blind, were not sensible of the

blessing of which they were de-

prived. To them religion was a

matter of the merest unconcern.

The parson was one of the gentle-

folk, nothing more. He made no

claim of spiritual power. It was not

likely that they should invest him
with it. They felt no need of him in

death, any more than they had

throughout their lives. Indeed, they
had all along been taught that it was

the special birthright of an English-
man to die as independently as he

had lived.
'
It must be owned, there-

fore, that, as far as they were con-

cerned, no privation was experi-
enced nor any practical loss occa-

sioned by the circumstance that only
one Protestant minister was appoint-
ed in the colony during six years,

and for another six years only two.

How different the case of the Ca-

tholic portion of the convicts ! For

them to be deprived of priestly min-

istration was a loss all but irrepa-

rable. The clear and rigid dogma-
tism of the church places the three

future states of existence before her

children with a positiveness and re-

ality which the mysterious power of

evil may enable them to brave, but
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never to ignore. The intermediate

state of temporal punishment forbids

the most loaded with crimes to aban-

don hope, even at the moment of dis-

solution. But for this salvation the

sacraments are ordinarily essential, of

which the priests, and only the priests,

are the dispensers. To deprive, thus,

of priestly ministrations those poor
creatures who stood most in need

of them, to drag them to despair and

final impenitence the only sin from

whose guilt the sacraments are power-
less to rescue.the sinner was a cruel-

ty which would have been diabolical

if it had been intentional.

About ten years after the settle-

ment of the colony, the number of

Catholic convicts was greatly in-

creased by large deportations from
Ireland after the unsuccessful insur-

rection of 1798. But they were a

very different class of men from or-

dinary convicts. They were supe-
rior to the ordinary political dere-

licts. Jf the most brutal and in-

sulting tyranny that ever goaded a

people to rebellion can justify an in-

surrection against established au-

thoiities, that justification they had
to the full. Those Irish exiles of '98
were no more criminal than the min-

istry that arraigned them or the

judges who pronounced their doom.
The finer sensibilities of these men
had not been blunted nor their do-

mestic affection stifled by low asso-

ciations and long habits of crime.

They were, for the most part, men
of blameless manners, and of a peo-

ple remarkable for virtue. To such

men the rude snapping asunder

of the fondest heart-ties, the being

dragged away for ever from the old

spot of home, endeared by all bliss-

tul and innocent memories, from the

familiar scenes, the beloved faces,

the cherished friends, the heart-own-

ed relatives, young and aged, from

the graves of their ancestors, and

the country of their birth, to be

shipped off as criminals to the utter-

most parts of the earth, with their

country's deadly enemies for their

jailers, must have been a fate from
which death would have been hailed

as a deliverer. To deprive those

unfortunate patriots of the consola-

tions and benedictions of their reli-

gion was indeed to make them emp-
ty the cup of sorrow to its bitterest

ilregs. In the year 1829, about forty

years after the commencement of

transportation from Ireland, they
numbered nearly ten thousand souls.

Yet, we are informed by Mr. Therry,

"
up to that time they were dependent

solely on such ministrations as could be
rendered by a single priest, and for a
considerable portion of that period there

was no priest in (he colony."

How different would have been
the organization of the expedition,
how far different its results, if the

church had still owned England's
heart, and her statesmen had been
Catholics ! The most worldly and

ill-living of such would not have
dreamed of equipping a colony with-

out making full provision for the cele-

bration of Christian worship and the

ministrations of the church. It would
have been their first care. Had they

designed to make the colony subser-

vient to the noble object of reform-

ing those unfortunates whom society
had cast out of its pale, nothing
would have been advertently left un-

done to bring all the salutary influ-

ences of religion to bear upon them,
and to place at their service every
one of its supernatural aids. What
is the church, in her actual working
in the affairs of men, but a divinely

organized reformatory system ? Now
a fundamental principle of that sys-
tem is that forgiven crime is buried

out of sight and out of mind. When
the minister of the divine pardon
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has opened the doors of the eternal

prison, and has stricken off the dead-

ly fetters from the self-condemning

penitent, he who was just now kneel-

ing at his side in bonds and death,

together with all the crimes he has

committed, are alike forgotten by him.

He is to him quite a new and other

man. And with the Christian bene-

diction he sends him forth reinvested

with the royalty of his birth and his

consanguinity to God, to mingle,

mayhap, if he correspond to the

grace given, with the most virtuous

on the earth, as though he had never

broken its peace or given scandal to

his brethren. Men are what their

religion makes them. And no Ca-
tholic statesman would have sent out

a convict colony to a distant shore

without providing for such as would
be reformed a destination where the

past might be at once forgotten and

repaired. The angels of the Gospel,
inflamed with the noblest charity that

ever dawned over the everlasting
hills on an ice-bound world, would
have been scarcely ever absent from

the prison cells, never weary of im-

portuning their inmates to save them-

selves, and to reclaim their place

amongst their fellows by a reforma-

tion which would at the same time

restore them to their hopes as im-

mortal men. Far from permitting
to them every license of lust, and

the indulgence of every criminal pas-
sion which did not interfere with jail

discipline; by their moral reformation,

and by it alone, would they have at-

tempted their reformation as citizens.

They would have been ever at hand

to aid them with priestly counsels

and the supernatural grace of the

sacraments in those frequent falls and

relapses of which nearly every his-

tory of reformation consists. And
those who were sufficiently reformed

to be able to conform thenceforth to

the easy standard of public virtue

would have found, in the new career

to which they were committed, pre-

cisely the same divine system, with

its supernatural aids and exhaustless

charities ready to carry on in their

behalf the work of restoration, through
the love of man, to the reward of

God.

Even in the case of those pitiable

beings, in whose crime-clogged souls

the loving accents of religion appear-
ed to awake no echoes, never would

the indiscriminating and wholesale

torture of the lash have been sum-

moned to its unholy and brutalizing
work to deepen still more their moral

degradation and place their reforma-

tion for ever out of hope. Restrain-

ed as they were from doing further

mischief to society, the church, whose

heart, as of a human mother, yearns
with most fondness towards the

most vicious of her children, would
never have abandoned, still less have

ill-treated, the poor outcasts. She

would have hoped against hope. Nor
would she for one moment have ceas-

ed her importunities, her ministra-

tions, and her prayers, until final im-

penitence had taken away the unhap-

py beings for ever from the counsels

of mercy, or human obduracy had ca-

pitulated, at the hour of death, to the

exhaustless love of God.



The Veil Witltdtan'ti. 767

THE VEIL WITHDRAWN.
TRANSLATED, BV IERMISS1OM, FROM THE FRENCH OF MME. CRAVEN, AUTHOR OF "A SISTER'S STORY."

"
FLEURANG*," ETC.

XXXIX.

Tin: following day Lando, at an

unusually early hour, entered the

little sitting-room next my chamber

where I commonly remained in the

morning. He looked so much grav-

er than usual that I thought he had

come to tell me there was some ob-

stacle in the way of his matrimonial

prospects. 15ut it was once more
of my afi'iirs, and not of his, he

wished to speak.
" Dear cousin," said he without

any preamble,
"

I come at this un-

usual hour because I wish to see

you alone. I have something impor-
tant to tell you."

"
Something that concerns you,

I.ando?"
"
No, it concerns you and Loren-

zo."

My heart gave a leap. What was
he about to tell i.-ic? What new

hope was to be dashed to the

ground ?

"(In-at goodness!" said I, giv-

ing immediate utterance to the

only object of my mortal terror,
"
have you ccme to tell me Donna

Faustina is at Naples, and Loren-

zo has left me again?"
" Donna Faustina? Oh ! no.

Would to heaven it were merely a

question of her, and that you had

nothing more serious to apprehend
on Lorenzo's part than another

foolish journey, were she to lead

him beyond the Black Sea ! No, it

is not a question of your husband's

heart, which preoccupies you more
than he deserves, but of his pro-

perty and yours."
I breathed once more as I heard

these words, and my relief was so

visible that Lando was out of pa-
tience.

" How singular and unpractical
women are !" exclaimed he.

'' Here

you are apparently grown calm be-

cause I have reassured you on a

point less important in reality th.in

the affair in question."
"

I ought to be the judge of that,

ought I not, Lando?" said I gravely
'; Of course. I will not discuss

their merits with you. But remem-

ber, my dear cousin, if I am correct-

ly informed, it is a question of los-

ing all you possess ! Lorenzo has

been playing to a frightful degree '.

He made such good resolutions lie-

fore me, as he was leaving Paris,

that he does me the honor of con-

cealing himself as much from me as

from you. He had gone quite far

enough before he went to Milan ;

but, since his return influenced, I

suppose, by a mad wish of diverting
his mind from other things, and per-

haps of repairing the breaches that

had begun to alarm even him he-

has added stock-gambling to the

rest. Some one heard him say the

other day that he expected to triple

his fortune, or lose all he possessed.
One of the two was indeed to hap-

pen. My dear cousin ! ... he has

not tripled it, and the other alterna-

tive is seriously to be feared."

I listened with attention, but like-

wise with a calmness that was not

merely exterior.
" You do not seem to understand."

said he with more impatience than

before,
''
that you are in danger of
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losing everything you have ? Yes,

everything ! . . . What would you
say, for example," continued he,

looking around, "if you were to see

all the magnificence that now sur-

rounds you, and to which you are ac-

( ustomed, disappear; if this house
and all the precious objects it con-
tains were to vanish for ever from

your sight ?"
"

I should say . . . But it is of

little consequence what I should

say or think in such a case. For
the moment nothing is lost, and,
when our lawsuit in Sicily is once

gained, all fear of ruin will be chi-

merical. Allow me, therefore, to

decline meanwhile participating in

your fears."
''

Yes, I know you are certain of

gaining your cause, as it is in your
lather's hands. But if some radical

change does not take place in Lo-
renzo's habits, the immense fortune

that awaits him will share the fate

of that he has just squandered."
"
Therefore, Lando, as soon as

the lawsuit is decided, I have form-

ed the plan of inducing him to un-

dertake one of those long journeys
to some distant land, such as he has

made so many of, and to take me
with him. We shall soon come
to a region where cards are unknown,
and where he will never hear of dice,

roulette, or of stocks."
'' Nor of Donna Faustina, either,

eh, cousin?" saidhe,laughing. "But

you are not in earnest about ban-

ishing yourself in this way for an

indefinite period, leaving the civil-

ized world, and sharing the life he

leads in these interminable jour-

neys ?"
"

I shall not hesitate a single in-

stant, I assure you," replied I warm-

ly.
"

I shall esteem myself the hap-

piest woman in the world if I can

induce him to accede to my wish."
"
Then," replied he with emo-

tion,
"
you can really save him

; for

he now needs a powerful distraction,
a complete and radical change,
that will really give anew turn to his

whole life. Nothing less than this

can save him. But you are admir-

able, Cousin Ginevra, it must be
confessed."

"Wherein, Lando, I beg? In

the course of a year you will consi-

der my conduct very natural, and
I hope Teresina will be of the

same opinion."
"
Perhaps so. But I assure you

I intend to take a very different

course from Lorenzo. I have
done many foolish things, heaven

knows; but there is a limit to every-

thing, and I hope never to follow

his example."
"
Enough, Lando ; you hurt my

feelings and distress me."
He stopped, and soon after went

away, leaving me preoccupied with

what he had told me, though I was
not troubled. Oh ! what life, what

repose, I found in the secret

love that had been made manifest

to me ! The excitement of my
first moment of transport had died

away, but I had not become indif-

ferent. I clearly saw the gather-

ing clouds. I felt I was surround-
ed by dangers of all kinds

;
but I

had nothing of the vague fear often

produced by anxiety with respect
to the future. What could happen
to me ? What tempests, what dan-

gers, had I to fear with the clear,

unmistakable assurance of an un-

failing support, constant assistance,
and a love ever faithful and vigi-

lant, and more tender than any
human affection a love that is in-

finite, which no earthly love can

be? We sleep in peace on the

stormiest sea when we are sure of

the hand that guides us. How
much more when we know that

hand controls the waves them-
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selves, and can still them at its

will!

This conversation with Lando

only served to increase my desire

t,i leave Naples, and it was with

real joy I saw the day of our de-

parture arrive at last. I was joy-

fully making my preparations at an

early hour in my room, which Lor-

enzo very seldom entered now,
when lie suddenly made his ap-

pearance. Of course I was dou-

bly moved. But as soon as I

glanced at his pale, agitated face, I

knew he had come to impart some
terrible news. But I only thought
of what Lando had communicated,
and exclaimed :

"
Speak without any fear, Loren-

zo. I have courage enough to hear

it all."

IHit when he replied, it was my
turn to grow pale ; I uttered a cry
of anguish, and fell at his feet, over-

come with horror and grief.

My father was no more ! At

the very hour when he was arrang-

ing the final documents for his

cause, on the very spot where lie

so long kept me at his side, he had
i.illen dead. No one was with him.
At the sound of his fall the old

servant, who always remained in

the next room, hurried to his as-

-.iv.ance, but in vain. Nothing
could recall him to life !

'This blow was terrible terrible

in itself and in its effect on my
hopes. In the first place, it put an

immediate stop to all my new plans.
Lorenzo felt it more necessary than

ever to go to Sicily, but now abso-

lutely refused to take me with him.

He did not seem to understand how
I could desire to go. In his eyes,
the sole motive for such a journey
mi longer existed. I should now

only expose myself to the most
li.mowing grief, which it was his

v to spare me. I did not dare

VOL. xx. 49

insist on going, for fear of irritating

him at a moment when the very pity
I inspired might increase the dawn
of returning affection I thought I

discovered. Besides, I had but

little time for reflection. Only a

few hours intervened between the

arrival of this fatal news and Lor-

enzo's departure, which left me
alone, abandoned to my grief and
the bitterness of a disappointment
I had not anticipated in the least,

mingled with the remembrance of

Lorenzo's inexplicable farewell !

It was evident he attributed my
tears solely to filial emotion. I

had seen him go away so many
times without shedding any, that

he had no reason to suppose his

departure this time caused them to

flow almost as much as the calam-

ity that had befallen me. He even
seemed surprised that I should in-

sist on accompanying him to the

boat and remaining with him till

the last minute.

He had no idea how I longed to

be permitted to forgive him on my
knees ; how I wished to implore

permission to aid him in breaking
the fearful bonds that fettered his

noble faculties ; to tear off, so to

speak, the mask that seemed to

change the very expression of his

face ! Oh ! how I longed to save

him. How I longed to bring this

soul, so closely linked with mine,
to itself! The strong desire I once

felt, that had been extinguished by
jealousy, frivolity, and temptation,
now sprang up again with a new
force that was never to be destroy-
ed. I was ready for any sacrifice

in order to have it realized yes,

even for that of knowing my sacri-

fice for ever ignored ! Not that I

did not aspire to win his heart

once more ! It belonged to me by
the same divine right that had giv-
en mine to him. I wished to
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claim it, and I felt that this desire,

however ardent it might be, by no
means diminished the divine flame-

within that now kindled all my de-

sires those of earth as well as

those of heaven !

He did not, alas ! have any sus-

picion of all this. And yet, when I

raised my eyes in bidding him fare-

well, lie perhaps saw the look of af-

fection and sorrowful regret I was
unable to repress ; for he looked at

me an instant with an expression
which made me suddenly thrill with

hope ! One would have almost

said an electric spark enabled our

souls to comprehend each other

without the aid of words. But this

moment was as fleeting as that spark
more transitory than the quickest

flash that leaves the night as dark
as before !

His face became graver than

ever; his brow more gloomy and anx-

ious, as if some terrible thought had
been awakened. He continued to

gaze at me, as he put up the little

straw hat I wore, and, pushing back

my hair with the caressing air of

protection once so familiar, he kiss-

ed my forehead and cheek, and,

pressing me a moment against his

heart, he uttered these strange words:
" Whatever happens, I wish you to

be happy, Ginevra. Promise me
you will! . . ."

I had been at home a long time,

and seen the last trace of smoke
from the steamboat disappear be-

tween Capri and the coast beyond
Sorrento, without having resolution

enough to leave that side of the ter-

race which commanded the most

distant view of the sea. I remain-

ed with my eyes fastened on the

horizon, looking at the waves, agi-

tated by the mournful sirocco, whose

dull, sad moans afar off add so much
to the gloom felt at Naples when
the bright sun and blue sky are ob-

scured. Elsewhere bad weather is

nothing surprising, but at Naples it

always astonishes and creates anx-

iety, as if it were abnormal, as the

sudden gravity of a smiling face af-

fects and alarms us more than that

of one naturally austere.

I remained, therefore, in my seat,

dwelling on my recent hopes, my
sudden disappointment and its dis-

tressing cause, on Lorenzo's depar-
ture without me, his look, his mys-
terious words, and his affectionate

manner as he bade me farewell.

Oh ! why, at whatever cost, had
I not gone with him ? And then 1

followed him in thought to the dear

place I was never to behold again
to the old palace at Messina where

I had passed my childhood, happy
and idolized, under the eye of her

who always seemed to me like some

heavenly vision. Beside her I saw

my father
"
my beloved father."

I uttered these last words aloud,

looking, with eyes full of tears,

towards the wild gloomy sea that

separated me from him in deatli as

it had in life.

At that instant I heard Lando's
voice beside me. He had approach-
ed without my hearing him. He
had a kind heart that redeemed

many of his faults, and had come
to pity and console me in his way.

"
My poor cousin ! I am over-

whelmed. . . . What a frightful,

irreparable misfortune! I feel as

if it concerned me almost as much
as you."

After a moment's pause he con-

tinued :

" And what is to be done now ?

In three days that great trial is to

take place and your cause is to be

decided ! What advocate, good
heavens ! can be found that can,

I will not say equal, but replace,
the able and illustrious Fabrizio dei

Monti ?"
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XL.

The first days of mourning, anx-

iety, and expectation were spent
almost entirely alone. I only left

the house to go to the convent, and

saw no one at home but Stella and

my aunt, who, though she resembled

her brother but little, loved him

tenderly, and was inconsolable at

his loss.

A week passed by, and I began
to be surprised at not having re-

ceived any news from Lorenzo.

The lawsuit must be over. It was

time for him to return, or, at least,

for me to receive a letter from him.

But none had come, and I remain-

ed in this state of suspense a length
of time that was inexplicable. At

last I received two lines written in

haste, not from him, but from my
brother :

"
I shall arrive the day after this

note, and will then tell you every-

thing. Do not lose courage.
" MARIO."

Lando was present when this

note arrived, and I read it aloud.

"O heavens!" he exclaimed,
"
you have lost your cause ! That

is evident. He tells you so plain-

ly enough ! . . . And I cannot see

what lie can have worse to tell you."
He kept on talking for some

time, but I did not listen to him.

1 read the note over and over

again. Why had not Lorenzo
written ? Why was Mario coming,
and why did he not say Lorenzo
was to accompany him ? Why did

lie not even mention his name ? . . .

1 did not dare acknowledge to my-
self the terrible fear that passed

through my mind ;
but I recalled

his mysterious words, his look, his

voice, and his whole manner when
he bade me farewell, and every-

thing assumed an ominous look.

A possibility flashed across my

mind which I did not dare dwell

on for fear of losing my reason,

and, with it, the blessed remem-
brance that was the only support
of my life ! I suffered that night
as I had not suffered since the

hours of grief and remorse that fol-

lowed the death of my mother !

The next day, at a late hour, I

at last perceived the boat from Si-

cily slowly coming up the bay,

struggling against a violent out-

wind
; for, after a long continuation

of fine weather, now came a suc-

cession of dismal, stormy days,
such as often cast a gloom over

the end of spring at Naples. My
first impulse was to go to meet
Mario at the landing; but I chang-
ed my mind, and concluded to re-

main at home, that I might be
alone when I should receive the

news he was bringing me.
I found it difficult, however, to

control my impatience, for I had
to wait nearly an hour longer.
But at last I heard his step on the

stairs
; then my door opened, and

he made his appearance. What 1

experienced when I saw he was

really alone showed to what an

extent I had flattered myself Lor-

enzo would return with him. 1

gazed at him without stirring from

my seat, without the strength to

ask a single question. He came
to me, took me in his arms with

more tenderness than he had ever

shown in his life, and when he

kissed me I saw his eyes were fill-

ed with tears.
" Lorenzo ! Where is Loren-

zo?" I exclaimed as soon as 1

could speak.
" Be calm, sister," said he

"
be

calm, I beg of you. ... I will tell

you the whole truth without the

slightest evasion."
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" But before anything else, tell

me where Lorenzo is, and why he

did not come with you."
"
Ginevra, I cannot tell you, for

I do not know yet. I am quil-as

ignorant as you what has become
of him."

At this reply the beating of my
heart became so violent that I

thought I should faint away ;
but I

struggled to overcome the anguish
that seized me, and said in a hoarse

voice :

" At least, tell me all you know,

Mario, without delay or reticence."

Mario drew from his pocket a

letter carefully sealed, but still seem-

ed to hesitate about giving it to me.

But I recognized the writing, and
cut short all explanation by snatch-

ing it from his hands, and ran to a

seat in the most retired corner of

the room, where I could read it at

my ease, and my brother could not

guess its contents by my face till it

should suit me to communicate
them.

"Ginevra, you will doubtless have

learned, before opening this letter,

that I have lost my cause in other

words, that I am ruined, irrevoca-

bly ruined. I had a presentiment
of this when the only one who could

bring it to a favorable issue was
taken away by death at the critical

moment ;
and when I embraced

you at my departure, I felt convinc-

ed I was bidding you adieu for

ever. . . . Whatever I may be,

this word will no doubt startle you.

Though the loss of a very bad hus-

band is by no means irreparable,

you will shudder, I am sure, at the

thought of all so desperate a state

of affairs may render me capable

of, and the most fearful of extremi-

ties has already crossed your mind,
I have no doubt. Well, you are

not wrong. I confess it was my in-

tention, and you may be glad to

know it was you who caused me
to change it. Yes, Ginevra, the

thought of you occurred to my mind,
and I was unwilling to add another

horrible remembrance to those I

had already left you, and render a

catastrophe, already sufficiently ter-

rible, still more tragical. It would,

however, have restored you to lib-

erty, and permitted your young life

to resume its course and find a hap-

piness I can no longer promise you.
This thought furnished an addition-

al reason to all those suggested by
despair; but the sweet, suppliant
look you gave rne, the inexplicable,
celestial expression you wore when
we separated, arrested me. The
remembrance of that look still

haunts me. What did you wish to

say to me, Ginevra ? What had

you to ask me ? What could be

the prayer that seemed to hover on

your lips ! I can repair nothing
now. The past is no longer in my
power, and the future is blighted.
The captivating charm of your beau-

ty has not been powerful enough to

enable me to overcome myself. It

is now too late, as you see yourself.
All is over. My faults have led to

the most fatal consequences. I

have only to endure them, whatever

they may be. I resign myself to

the struggle, then. The very word
stimulates me, for to struggle is to

labor, and work I love to excess !

Why did I not give my whole soul

up to it instead of other things !

Ah ! if the past could only be re-

stored ! . . . But let us return to

the present. I will work, then ; yes,

work, Ginevra, to gain my livelihood.

However great a sybarite I have

appeared, and am, I am equal to it.

I can and will labor, but far from

you separated from you. Thanks
to your brother's generosity and
the means still at my disposal,
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which will be communicated to

you, this great reverse will entail

no privation on you. This is my
only hope, my only comfort ; for,

after having clouded the fairest

portion of your life, to invite you
to participate in the bitterness of

my misfortunes would make me

despise myself and fill me with de-

spair. Be happy, therefore, if you
do not wish me to put an end to

my life. And now adieu. This

word is used for a brief absence,
for the separation of a day. What
will be the length of ours? ... A
lifelong one, apparently. . . . May
my life be short, that I may not

long deprive you of your freedom !

"
Ginevra, you are young, you are

beautiful. You are calculated to

love and please, and, however un-

faithful and inconstant I have been,
i am jealous ! But I leave you
without fear, under the protection
of that something mysterious and

incomprehensible within you that

is a safeguard to your youth and

beauty ! I have forfeited the right

to love and protect you, but I

know and venerate you as a holy,

angelic being. Ginevra, I ought to

say, I wish I could say, forgive

me ; but that word is vain when it

is a question of the irreparable.
I shall do better, then, to say for-

get me ! LORENZO."

While I was reading this letter

with eager interest, Mario remain-

ed in the place where I left him,
his face buried in his hands, ab-

sorbed in sad reflections. I ap-

proached him. He instantly look-

ed up.
"
Well, sister," said he anxious-

ly,
" have you any idea from this

letter where Lorenzo has gone ?"
" No."
" No ? . . . And yet you look

calm and relieved. What other

good news could there be in the

letter ?"

What good news ! . . . I was

really embarrassed to know what

reply to make to his question. 1

was relieved, to be sure. My
heart beat with a certain joy, but

it would not do tor say so; nor
could I have made Mario compre-
hend the reason, for nothing, in

fact, could be more serious than

my position.
" No good news," I replied.

"
His letter contains nothing cheer-

ing, assuredly, for it announces the

loss of his lawsuit, which your note

had prepared me for. And Loren-

zo seems to bid me an eternal fare-

well, as if he imagined I should al-

low him to separate my life entire-

ly from his ! That remains to be

decided. But in order to know
what I ought to do, you must tell

me everything that has happened,

Mario, without any restriction."

Mario had hoped to be able to

avoid telling me the whole trutii,

but at this appeal made no further

attempt at concealment, and was

grateful to me for the courage
which lightened so painful a duty.

Lorenzo arrived at Messina, per-

suaded in advance that my father's

death was the signal of his ruin.

But when the cause was decided

against him, he remained apparent-

ly very calm. During the evening
he had a long conversation with

Mario, in which he occupied him-

self in making arrangements that

would secure my comfort, placing
at my disposal all he had left, and

accepting the generous offer of my
brother, who now refused to profit

by the renunciation of my right to

a portion of my father's property
which I had made at the time

of my marriage. Lorenzo, during
this conversation, repeatedly ex-

pressed the desire this storm might
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pass over my head without affect-

ing me.

The following morning Mario re-

ceived a package containing the

substance of this conversation, reg-

ularly signed and sealed, and a

sealed letter addressed to me, with-

out any othft: explanation. My
brother waited till the hour ap-

pointed by Lorenzo the night be-

fore for a meeting, but he did not

make his appearance ;
and when

Mario went in search of him, he

learned he had taken his departure
in the night without leaving any
trace of the direction he had taken.

Two boats had left Messina during
the night, one for the Levant, and
the other for America. But, not-

withstanding all the precautions
taken by Lorenzo to prevent any
one from knowing which way he

had gone, Mario thought he had
embarked on the latter of these

two boats.

Lorenzo had ordered the stew-

ard that had always been in his

employ to aid my brother in the

execution of his wishes and what-

ever was to be done in conse-

quence, either in Sicily or Naples.
But he had not revealed to him,

any more than to me or my bro-

ther, his personal affairs, or the

place to which he was going.
After listening to this account

with the utmost attention, I re-

quested Mario to leave me alone a

few hours, that I might reflect on
all I had heard, and consider at

my leisure what course I ought to

pursue. I felt indeed the need of

collecting my thoughts in solitude

and silence
;
but above all ... oh!

above all ! I longed to be alone,
that I might fall on my knees and
bless God !

Yes, bless him with transport !

The fear, the horrible, intolerable

fear, that had taken hold of my
mind, was for ever removed by the

contents of Lorenzo's letter. Re-

gret, if not repentance, for his faults

was betrayed in every line he wrote.

The manly energy of his character,

too, was manifest throughout. As
to what related to me, I felt touch-

ed, and more proud of the tender,

confiding, respectful interest he ex-

pressed, than of all the passionate
fervor of his former language. And
I blessed heaven for not being un-

worthy of it. Finally, finally, the

words,
"

I will work to gain my live-

lihood," made my heart leap with

joy; for I saw it put an end to the

dangerous, indolent, pernicious life

of the past, and held out a hope of

regeneration and salvation a salva-

tion physical, moral, present, future,

eternal ! It really seemed impossible
to feel such a hope could be paid
for too dearly !

I remembered, however, that I

should have to discuss my affairs with

Mario, and perhaps with Lando

also, whose heart was extremely
moved by this catastrophe; and I

endeavored, before meeting them

again, to moderate a joy that would
have appeared inexplicable, and, at

the very time when I was more
reasonable than I had ever been in

my life, would have rendered me in

their estimation extravagant in my
notions, and without any prac-
tical sense as to the things of the

world.

XLI.

When I saw Mario again, there- would not accept the restoration of

fore, I thanked him affectionately the inheritance I had renounced at

for his generosity, but declared I the time of my marriage with the
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Duel di Valenzano. Livia had
done the same on entering the con-

vent. Mario was, and should re-

main, my father's only heir. I was

determined not to allow any change
in this arrangement. I had great

difficulty in overcoming his resis-

tance ; and when I could not help

remarking that the sacrifices which

awaited me would cost me but little,

he stopped me by saying I had not

yet made the trial, and insisted I

should take no immediate resolu-

tion with regard to the matter.
''

Very well," said I,
"

if it is your
wish, we will discuss the point at a

later day. Let us confine our at-

tention for the moment to what is

of much more importance. You
know very well we cannot long re-

main ignorant where Lorenzo is,

and as soon as we know I shall go
to him."

"Go to him?"
' Uo you doubt it?"

Mario looked at me with surprise,
and was silent for an instant. Then
he said :

"
Sister, Lorenzo's conduct has

been so notorious that, notwithstand-

ing the solicitude I acknowledge he
manifested for you at our last in-

terview, no one would be astonish-

ed at your remaining among your
friends and availing yourself of the

means he has used to deliver you
from the consequences of his folly."

"
Accept this beautiful villa, which

he wishes to except from the sale

of his property ? . . . Surround my-
self with the comforts you have to-

gether provided me with, and leave

him him ! alone, poor, struggling

against the difficulties of beginning
a new life ? . . . Really, Mario, if

you believe I would consent to this,

it is a proof that, though you are

less severe than you once were to

your poor little sister, you are not

altogether just to her."

Mario took my hand, and kissed

it with emotion.

"Pardon me, Ginevr.i; I confess

1 did not think you were so gener-
ous or so courageous !"

Courageous ! . . . I was not so

much so as he thought. A hope
had risen in my heart which would
have rendered poverty itself easy to

endure, and even in such a case I

should not have been an object of

pity. But here there was no ques-
tion of poverty. My sight was
clearer than that of Mario or Lando,
and I was, in fact, more sensible

than either of my two advisers. It

was only a question, at most, of a

temporary embarrassment. Loren-
zo's land, the valuable objects ac-

cumulated in his different houses,
and the sale of all my diamonds,
would suffice, and more than suffice,

to fill the pit dug by his extrava-

gance, however deep it might be.

Besides, his talents alone, as soon
as he chose to turn them to account,
excluded all fear of actual poverty.
The mere name of Lorenzo with

which he signed all his productions
had long been familiar to the art-

world, and consequently he would
not be obliged to strive for a posi-
tion.

It was merely a question, there-

fore, of the relinquishment of all

this display, this magnificence, this

overwhelming profusion of super-

fluities, and all the luxuries of life

that now surrounded me. Ah ! 1

did not dare tell them what I

thought of such sacrifices ! I did

not dare speak of my indifference,

which greatly facilitated their task,

however, and still less did I dare

reveal the cause, for fear of being
accused of madness, and that at a

time when they should have con-

sidered it a proof of the beneficial

effects of supernatural influences

on ordinary life. I contented my-
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self, therefore, with merely explain-

ing the reason why my situation

seemed to me by no means despe-
rate. They were relieved to see me
take things in such a way, and from
that moment the necessary changes,
so painful, in their estimation, were
undertaken without any delay,

though without haste, without fear,

without concealment, and all the

so-called great sacrifices began to

be accomplished.
It would be difficult to render

an account of all I experienced
during the following days and
weeks. All I can say is that I felt

as if my shackles and barriers one

by one were removed, and at every
step I breathed a purer air ! . . .

Does this mean I had become a

saint, aspiring to heroic sacrifices

and utter renunciation ? Assured-

ly not. I repeat it, I could have
no illusion of this kind. I clearly

comprehended that this catastro-

phe, which seemed so terrible to

others, which Lorenzo considered

beyond my strength to bear, and
would have thrown him into an
excess of despair, only tore off the

brilliant exterior of my life. But I

had often experienced a confused,

persistent desire at various times

and places to be freed from this

outer husk, and I now began to

understand a thousand things that

heretofore had been inexplicable in

the bottom of my soul.

The magnificence that surround-

ed me belonged, however, to my
station, and all this display was
not without reason or excuse; but

I felt it impeded my course, and,
as a pious, profound soul * has said

of happiness itself, in striving to

attain the true end, it only served

to lengthen the way !

There was, then, neither courage

* Eugdnie de la Fcrronays.

nor resignation in this case. I was
reasonable and satisfied, as every
human being is who in an ex-

change feels he has gained a thou-

sand times more than he has lost !

The only anxiety I now felt was to

discover the place to which Loren-
zo had betaken himself. I did not
in the least believe lie had gone
either to the Levant or America,
but every means seemed to have
been used by him to defeat our ef-

forts to discover him. One of the

two boats that left Messina the

night of his departure was to touch
at Marseilles on the way. Reflec-

tion and instinct both assured me
he had proceeded no further, but
from that place had gone where he
could most easily resume his la-

bors and begin his new life. In

this respect Rome or Paris would
have equally suited him, but it

seemed improbable he had return-

ed to Italy. It was therefore to

Paris I directed my search, and 1

wrote Mine, de Kergy to aid me
in finding him.

Perhaps I should have hesitated

had Gilbert been at home ; but he
was absent, absent for a year, and
before his return I should have
time to reflect on the course I

ought to pursue, perhaps ask the

advice of his mother herself, to

whom, meanwhile, I made known

my present situation, my wishes,

my projects, and the extreme anx-

iety to which I hoped with her as-

sistance to put an end.

It was not long before I receiv-

ed a reply, and it was much more
favorable than I had ventured to

hope. Her large, affectionate heart

seemed not only to comprehend
fully what I had merely given her

an outline of, but to have penetrat-
ed to the bottom of mine, and di-

vined even what I had not attempt-
ed to say. I felt I had in her a
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powerful support. Her inquiries
were promptly and successfully
made, and the result was what I

had foreseen. Lorenzo was really
in Paris, in an obscure corner of

the Faubourg Saint-Germain. He
had narrow quarters adjoining a

large studio, where he had already

begun to work. " His celebrity
is too great for him to remain long
concealed," wrote Mme. de Ker-

gy ;

"
besides, the very thing he is

aiming at would prevent all possi-

bility of his remaining long incog-
nito. Several of his friends have

already found him out and called

to see him, but he has only con-
sented to receive one of them,
whose counsels and assistance are

indispensable. This gentleman is

also a friend of ours. I have learn-

ed through him that as soon as

your husband gets under way in

his work, he intends to enter into

communication with those he has

left, and probably with you, my
dear Ginevra; but he persists in his

intention of remaining by himself,
and not allowing you to share his

lot. He thinks he has arranged
everything so you can continue to

live very nearly the same as before,
with the exception of his presence,

which, he says, he has done no-

thing to make you desire. You
will have some difficulty in over-

coming his obstinacy in this re-

spect; you will find it hard to in-

duce one who is so sensible of his

wrongs towards you to accept tin-

heavy burden of gratitude. All

the sacrifices he imposes on him-
self will cost him far less than to

consent to those you are so ready
to make for him. Men are ah
Be patient, therefore; be prudent,
and have sufficient thoughtfulnrs-,
and feeling to manifest your gener-

osity in such a way that he will per-
ceive it as little as possible. . . ."

It was the easier to follow
Mine, de Kergy's advice that the

course she wished me to pursue
would be strictly sincere. I wrote

him, therefore, without affectation

or restraint, what my heart dictat-

ed, but I wrote in vain
; my first

and second letters remained unan-
swered. The third drew forth a

reply, but it contained a refusal of

my wishes which betrayed all the

motives indicated by my aged
friend. Alas ! to make others ac-

cept forgiveness is often a thou-

sand times more difficult than to

obtain it ourselves !

I was not discouraged, however.
I made preparations for my depar-
ture, as if he had sent for me,
and I awaited impatiently the time,
without the least doubt as to its

arrival, determined to find some
means of hastening it, should the

delay be too much prolonged.

XLII.

While so much apparent, as well

as real, gloom was gathering around

my path, there was no diminution
in the interior brightness of my soul;
which was only manifested, how-

ever, by an activity, and at the

same time tranquillity, that greatly

surprised my brother and all my
friends, especially my aunt, whose

agitation was extreme.

I will not say that Donna Clelia

felt in the least that pleasure at the

misfortunes of others attributed by
a great satirist to all mankind, but

the change in our respective situa-

tions which now afforded her an

opportunity of pitying and protect-

ing instead of envying me, was by
no means displeasing to her pride
or kindness of heart.
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She offered me the most unlimit-

ed hospitality. She wished to es-

tablish me in her palazzo on the

Toledo, and give up the largest of

her spacious drawing-rooms to my
sole use. She did not comprehend
how I could remain in my house
when it was being stripped of all

the magnificence that had placed me,
in her eyes, on the very pinnacle of

happiness. But I refused to the

last to leave my chamber and the

terrace, with its incomparable view,
the privation of which I should

have felt more than anything else.

I remained, therefore, in the corner

(a very spacious one, however) of

my beautiful home I had reserved

for myself, encouraged by Stella,

who, without surprise or wonder,

comprehended my motives, and as-

sisted me in making preparations
for my departure. She always

brought Angiolina with her, which

tidded to our enjoyment; for she

continually hovered around, enliv-

ening us with her prattle. So, in

spite of the sadness of my position,
1 was able, without much effort, to

rise above my dejection and gloom.
Weeks passed away, however,

and, though I had not renounced
the hope of overcoming Lorenzo's

obstinacy, I began to grow impa-
tient, and was thinking of starting

without his consent ; for it seemed
to me, when once near him, he could

not refuse to see me. This uncer-

tainty was the most painful feature

of my present situation, and the

rainy season, meanwhile, added its

depressing influence to all the rest.

But to disturb my peace of mind
and diminish my courage would
have required a trial more severe

and painful than that.

The sky once more became

dear, and we were at length able

to return to the terrace, from which

we had so long been banished bv

the rain. The clumps of verdure
in the garden, the perfume of the

flowers, the blueness of the moun-

tains, sea, and sky in short, all na-

ture seemed to atone by her un-
usual brilliancy for having been so

long forced to veil her beautiful

face. But Stella, instead of being
charmed and transported, as usual,

with the prospect, looked gravely
and silently around for some time,

then, with a sudden explosion of

grief, threw herself on my neck.
"
Ginevra, what will become of

Angiolina and me when you are

gone ? . . . Ah ! I ought to love

nobody in the world but her !"

She sat down on one of the

benches on the terrace, and took

up the child, who had not left us

an instant during the day, to play,
as she usually did. And when An-

giolina, with her eyes full of tears,

begged her to prevent her dear

Zia Gina from going away, all

Stella's firmness gave way for an

instant, and she burst into tears.

Oh ! how strongly I then felt, in

my turn, the difference there is be-

tween the sacrifice of exterior ob-

jects and the interior sacrifices

that rend the soul ! The infinite

love that tempers all the sufferings
of this world exempts no one

from these trials. I might even

say it increases them, for it enlarges
the capacity of our affection and

pity: it makes us fully realize

what suffering is, and gives it its

true meaning.
I could not, therefore, look at

Stella in her present mood without

being overcome by a sadness I had
never felt before at the thought of

our separation. Her tears, which
she was generally so well able to

suppress, continued to flow, as she

rocked her child in silence. She
remained thus without uttering a

word, even in reply to my ques-
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tions, until little Angiolina, after

quietly weeping a long time, fell

into a heavy, profound sleep in her

mother's arms.

It was the first time I had ever

known Stella to lose courage.
Mine failed me at the sight, and

this hour the last we were to pass

together on the terrace so full of

pleasant associations, and so often

trod by Angiolina's little feet this

hour was sad beyond all expres-

sion, and in appearance beyond all

reason. The serenity of the soul,

like the sky of Italy, is thus ob-

scured at times by clouds that

trouble and afflict the more be-

cause the light they veil is habitu-

ally so bright and serene ! Nei-

ther Stella nor I, however, were

disposed to believe in presenti-
ments. Besides, our sadness was
too well founded to be surprising.

Nevertheless, something darker hov-

ered over us than we foresaw at

the moment : the morrow already
threw its gloom over this last eve-

ning !

The sun was going down. Stella

suddenly started from her reverie

and awoke Angiolina. It was time

to take her home. But the child's

eyes, generally so bright, were now

heavy. She hardly opened them
when I approached to embrace her.

Her little mouth made a slight

movement to return my kiss, and
she fell asleep again immediately.
Her mother, surprised, and some-

what alarmed at her unwonted lan-

guor, hastily wrapped a shawl

around her to protect her as much
as possible from the evening air,

and carried her away.
The following day, of sorrowful

memory, rose bright and radiant for

me
;
for when I awoke, I found a

letter from Lorenzo awaiting me
a letter which put an end to all my
perplexities, and justified, beyond

all my hopes, the confidence with

which I had expected it.

"
Ginevra, you have prevailed.

I venture at last to beg your for-

giveness, for your letters have in-

spired the hope of some day merit-

ing it. I no longer fear, therefore,
to meet you again. Come! It is

my wish. I am waiting for you.
" LORENZO."

These last lines contained the

surest promise of happiness I had
ever received in my life, and I kiss-

ed them with tears. I longed to

start that very hour, and it will not

seem surprising now that I looked

around the sumptuous dwelling I

was about to leave for ever without

regret, and even at the enchanting

prospect my eyes were never weary
of gazing at ! It was by no means
these exterior objects that inspired
the deep, unalterable joy of my soul.

I did not owe to them the vision

of happiness I thought I now

caught the first ray of. My only

regret, therefore, was that I could

not start as soon as I wished. All

my preparations were made, and I

longed to take my departure at

once. But I had to wait three days
before the first boat on which I

could embark would leave for Mar-
seilles a delay that seemed so

long ! Alas ! I was far from fore-

seeing how painful and short I

should find them !

Stella had passed every day with

me for the last few weeks, and I

now awaited her arrival to commu-
nicate my joy. But the usual hour
for her to come had gone by. She
did not 'appear. I was surprised
at this delay, and, instead of waiting

any longer, I proceeded on foot to

her house, which was only at a

short distance from mine. The pre-
vious evening had left me no anxi-

ety, and its sadness had been dis-

persed with the joy of the morning.
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When I arrived, I found the door

open. No servant was there to an-

nounce me. I went through the

gallery, a large drawing-room, and
a cabinet, without meeting a per-
son. At length I came to Stella's

chamber, where Angiolina also slept
in a little bed beside her mother's.

I entered. . . . Oh ! how shall I

describe the sight that met my
eyes ! How express all rny feelings
of amazement, pity, affection, and

grief!

My dear, unhappy Stella was seat-

ed in the middle of the room with

her child extended on her knees,

pale, motionless, and apparently
without life !

She did not shed a tear; she did

not utter a word. She raised an
instant her large eyes, which were

unusually dilated, and looked at

me. What a look ! O God ! it ex-

pressed the grief that mothers alone

can feel, and which no other on
earth can surpass ! . . . I fell on

my knees beside her. Angiolina
still breathed, but she was dying.
She opened her beautiful eyes a

moment. . . . A lookof recognition
crossed them. . . . They turned
from her mother to me, and from
me to her mother, and then grew dim.

A convulsive shudder ran over her,

and it was all over. The angel was
in heaven. The mother was bereft,

for this life, of her only child ! . . .

The longest years cannot efface

the memory of such an hour, and

time, which at last subdues all grief,

never gave me the courage to dwell

on this. Mothers who have been

pierced by such a sword cannot

speak of it
; others dare not. The

woman who has no child, in the

presence of one who has just lost

hers, can only bend in silence and

respect before the sovereign majes-

ty of grief!

I will merely state, with respeci
to what preceded, that the drowsi-

ness of the child the night before

was a symptom of the violent mala-

dy which suddenly attacked her in

the middle of the night. After

abating towards day, it came on

again an hour later, and kept in-

creasing without any relaxation to

the end.

As for me, who had given Angio-
lina the place that had remained
vacant in my heart, the excess of

my grief enabled me to form an es-

timate of hers whose heart was fill-

ed with far greater anguish at being
so suddenly robbed of her all by
death. I shuddered at the thought
of a sorrow greater than mine, and
did not dare dwell on my own trou-

bles in the presence of a grief that

cast into the shade all the sufferings
I had ever witnessed before. What
a remedy for the imaginary or ex-

aggerated woes of life it is to sud-

denly be brought to witness the

reality of the most terrible of mis-

fortunes !

What a price was I now to pay
for the journey I had so long look-

ed forward to the reunion I had

longed for with so many prayers
and obtained by so many efforts !

To leave Stella in her affliction

was a trial I had not anticipated,
and one which the most imperious

duty alone could have induced me
to consent to. I had to do it, how-

ever, but not till I had succeeded
in gratifying the only remaining
wish of her broken heart

"
to

leave the world for a few months,
that she might be alone, free to

abandon herself entirely to the dear,

angelic memory of her lost joy. . . ."

Stella uttered no complaint. Her
griefwas mute. But she had express-
ed this desire, and it was granted.
Livia obtained a place of retreat for

her in a part of her convent that
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was not cloistered. It was there I nenth the brilliant canopy of that

left her, in the shadow of that sweet glorious sky, beyond which she

could follow in spirit thesanctuary, near the tenderest, strong-
est heart she could have to lean

spirit the trea-

sure she had been deprived of, but

on, in presence of the magnifi- which she felt sure of sonic day-
cent prospect before her, and be- finding again !

XI.IIl.

1 was filled with solemn emotion

when, having taken leave of my
brother and all the friends who
had accompanied me on board, 1

at length found myself alone with

Ottavia on the deck of the boat,

gazing at the receding mountains,

hills, villas, and the smiling, flowery
shores of the Bay of Naples as they
vanished away. Two years had

scarcely flown since the day when
this prospect met my eyes for the

first time. Hut during this short

period so many different feelings

had agitated my heart, and so

many events had crossed my path,
that the time seemed as long as a

whole life.

Joys and sorrows, ardent hopes
and bitter deceptions, severe trials,

dangerous temptations, a deadly

struggle, grace to crown all! grace
luminous and wonderful had all

succeeded each other in my soul.

And to all these remembrances
was now added the new sorrow

which set on these last days a

mournful, heartrending seal ! The
death of a child, it is true, would

seem to the indifferent to seriously

wound no heart but its mother's.

Mine, however, bled profusely, and

the sudden death of the angelic lit-

tle creature I had so much loved,

as well as the separation that so

soon took place, cast an inexpres-

sible gloom over the hour of depar-

ture I had so eagerly longed for,

and which I had obtained at the

price of sacrifices which till now

had not seemed worthy of being

counted. Truly, the words al-

ready quoted do not apply less to

earthly affections than to the di-

vine love that overrules them and
includes them all :

"
There is no

living in love without some pain or

sorrow." This is indubitable. The
more tender the affection, the more

exquisite the suffering it entails.

But by way of recompense, in pro-

portion as these cruel wounds are

multiplied, the never-failing su-

preme love affords a remedy by re-

vealing itself more and more fully,

and thereby supplying the place
of all these vanished joys. This

love alone assures the promise, the

pledge, of their restoration and im-

mortal duration !

Therefore, whatever the sadness
of this hour

; whatever the desola-

tion of heart with which I gazed
at the convent on yonder height
where I had just parted from Stel-

la and my sister with so many
tears in short, whatever the emo-
tions of all kinds that seemed com-
bined to overwhelm me, I felt, in

spite of them, I lived a truer, freer

life than when for the first time,

surrounded with illusions and de-

ceitful hopes, I crossed this bay in

all the intoxication of radiant hap-
piness!
These thoughts, and many others

of a similar nature, passed through
my mind while the boat was rapid-

ly cleaving the waves, and little by
little the last outline of the coast

of Italy faded away and finally dis-

appeared from my eyes for ever.
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Night came en, the stars appeared,
but I remained in the place where
1 was, without being able to make

up my mind to leave it.

This solitude of the sea more

profound than any other speaks
to the soul a language peculiar to

itself. I listened to it with undi-

vided attention, blessing God for

having inclined me to hear his

voice, to give heed to no other

during the period of inaction and

repose which separated the portion
ofmy life just closed from that which
was about to commence under new
and unknown circumstances.

I did not stop at Marseilles, for I

was impatient to arrive at my jour-

ney's end. And yet, in spite of the

summons I was now obeying, I was

not without anxiety as to the recep-
tion I should meet with. I knew
the mobility of Lorenzo's feelings,

and that the letter I had so recently
received from him was not a sure

guarantee of the disposition in

which 1 should find him. In fact,

when I met him on my arrival at

the station, I did not at first know
what to think. He was pale, agitat-

ed, and gloomy, and could scarcely
hide the suffering his face expressed
much more clearly than joy at see-

ing me again. I felt the arm trem-

ble on which I was leaning, and I

remained silent, confounded, and
anxious. He hurried me through
the crowd, placed me in a carriage,
made Ottavia take a seat beside

me, then closed the door with an
air of constraint, saying he wished
to arrive before me.

At first I was astonished, at find-

ing myself so suddenly separated
from him, after barely seeing him
for a moment. But I saw, by the

embarrassment and painful agita-
tion he manifested, what was pass-

ing in his mind, and was extremely
affected. Poor Lorenzo ! it was

not in this way he had once led

his young bride beneath his roof.

This was not the future he then

took pleasure in depicting, or what

he had promised. The immense

change of fortune he had under-

gone was now for the first time to

be realized by the wife he had out-

raged, and from whom he did not

dare expect an affection which
would overlook all and render

every sacrifice light. I felt he re-

gretted now that he had consented
to my coming.

After a long drive we at last

came to the end of a street at the

extremity of the Faubourg Saint-

Germain, where we entered a small

court, and the carriage stopped be-

fore a door of very unpretending

appearance.
But the house to which it gave

access, covered on the outside with

climbing plants that concealed the

reddish tint of the walls, had a pic-

turesque appearance seldom found

in any house in Paris, large or

small. Lorenzo, with his artistic

eye, had discovered it, and under-

stood also how it should be arrang-
ed interiorly. Consequently, when
he ushered me into a salon opening
into a little parterre filled with

flowers, beyond which rose the

trees of an adjacent garden, which
made it seem like some rural soli-

tude
;
when he took me all over

the ground-floor, where everything
was simple, but nothing vulgar ;

when on all sides I found eviden-

ces both of his taste and his solici-

tude for me; above all, when I saw
in his cabinet and studio all the in-

dications that he had resumed his

habits of assiduous labor and serious

study, so great a joy filled my heart

and beamed from my eyes that he

could no longer feel any doubt, and
I saw the cloud that veiled his brow

totally disappear.
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"
Is it possible? . . . Is it true?"

said lie.
" You are satisfied, Gi-

nevra? And I can welcome your

presence without remorse?"
I was affected to tears.
"

I assure you," said I, with a sin-

cerity of accent that could not be

mistaken,
"
this so-called great ca-

tastrophe has only taken away the

tilings I did not care for: it gives
me here all I love, and nearly every-

thing I desire."

I looked at him hesitatingly, not

yet knowing how far to go. But

his look inspired me with courage,
and I continued, with emotion :

"
Tell me, in your turn, that you

regret nothing, that my presence
suffices, and I pledge you my word,

Lorenzo, this hour will be the hap-

piest of my life."

Instead of replying directly, he

knelt down beside the little divan

where I was sitting, and I saw his

eyes beaming with the expression
that once used to flash from them
for an instant, not uncertain and

transitory as then, but calm, stable,

and profound.
"Ginevra," said he, "in assuring

you to-day that my reason has been

restored to me, that I have for ever

recovered from my detestable aber-

ration, that I again look upon you
as I did when you first effaced every
other image, that I love you as

much, yes, a thousand times more
than ever, this is not saying enough,
this is not telling you what you
would perhaps listen to far more

gladly than all this."

I opened my eyes and looked

steadily towards him. He felt my
soul was trying to read his, and he

continued in a low, agitated tone :

" You have made me love in you
what is better than yourself. Lis-

ten to me. . . . Long years of in-

difference had effaced the memory
of divine things I had been taught

in my childhood. Did you think

they could ever be recalled ? 1 h.ul

never felt the slightest desire. It is

you, Ginevra, who caused their re-

turn. Can you realize it ?"

O my God ! this hour was too

happy for earth ! It left me onU
one wish more. It realized to the

fullest extent all the cherished

dreams of the past, and made UK-

touch at last the summit (alas ! al-

ways threatening and uncertain)
of earthly happiness ! No cloud

has ever obscured the bright, bless-

ed remembrance ! No suffering,
no trial, has ever checked the effu-

sion of gratitude I still feel, and
which will be eternal!

It will not be difficult to under-

stand that, in this new state ol

things, our life speedily and sweetly
resumed its course. Strange to

say, this calm, simple life, exempt
from splendor, luxury, and worldly

eclat, was the precise realization <ii

the secret desire I had always cher-

ished in my soul, the signification
of which had been revealed to me
in that great day of grace which I

may call that of my true birth .'

It would, therefore, have been an

absurdity to speak of sacrifice in

the situation in which I now found

myself. But Lorenzo did not yet
see tilings in the same light.

"
I acknowledge," said he one

day, after some weeks had passed

by
"

I acknowledge we lack no-

thing essential, that the waifs from
our wreck even afford us a comfort-

able support, but I wish more than

that for you, my Ginevra. I must
work for the means of restoring ail

my folly has deprived you of. The

public receives my productions with

marked favor. They have all been

sold at a fabulous price, except one
which I will never part with. Let

me alone, therefore, and I promise
you the day shall arrive when I
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will place on your brow a diadem
even more brilliant than the one

you have lost,"

I made a quick gesture, and was
about to express the repugnance
such a prospect inspired. But I

stopped. It was better, no matter

in what way, he should be stimulat-

ed by some object to be attained

by the laborious efforts to which

he devoted all his faculties. I al-

lowed him, therefore, to dream of

the jewels he would adorn me with,

and enlarge on his plans for the fu-

ture, while I was sitting beside him
in his studio, sometimes reading to

him, and sometimes becoming his

model again. Whenever he spoke
in this way, I smiled without try-

ing to oppose him.

Mine, de Kergy and Diana has-

tened to see me the day after my
arrival. We continued to meet al-

most daily, and I found in their de-

lightful society the strongest sup-

port, the wisest counsels, and an

affection which inspired almost un-

limited confidence.

As to Gilbert, he was still ab-

sent, and not expected to return

till the autumn of the following

year.
When his mother gave me this

information, my first feeling was

one of relief. It seemed to me my
relations with his family were sim-

plified by his absence, and I could

defer all thought as to what I

should do at his return. But, when

1 saw my dear, venerable friend

secretly wipe away a tear as she

spoke of her son ;
when she added

in a trembling voice that such a

separation at her age was a severe

trial which afflicted her more than

any she had ever known
;
when

Diana afterwards came to tell me

with a full heart that Gilbert's ab-

sence was shortening her mother's

days, oh ! then my heart sank with

profound sorrow, and I felt an ar-

dent, painful desire to repair the

evil I had caused an evil which

(whatever may be said) is never al-

together involuntary !

Ah ! if women would only con-

sider how far their fatal influence

sometimes extends, even those who
add hardness of heart to their de-

sire to please would become indif-

ferent to the wish. They scarcely
hesitate sometimes to sacrifice a

man's career, his abilities, his whole

existence. Vanity and pride take

pleasure in ravages of this kind.

But if their eyes could behold the

firesides they quench the light of,

the maternal hearts they sadden,
the families whose sweet joys they

destroy, their trophies would seem

bloody, and they might be brought
to comprehend the words of the

Psalmist which I had humbly
learned to repeat : Ab ccullis meis

miinda me, ct abalienisparcc servo tito.

Lorenzo's celebrity increased by
the productions he now exhibited

to the public. The singularity of our

position in returning to Paris, un-

der circumstances so different from
those which surrounded us when
we made our first appearance in

the grand mondc, drew upon us the

attention of this very world which
would have enticed us from our re-

treat. But, thank Heaven ! I did

not have to exert my influence

over Lorenzo to induce him to de-

cline it. His pride would have
been sufficient, had not his whole
time been absorbed in his labors,

and it was even with difficulty he

consented to accompany me one

evening to the Hotel de Kergy.
From that time, however, he

willingly repeated his visits, attract-

ed by Mine, de Kergy 's dignified

cordiality and simplicity of manner
as well as by the charm of the in-

tellectual circle of which her salon
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the centre a charm he would
have ;ihv.;v ,

,i| predated had he not.

l.c.ii under the influence of another

1Ct ion. Now tlu- re was no
i (^interacting influence, and he

look fresh pleasure every evening

going there In repose after the

fatigue of the day and seek some-

thing more beneficial to his mind
than mere recreation.

A person endowed with noble

gilts, who returns to the right path
after long going astray, experiences
an immense consolation in finding
himself in his true element. It

would, therefore, be impossibh
tell how great Lorenzo's joy now

. or how eloquently he was able

to cxp^^s it. And nothing could

express the feelings with which I

listened to him !

The only shadow of my life at

this time was my separation from
Stella. A thousand times did I

urge her to join me, as she was no
T under any obligation to re-

i at Naples. I felt that the

only possible solace for her broken
t. would be to leave the place

v. here she had suffered so much
; her

courageous soul would find a salu-

tary aliment in the great charitable

movement at Paris, at that time in

all the vigor of its first impulse,

given a few years before. I there-

lore continually urged her to come,
but 1 begged her in vain. An in-

vincible repugnance to leave the

place of refuge where she had hid-

den her grief prevented her from

yielding to my wishes.

Thus passed da\s, weeks, months,
\ *, even a u hole year and more
of happiness. The satisfactory life

I had dreamed of was now a reali-

tv, and the world I once fancied

1 could reveal to Lorenzo unaided

h had discovered himself. It had

i to him by trials,

humiliation, and labor. The abso-

lute change in his habits, which
I.ando had once indicated as the

only remedy, had, as he had fore-

seen, produced a beneficial, effica-

cious, and lasting effect.

But we know one of the anoma-
of the human heart is to ex-

pect and long for happiness as its

right, and yet to be incapable of

possessing it a single day in its

plenitude without trembling, as if

conscious it was not .in the nature
of things here below for it to en-

dure a long time.

Lorenzo experienced more than
most people this melancholy of

happiness, which was often increas-

ed by too profound a regret for the

errors of his life. It partook of the

vehemence of his character, and it

was sometimes difficult to over-

come the sadness awakened by the

remembrance of the past.
"
Ginevra," said he one day,

"
1

am far too happy for a man who
merits it so little."

lie said this with a gloomy ex-

pression. It was the beginning
of spring. The air was soft, the

sky clear, the lilacs of our little

garden were in bloom, and we sat

there inhaling the perfume. He
repeated :

''

Yes, my life is now too happy
too happy, I feel, to be of long du-
ration." A remark somewhat trite,

which is often thrown like a veil

over the too excessive brightness
of earthly happiness! But I could
not repress a shudder as I listened

to it. And yet what was there to

fear ... to desire ... to re-

fuse . . . when I felt the present
and the future were in the hands
of Him whom I loved more than

anything here below?

TO Bit COM i.. i ID M;:;T MONTH.
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A BIT OF MODERN THOUGHT ON MATTER.

WE have now accomplished the

first portion ofour task, by establishing

on good philosophical and physical

grounds the fundamental truths re-

garding the essence and the proper-
ties of material substance as such.

We might, therefore, take up the se-

cond part of our treatise, and begin
our investigation about the nature of

the metaphysical constituents of mat-

ter and their necessary relations, in

order to ascertain how far the prin-

ciples of the scholastic doctrine on

matter can nowadays be maintain-

ed consistently with the principles
of natural science. But we think it

necessary, before we enter into the

study of such a difficult subject, to

caution our readers against some pro-

ductions of modern thinkers, whose

speculations on the nature of mate-

rial things confound all philosophy,
and tend by their sophistry to popu-
larize the most pernicious errors.

The number of such productions is

daily increasing, owing to the efforts

of powerful societies, and the philo-

sophical imbecility of the scientific

press and of its patrons. The heap
of intellectual rubbish thus accumu-

lated, both in Europe and in Ameri-

ca, is quite prodigious ;
to sweep it

all away would be like purging the

Augean stable a task which some-

new Hercules may yet undertake.

We shall confine ourselves to a small

portion of that task, by scattering to

the winds some plausible quibbles we

have lately met with in an American

scientific magazine.

J. B. Stallo is the author of a series

of articles published in the Popular
Science Monthly under the title

" The

Primary Concepts of Modern Physical
Science." He is a clever writer; but

his conclusions, owing to a lack of

sound philosophy, are not always
correct. Some of them are altogeth-
er unfounded, others demonstrably

false; and many of them, while

attempting to revolutionize science,

tend to foster downright scepticism.

We shall single out a few of those

propositions which clash with the

common doctrines of modern physics
no less than with the common prin-

ciples of metaphysics; and we hope
to show, by their refutation, the in-

comparable superiority ofour old over

his new philosophy.

Indestructibility of matter.
' The

indestructibility of matter," says the

writer,
* "

is an unquestionable truth.

But in what sense, and upon what

grounds, is this indestructibility pre-

dicated of matter? The unanimous

answer of the atomists is : Experience
teaches that all the changes to which

matter is subject are but variations

of form, and that amid these varia-

tions there is an unvarying constant

the mass or quantity of matter.

The constancy of the mass is attested

by the balance, which shows that

neither fusion nor sublimation, neither

generation nor corruption, can add

to, or detract from, the weight of a

body subjected to experiment. When
a pound of carbon is burned, the bal-

ance demonstrates the continuous ex-

istence of this pound in the carbonic

acid, which is the product of combus-

tion, and from which the original

weight of carbon may be recovered.

October, 1873,?. 707.
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The quantity of matter is measured

by iis weight, and this weight is un-

changeable."
So far ail is right ; but lie con-

tinues :
" Such is the fact familiar to

every one, and its interpretation

equally familiar. To test the cor-

rectness of this interpretation we may
be permitted slightly to vary the

method of verifying it. Instead of

burning the pound of carbon, let us

simply <arry it to the summit of a

mountain, or remove it to a lower

latitude
;

is us weight still the same?

Relatively it is
;

it will still balance

the original counterpoise. But the

absolute weight is no longer the same.

... It is thus evident that the con-

stancy, upon the observation of which

tlie assertion of the indestructibility

of matter is based, is simply the con-

stancy of a relation, and that the or-

dinary statement of the fact is crude

and inadequate. Indeed, while it is

true that the weight of a body is a

measure of its mass, this is but a sin-

gle ( ase of the more general fact that

the masses of bodies are inversely as

the velocities imparted to them by
the action of the same force, or, more

generally stili, inversely as the acce-

lerations produced in them by the

same force. In the case of gravity,

the forces of attraction are directly

proportional to the masses, so that

the action of the forces (weight) is

the simplest measure of the relation

between any two masses as such
;

bat in any inquiry relating to the va-

lidity of the atomic theory, it is ne-

cessary to bear in mind that this

weight is not tiie equivalent, or rather

the presentation, of an absolute sub-

stantive entity in one of the bodies

(the body weighed), but the mere

expression of a relation between two

iiodies mutually attracting each other.

And it is further necessary to remem-

ber that this Weight may be indefi-

nitely reduced, without any diminu-

tion in the mass of the body weighed,

by a mere change of its position in

reference to the body between which

and the body weighed the relation

subsists."

The aim of the author is. as we
shall see, to prove that " there

and can be no absolute constants of

mass
"

;
hence he endeavors at the

very outset to shake cur opposite
conviction by showing that there is

no absolute measure of masses.

Such is the drift of the passage we
have transcribed.

But we beg to remark that abso-

lute quantities may be known to be

absolute independently of any abso-

lute measurement. Three kinds of

quantity are conceivable: intensive

quantity, which is measured by de-

grees ; dimensive quantity, which is

measured by distances
,-
and numeri-

cal quantity, which is measured by
discrete units. Of course dimensive

quantity is altogether relative, inas-

much as it entirely consists of rela-

tions, and cannot be measured but

by relative and arbitrary measures
;

but intensive quantity, though mea-
sured by arbitrary degrees, is alto-

gether absolute, because it consists

of a reality whose value is independ-
ent of correlative terms. And in the

same manner numerical quantity is

altogether absolute, because it con-

sists of absolute units, by which it can

be measured, absolutely speaking,

though we may fail to reach such

units, and are then obliged to mea-
sure it by some other standard.

Now. the mass, or the quantity of

matter in a body, is a numeiir.;;]

-quantity; for it consists of a number
of primitive units, independent of

one another for their essence and for

their existence, and therefore abso-

lute in regard to their suhstanii.il

being. Consequently, every niasr, of

matter has an absolute value corre-

sponding to the number of absolute
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units it contains; and thus every

mass of matter is
" an absolute con-

stant of mass." It is true that we
have no means of ascertaining the

absolute number of primitive units

contained in a given mass ; hence

we are constrained to measure the

quantity of matter by a relative mea-

sure that is, by comparing it with

an equal volume of another sub-

stance, whose density and weight we

assume as the measure of other den-

sities and weights. But does our ig-

norance of the absolute number of

primitive units contained in a given

mass interfere with their real exist-

ence ? or, can our method of mea-

suring change the nature of the

thing measured ?

We are told that " the weight of a

body may be indefinitely reduced

without any diminution in the mass

of the body weighed." Would not

this show that, contrary to the au-

thor's opinion, the body weighed

possesses
" an absolute constant of

mass "
? We are told at the same

time that " the weight of a body is a

measure of its mass." This cannot

be true, unless, white the mass re-

mains unchanged, the weight also

remains unchanged. Hence the au-

thor's idea of carrying the pound of

carbon to the summit of a mountain

in order to diminish its weight, is in-

consistent with the law of measure-

ment, which forbids the employment
of two weights and measures for

measuring cue and the same quan-

tity.

The atomists measure the quantity

of matter by its weight, because they

know that every particle of matter is.

subject to gravitation, and therefore

that the weights, all other things be-

ing equal, are proportionate to the

number of primitive particles con-

tained in the bodies. Thus, if a

body contains a number, ;;/, of primi-

tive particles, and each of these par-

ticles is subject to the gravitation, g,

while another body contains a num-

ber, ;', of primitive particles subject

to the same gravitation, the ratio of

the weights of the two bodies will be

the same as the ratio of the two

masses; for

wg . trig : : m : m ;

and if the two bodies were carried to

the summit of a mountain, where the

gravitation is reduced to g, the

weights would indeed be changed,
but their ratio wSuld remain unal-

tered, and we would still have

mg : tn'g : : m : m'.

Hence, whether we weigh two bod-

ies in the valley or at the summit

of the mountain, so long as we

keep the same unit of gravitation for

both, the ratio of their masses re-

mains the same. This shows that

the quantity of matter existing in

those bodies implies
" a constant of

mass "
independent of the intensity of

gravitation, and that the ratio of the

two masses is the ratio of two " ab-

solute
"

quantities that is, of two

numbers of primitive material units.

It is not true, therefore, that the

weight is not " the presentation of an

absolute substantive entity," as the

author pretends. Weight implies
mass and gravitation, and presents
the one as subject to the other. Now,
the mass is an " absolute substantive

entity," as we have shown. Nor is

it true that weight is
" the mere ex-

pression of a relation between two

bodiesmutually attracting each other,"

as the author imagines. The pound
of carbon is a pound not because of

an attraction exercised by the carbon

upon the earth, but merely because

of the attraction exercised by the

earth on the mass of the carbon.

Were it otherwise, the mathematical

expression of weight should contain,

besides the mass of the body weighed
and the action of gravity upon it, a

third quantity representing the action
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of the body upon the earth, and the

gravitation (if the earth towards the

body.
The writer proceeds :

" Masses

find their true and only measure in

the action of forces, and the quanti-

tative persistence of the effect of this

action is the simple and accurate ex-

pression of the fact which is ordinari-

ly described as the indestructibility

of matter. It is obvious that this

persistence is in no sense explained
or accounted for by the atomic theo-

ry"(p. 708).
We admit that, owing to our in-

ability to determine the absolute num-
ber of primitive elements in a body,
we resort to the persistence of the

weight in order to ascertain the per-

sistence of a certain quantity of mat-

ter in the body. But this does not

show that the action of forces is the
"
only measure "

of masses. A mass

is a number of material units; its

true measure is one of suck units, and

it is only in order to determine the

relative number of such units in dif-

ferent bodies that we have recourse

to their weights. It is not the quan-

tity of matter that follows the weight
of the body, but it is the weight of

the body that follows the quantity
of matter; and therefore, although
\ve determine the relative quantities
of matter by the relation of their

weights, it is not the weight that

measures the quantity of matter, but

it is the quantity of matter that mea-

sures the weight. In other terms,

the persistence of the mass is merely
known through the persistence of the

weight, but the persistence of the

weight is itself a consequence of the

persistence of the mass. Hence the

persistence of the mass is perfectly

accounted for by the atomic theory,

notwithstanding Mr. Stallo's contra-

ry assertion.

He says :

" The hypothesis of

ultimate indestructible atoms is not a

necessary implication of the persist-

ence of weight, and can at best ac-

count for the indestructibility of mat-

ter if it can be shown that there is an

absolute limit to the compressibility
of matter in other words, that there

is an absolutely least volume for

every determinate mass" (p. 708).
Both parts of this proposition are

false. The first is false, because the

weight of a body is the result of the

gravitation of all its particles; and,

therefore, it cannot persist without

the persistence of the gravitating par-

ticles. The second part also is false,

because the persistence of the weight

implies the persistence of the mass

independently of all considerations

concerning a limit of compressibility
or an absolute minimum of volume.

Hence, whatever the author may say
to the contrary, it is quite certain of

scientific certainty that there can be,

and there is, in all bodies,
' an abso-

lute constant of mass."

Atomic theory. The writer objects
to the atomic theory on the ground
that it does not explain impenetrabil-

ity, and that it misconceives the nature

of reality. He begins by remarking
that "the proposition, according to

which a space occupied by one body
cannot be occupied by another, im-

plies the assumption that space is an

absolute, self-measuring entity, and

the further assumption that there is

a least space which a given body will

absolutely fill so as to exclude any
other body" (p. 709). We think

that the proposition implies nothing
of the kind. The space occupied by
one body cannot naturally be occu-

pied by another, because all bodies

are made up of molecules which at

very small distances repel one another

with .actions of greater and greater

intensities, thus preventing compene-

tration, while successfully struggling

for the perservation of their own in-

dividuality. This the molecules can
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do, whether space can be filled or

not, and whether space is a self-

measuring entity or not. Hence the

remark of the author has no founda-

tion.

But he continues :
" The atomic

theory lias become next to valueless

as an explanation of the impenetra-

bility ofmatter, since it has been press-
ed into the service of the undulatory

theory of light, heat, etc., and assum-

ed the form in which it is now held

by the majority of physicists. Accord-

ing to this form of the theory, the atoms

are either mere points, wholly with-

out extension, or their dimensions

are infinitely small as compared with

the distances between them, what-

ever be the state of aggregation of

the substances into which they en-

ter. In this view, the resistance

which a body, i.e., a system of atoms,
offers to the intrusion of another

body is due not to the rigidity or

unchangeability of volume of the in-

dividual atoms, but to the relation

between the attractive and repulsive
forces with which they are supposed
to be endowed. There are physi-
cists holding this view, who are of

opinion that the atomic constitution

of matter is consistent with its corn-

penetrability among them M. Cau-

chy, who in his Sept Lffons de phy-

sique generale (ed. Moigno, Paris,

1868, p. 38), after defining atoms as

material points without extension,

uses this language :
'

Thus, this pro-

perty of matter, which we call im-

penetrability, is explained when we
consider the atoms as material points

exerting on each other attractions

and repulsions which vary with the

distances that separate them. . . .

From this it follows that, if it pleased

the Author of nature simply to mo-

dify the laws according to which the

atoms attract or repel each other,

we might instantly see the hardest

bodies penetrate each other, the

smallest particles of matter occupy
immense spaces, or the largest masses

reduce themselves to the smallest

volumes, the entire universe concen-

trating itself, as it were, in a single

point'
"

(p. 710).
We think that the author's notion

of the form in which the atomic theo-

ry is now held by physicists is not

quite correct. The chemical atoms
are now considered as dynamical sys-

tems of material points, so that the

atomic theory is now scarcely distin-

guishable from the molecular theory.

That such a theory
" has become

next to valueless as an explanation
of the impenetrability of matter

"
is

not true. Of course two primitive
elements of matter, if attractive,

would, according to the theory, as

we understand it, pass through one

another
;
as nothing can oppose their

progress except repulsion, which is

not to be thought of in the case of

attractive elements. But the case is

different with molecules : for every
molecule of any special substance

contains a number of repulsive ele-

ments, and possesses a repulsive en-

velope
* which resists most effectually

all attempt at compenetration on

the part of other molecules. Hence
the impenetrability of bodies (not of

matter, as the author says) is a sim-

ple result of the molecular constitu-

tion of bodies, as explained in the

atomic theory of the modern che-

mists.

That the resistance which a body
offers to the intrusion of another

body is due " not to the rigidity or

unchangeability of volume of indivi-

dual atoms, but to the relation be-

tween the attractive and repulsive
forces with which they are supposed
to be endowed," is an obvious truth

We do not see by what kind of rea-

soning the author can infer from it

* See the Elements of Molecular Mechanics*

p. H7-
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that " the atomic theory has be-

come next to valueless as an expla-

nation of impenetrability." \Ve ra-

thcr maintain that the theory is cor-

lect, and that no other theory has yet

been found which explains impene-

trability without assuming much that

philosophy condemns. As to M.
< 'auchy's views, we remark that,

when he defines atoms as " material

points without extension," he docs

not speak of the chemical atoms, or

equivalents, but of the primitive ele-

ments of which such atoms or equi-

valents are composed.
The author says :

" The assump-
tion of atoms of different specific gra-

vities proves to be not only futile,

but absurd. Its manifest theoretical

ineptitude is found to mask the most

fatal inconsistencies. According to

the mechanical conception which

underlies the whole atomic hypothe-

sis, differences of weight are differ-

ences of density ;
and differences of

density are differences of distance

between the particles contained in a

given space. Now, in the atom there

is no multiplicity of particles and no
void space; hence differences of den-

.iity or weight are impossible in the

case of atoms" (p. 715).
This conclusion would be quite

inevitable, if it were true that the

atom of the chemists contains no

multiplicity of particles and no void

.space ; but the truth is that chemical

atoms are nothing but equivalents, or

molecules that is, dynamical systems
of material points intercepting void

space. Hence the author's argu-
ment has no foundation. The very
fact that men of science unanimous-

ly agree in attributing to different

atoms a different weight, should have

warned Mr. Stallo that the word
atom" could not be considered by

them as a simple material point.
The authqr in his second article

(November, 1873) argues against

the actio in dislans. We have given
his words in one of our own articles,

where we undertook to show tluu

acti<> in distans cannot be impugned
with any good argument.* The au-

thor, however, we are glad to sec.

honestly acknowledges that "
tin-

transfer of motion from one body to

another by impact is no less incom

prehcnsible than the actio in distans
''

(p. 9<j) ; which shows that, after hav-

ing rejected the action at a distance,

he is at a loss how to account for

any communication or propagation
of movement. A little later he

quotes a passage of Faraday, which

we have given in another place, and
in which the English professor con-

siders the atoms as consisting of a

mere sphere of power, with a central

point having no dimensions. Then
he gives his own view of the subject
in the following words :

" The true root of all these errors

is a total misconception of the na-

ture of reality. All the reality we
know is not only spatially finite, but

limited in all its aspects ;
its whole

existence lies in relation and con-

trast, as I shall show more at length
in the next article. We know no-

thing of force, except by its contrast

with mass, or (what is the same

thing) inertia; and conversely, as I

have already pointed out in my first

article, we know nothing of mass ex-

cept by its relation to force. Mass,
inertia (or, as it is sometimes, though

inaccurately, called, matter per se),

is indistinguishable from absolute

nothingness; for matter reveals its

presence, or evinces its reality, only

by its action, its force, its tension, or

motion. But, on the other hand,
mere force is equally nothing ; for, if

we reduce the mass upon which a

given force, however small, acts, un-

til it vanishes or, mathematically

* THE CATHOLIC WORLD, Octcber, 1874, P-
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expressed, until it becomes infinitely

small the consequence is that the

velocity of the resulting motion is in-

finitely great, and that the 'thing'

(if under these circumstances a thing

can still be spoken of) is at any giv-

en moment neither here nor there,

but everywhere that is, there is

no real presence. It is impossible,

therefore, to construct matter by a

mere synthesis of forces. . . . The
true formula of matter is mass x

force, or inertia x force
"

(p. 103).

The author is greatly mistaken in

assuming that those who consider

the atoms (primitive elements) as

centres of force totally misconceive

the nature of reality. That Faraday,

notwithstanding his saying that " the

substance consists of the powers,"
admits with the power the matter

also, is evident from his very men-
tion of the centre of the powers ;

for

such a centre is nothing else than

the matter, as we have proved above.

He says, indeed, that the nucleus of

the atom "vanishes"; but by
" nu-

cleus
" he means the bulk or the

continuous material extension of the

atom. This bulk, says he, must van-

ish, inasmuch as the centre of the

powers must be a mere unextendecl

point. He therefore denies, not the

matter, but only its intrinsic exten-

sion.

Mr. Stallo volunteers to show us
" the true root

"
of all our errors.

According to him, we totally mis-

conceive the nature of reality. "All

the reality we know," he says,
"

is

not only spatially finite, but limited

in all its aspects." About this we
will not quarrel, for we admit that

all created substances are limited;

yet we would ask the author whe-
ther he thinks that the range of uni-

versal attraction has any known li-

mit in space ; and, if so, we would

further ask where it is
; for we ad-

mit our full ignorance of its exist-

ence. " We know nothing of force,"
he continues,

"
except by its contrast

with mass, or, what is the same thing,
inertia." Our readers know that

mass and inertia are not the same

thing; the mass is a quantity of

matter, while inertia is the incapa-
bility of self-motion. A writer who
can confound the two as identical is

not competent to correct our errors

and to teach us the nature of reality.
As to the contrast of force with

mass, we have no objection; yet,
while speaking of the nature of

things, we would prefer to contrast

matter with form rather than force

with mass. The term force applies
to the production of phenomena,
and is usually confounded with ac-

tion and with movement, neither of

which is a constituent of substance
;

whilst the term mass expresses any
quantity of matter from a single ele-

ment up to a mountain
;
and thus it

does not exhibit with precision the

matter due to the primitive material

substance.
"
Mass, or matter per st, is indis-

tinguishable from absolute nothing-
ness." Of course, matter per se

that is, without form cannot exist.

In the same manner " mere force is

equally nothing
"

that is, the mate-
rial form, which is the principle of

action, lias no separate existence

without its matter. This every one

admits, though not on the grounds
suggested by Mr. Stallo. "If we

reduce," says he,
" the mass upon

which a given force, however small,

acts, until it vanishes or, mathe-

matically expressed, until it becomes

infinitely small the consequence is

that the velocity of the resulting mo-
tion is infinitely great." We deny
this consequence, as well as the sup-

position from which it is inferred.

Masses are numbers of material ele-

ments, or units, Wheu such units

are reached, the division is at an
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end, because those primitive units

are without dimensions. Hence the

extreme limit of the reduction of

masses is not an infinitesimal quan-

tity of mass, as the author imagines,
hut an absolute finite unit; for this

unit, when repeated a finite number

of times, gives us a finite quantity of

mass. But, even supposing that the

hypothesis of the author might be

entertained (and it must be enter-

tained by all those who consider

matter as materially continuous), his

consequence would sftll be false.

For, let there be a continuous atom

having finite dimensions. If such

an atom is acted on, say by gravity,

it will acquire a finite velocity. Now,
it is evident that, when the atom has

a finite velocity, every infinitesimal

portion of it will have a finite velo-

city. Therefore the action which

produces a finite velocity in the fi-

nite mass of the atom, produces a

finite velocity in the infinitesimal

masses of which the atom is assum-

ed to consist. The error of the au-

thor arises from his confounding

quantity of movement with action. A
quantity of movement is a product
of a mass into its velocity ; and evi-

dently the product cannot remain

constant, unless the velocity increas-

es in the same ratio as the mass de-

creases. The action, on the con-

trary, is directly proportional to the

mass ;
and therefore, in the author's

hypothesis, the consequence should

have been the very opposite of that

which he enounces; that is, the

velocity acquired by an infinitesimal

mass would still be finite instead of

infinitely great. But, as we have

said, the hypothesis itself is inadmis-

sible, because only continuous quan-

tity can be reduced to infinitesimals,

whilst masses are not continuous but

discrete quantities.

That it is impossible
" to con-

struct matter by a mere synthesis

of forces
"

is undeniable ; but there

was no need of arguing a point which

no one contests. The author should

rather have given us l.is ground for

asserting that li the true formula of

matter is mass multiplied by force."

This assertion can by no means be

made good. All physicists know
that mass multiplied by force repre-
sents nothing but a quantity of move-

ment
;
and the author will not pre-

tend, we presume, that matter is a

quantity of movement. The true

formula of matter is its essential

definition ;
and it is not a mathemati-

cal but a metaphysical product, or

rather a metaphysical ratio, as we
have shown in another place. Ma-
terial substance is matter actuated by
its substantial form, and nothing
else.

The author continues thus :

" We
now have before us in full view one

of the fundamental fallacies of the

atomic theory. This fallacy con-

sists in the delusion that the concep-
tual constituents of matter can be

grasped as separate and real entities.

The corpuscular atomists take the

element of inertia, and treat it as

real by itself: while Boscovich, Fara-

day, and all those who define atoms

as centres offorce, seek to realize the

corresponding element, force, as an

entity by itself. In both cases ele-

ments of reality are mistaken for

kinds of reality
"

(p. 103).

It is rather singular that a man
who is so little at home in questions

about matter should undertake to

point out the fallacies and delusions

of the best informed. Is it true that

Boscovich, Faraday, and others of

the same school, consider force as an

entity by itself? And is it true that

the corpuscular atomists treat the cle-

ment of inertia as real by itself?

There is much to be said against

corpuscular atomists for other rea-

sons, but they cannot surely be ac-
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cused of maintaining that the element

of inertia that is, the mass of the

atom can exist separately without

any inherent power, as they uni-

formly teach that their atoms are

endowed with resisting powers. The
accusation brought against Bosco-

vich, Faraday, and others, is still

more glaringly unjust. They do not

seek to realize force " as an entity

by itself"
;
on the contrary, when

they define the atoms as centres of

forqe, they manifestly teach that both

the force and its centre are indispensa-
ble for the constitution of a primitive
atom. And, since by the \\oi(.\ force

they mean the principle of activity

(the form), and in the centre they

recognize the principle of passivity

(the matter), we cannot but conclude

that the accusation has no ground,
and that the fallacy and the delu-

sion is on the side of Mr. Stallo him-

self.

Moreover, is it true that mass and

fetce, or, to speak more accurately,
the matter and the form, are nothing
more than " the conceptual constitu-

ents
"

of material substance ? This

the author assumes as the base of his

argumentation ; yet it is plain that, if

the constituents of a thing are only

conceptual, the thing they constitute

cannot be anything else than a con-

ceptual being that is, a being of

reason. We must therefore either

deny the reality of matter or concede

that its constituents are more than

conceptual. Could not the author

perceive that, if mass is a mere con-

cept, and force another mere concept,
their alliance gives nothing but two

concepts, and that the reality of the

external world becomes a dream ?

We live in times when men of a

certain class presume to discuss me-

taphysical subjects without previous

study and without a sufficient ac-

quaintance with the first notions of

metaphysics. One of these first no-

tions is that all real being has real

constituents. Such constituents,

when known to us, are the object of

our conceptions, and consequently

they may become conceptual ;
but

they do not cease to be real outside

of our mind. Were we to conceive

matter as separated from its form, or

form as deprived of its matter, no-

thing real would correspond to our

conception ;
for nowhere can real

matter be found without a form, or a

real form without its matter. Hence
form without matter and matter with-

out form are at best beings of reason.

But when we conceive the matter as

it is under its form, or the form as it

is terminated to its matter, we evi-

dently conceive the real constituents

of material substance as they are in

nature that is, as metaphysical reali-

ties contained in the physical being.
Does it follow that " elements of

reality," as the author objects,
" are

mistaken for kinds of reality "? By
no means. The constituents of phy-
sical reality are themselves metaphy-
sical realities, but they are not exact-

ly two kinds of reality, because they

belong both to the same essence

which cannot be of two kinds. Hence
the matter and the substantial form,

or, in general, act and potency, not-

withstanding their real metaphysical

opposition and distinction, are one

essence, one kind, and one being.
But let us go back to our author.

In his third article (December,

1873) he says :

'' The ordinary me-

chanical explanation of the molecular

states of matter, or states of aggrega-

tion, on the basis of the atomic theory,

proceeds on the assumption that the

molecular states are produced by the

conflict of antagonistic central forces

molecular attraction and repulsion
the preponderance of the one or

the other of which gives rise to the

solid and gaseous forms, while their

balance or" equilibrium results in the



A Bit of Modern Tliought on Matter. 795

liquid state. The utter futility of

this explanation is apparent at ;i

glance. Even waiving the consid-

erations presented l>y Herbert Spen-
<.cr (I'irst Principles, p. 60 rt seq.),

tliat, in view of the necessary varia-

tion of the attractive and repulsive

forces in the inverse ratio of the

squares of the distances, the const itu

ent atoms of a body, if they are ///

equilibria at any particular distance,

must be equally in equilibria at all

other distances, and that their density
or state, therefore, must be invaria-

ble ;
and admitting that the increase

or diminution of the repulsive force,

lifiit, may render the preponderance
of either force, and thus the change
of density or state of aggregation,

possible, what becomes of the liquid

.state as corresponding to the exact

balance of these two forces in the

absence of external coercion ? The
exact balance of the two opposing
forces is a mere mathematical limit,

which must be passed with the slight-

est preponderance of either force over

the other. All bodies being subject
to continual changes of temperature,
the equilibrium can at best be but

momentary; it must of necessity be

of the most labile kind
"

(p. 223).

This argument against the atomic

theory would be very good, if its

premises were not deceptive. Mr.

Stallo, unfortunately, relies too much
on the terminology of physical writers,

which is not always correct. Thus,
it is not true that the solid form is

the result of an actual preponderance
of attraction between the molecules.

If attraction prevailed, the molecules

would not remain in their relative

position, but would move in the

direction of the attraction. The
truth is that molecules, whether in

the solid or in the liquid form, are

m equilibrium of position; accord-

ingly, neither attraction nor repul-

sion actually prevails between them.

Their position of equilibrium is deter-

mined by their own constitution, and

may change ; for the molecules ad-

mit of accidental changes in their

((institution. Hence the distance of

relative equilibrium is not necessarily

constant, but changes with the

change of state of each molecule.

This shows that bodies, whether
solid or liquid, can retain their solid

or liquid form while subjected to con-

siderable molecular changes, and that

therefore neither the solid nor the

liquid form is necessarily impaired by
" the changes of temperature

"
or

other molecular movements. The
molecules of bodies attract eachbther
when their distance is great, and

repel each other when their distance

has become very small ; whence we

immediately infer that there is for

every kind of molecules a distance

which marks the limit of their mutual
attraction and repulsion, and that at

such a distance the molecules must
find their position of equilibrium. A
body will be solid when, its mole-

cules being in the position of relative

equilibrium, from a small increase of

their distance an attraction arises,

which does not allow of the mole-
cules being easily separated or ar-

ranged in a different order around
one another. A body will be liquid

when, its molecules being in the

position of relative equilibrium, from

a small increase of their distance a

weak attraction arises, which allows

of the molecules being easily separat-
ed or easily arranged, without sepa-

ration, in a different manner around
one another. A body will be expan-
sive and fluid when its free molecules

are at a distance sensibly less than

that of relative equilibrium, and
therefore repel each other, and are

in need of exterior pressure to be

kept at such a distance. But we
must not forget that the distance of

relative equilibrium varies with the
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intrinsic dynamical variation of the

molecules, and that therefore " the

exact balance of the two opposing
forces is not a mere mathematical

limit," but is comprised between two
mathematical limits determined by
the amount of the variations of which
each species of molecules is suscep-
tible before settling into a different

form.

Having thus disposed of the main

argument by which the author wish-

ed to show " the utter futility
"

of

the ordinary mechanical explanation
of the molecular states of matter on
the basis of the atomic theory, we

may "add a few words concerning
Herbert Spencer's argument alluded

to by the author. The law of actions

inversely proportional to the squares
of the distances is true for eacli

primitive element of matter, but it is

not applicable to molecules acting at

molecular distances, as we have prov-
ed in another place.

* Hence Spen-
cer's argument, which assumes the

contrary, is entirely worthless. On
the other hand, were the argument

admissible, we do not see how the

proposition,
" The constituent atoms

of a body, if they are in equilibria at

any particular distance, must be

equally in equilibria at all other dis-

tances," can justify the conclusion

that " their density or state must be

invariable." It seems to us that a

change of molecular distances must

entail a change of density ; but, of

course, we are behind our age.

Relativity of material realities.

"
It has been a favorite tenet, not

only of metaphysicians, but of phy-
sicists as well, that reality is cog-

nizable only as absolute, permanent,
and invariable, or, as the metaphysi-
cians of the XVIth and XVIIth cen-

* THE CATIIOI.I',: WoRl.n for September, 1874.

p. 729. Mr. Stailo might also see the Elements of
M'UcuLu iff:-lia:i:is, book vi., on the constitu-

tion of molecules.

turies expressed it, sub specie (efer/n

et abroluti. This proposition," Mr.

Stallo continues,
" like so many others

which have served as pillars of im-

posing metaphysical structures, is the

precise opposite of the truth
"

(p.

223). Do you understand, reader?

Metaphysicians and physicists of all

centuries count for nothing ; they
were blind, every one of them

;
but a

great luminary has appeared at last,

a Mr. J. B. Stallo, whose superior

wisdom, if not philosophical infalli-

bility, opens a new era of thought,
and dispels the darkness which has

been thickening around us up to the

present day. Yet even the sun has

spots; and Mr. Stallo will permit us

to remark that his statement of the

metaphysical doctrine of the ancients

is not altogether correct. They did

not teach " that reality is cognizable

only as absolute, permanent, and

invariable"; they well knew and

taught that there were realities cog-

nizable, both relative and changeable.

Substance, of course, was considered

by them, and it is still considered by
us, as an absolute reality ; but they
never imagined that the essence of

such a reality was cognizable except

through its constituent principles as

related to one another, and therefore

through an intelligible relation. This

relation, as intelligible, was consider-

ed necessary and invariable, but, as

an actual reality in nature, was con-

sidered contingent and changeable ;

the intelligible essence of things was
known sub specie ceterni, but their

existence was known sub specie contin-

gentis. Now, on what ground does

Mr. Stallo impugn this doctrine ?

How does he prove that it is
" the

precise opposite of truth
"

? Alas !

we should be exceedingly simple
were we to expect proofs. Progress
consists nowadays of stout assertions

on the part of the writer, and of a

silly credulity on that of most readers.
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Hence our author, instead of proving
what he had rashly asserted. gives us

a .-.tram of other assertions equally
r.isli and ridiculously absurd.

lie says : Ail material reality is,

in its nature, not absolute, but es-

sentially relative. All material reali-

ty depends upon determination
;
and

determination is essentially limitation,

as even Spinoza well knew. A thing
in and by itself is an impossibility

"

(ibid) Spinoza! a great authority
indeed ! l!ut we should like to know
how the proposition, "Determination
is essentially limitation," can lead to

ihe conclusion that "a thing in itself

and by itself is an impossibility." To
in.ike a logical connection between
the two propositions, it would be
I'.ci essary to assume that "nothing
linite can be in itself and by itself."

But the assumption is so foolish that

even Spinoza, who based on it his

system of Pantheism, could
never support it except by a false

definition of substance, and by giving
tu the phrases "in itself" ami '

by
:Seil

"
an extravagant interpretation,

which proved, if not his malice and
bad faith, at least his profound philo-

sophical ignorance. 1 ,ct Mr. Stallo

consult any good philosophical trea-

tise on this subject, and he will see

how stolid a man must be to fall a

victim to the gross sophistry of the

Jewish dogmatizer.
What shall we say of the other as-

sertion,
' All material reality is, in its

nature, not absolute, but essentially
relative

"
? Can anything be relative

without at the same time being abso-

lute / Can relation exist without

two absolute terms? Relativity con.

nccts one absolute thing with an-

other ; the things thus connected

acquire a relative mode of being, but

they do not for that lose their abso-

lute being. Thus Mr. Stallo may be
an American citizen without ceasing
to be a man, though he cannot be a

citizen without being endued with a

relation not involved in his nature as

man. So, also, husband and wife

are essentially relative
; yet we hope

the author will not say that the rela-

tive Husband annihilates the absolute

.}f,!/i, or that the relative ll'ife ex-

cludes th<: absolute H'cinait.

These remarks apply to all rela-

tions, whether merely accidental or

founded in the essence of things.

Pantheists imagine that creatures

cannot have any absolute being, be-

cause their being is essentially depen-

dent, and therefore relative. They
should consider that a creature is a

created being that is. a being related

to its Creator. Such a creature, in-

asmuch as it is n. being, is ; and inas-

much as it is related, connotes its Ma-
ker. Now, to be and to connote

tire not identical. The first means

existence, the second dependence ;

the first is perfectly complete in the

creature itself, the second is incom-

plete without a correlative term; and

therefore the creature is in possession
of absolute being, while it is endued
with an essential relativity, Take

away the absolute being; nothing
will remain of which r.ny relativity

may be predicated.

Perhaps the author, when pro-

nouncing that " all material reality

is in its nature essentially relative,"

alludes to the essential constitution

of material realities, and to the es-

sential relation of matter and form.

If such is his meaning, the utmost he

can claim is that the reality of the

form is essentially connected with the

matter, a.nd the reality of the matter

essentially connected with the form.

This every one will concede ; but no

one will infer that therefore the reali-

ty which results from the conspira-
tion of matter and form is not an

absolute reality. For as the matter

and the form are the principles ofone

essence, and as their mutual relativity
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connotes nothing extrinsic to the

same essence, but finds in it its ade-

quate consummation, it is evident

that the resulting reality is intrinsical-

ly complete, and subsistent in its in-

dividuality. Hence this resulting

reality is an absolute reality ;
and only

a.s such can it become the subject of

relativity, and 'acquire the denomina-
tion of relative.

Our author, entirely taken up by

Spinoza's views, proceeds in the fol-

lo\ving strain :

" All quality is rela-

tion
;

all action is reaction
;

all force

is antagonism ; all measure is a ratio

between terms neither of which is

absolute
; every objectively real thing

is a term in numberless series of mu-
tual implications, and its reality out-

side of these series is utterly incon-

ceivable. A material entity, absolute

in any of its aspects, would be noth-

ing less than a finite infinitude. There
is no absolute material quality, no
absolute material substance, no abso-

lute physical unit, no absolutely sim-

ple physical entity, no absolute con-

stant, no absolute standard either of

quantity or quality, no absolute mo-

tion, no absolute rest, no absolute

time, no absolute space. . . . There

is and can be no physical real thing
which is absolutely simple

"
(p. 225).

This string of blunders needs no

refutation, as no reader who has a

modicum of common sense can be

deceived by what is evidently false.

Yet, as to the assertion that " there

is and can be no physical real thing
which is absolutely simple," it must

be observed that there are two kinds

of simplicity, as there are two kinds

of composition. A being is physical-

ly simple when it is free from physi-
cal composition; whilst it is meta-

physically simple, if it has no meta-

physical components. Now, God
alone is free from metaphysical as

well as physical composition; and

therefore God alone is absolutely sim-

ple. Hence, created beings, though

physically simple, are always meta-

physically compound.
What follows is a curious speci-

men of Mr. Stallo's philosophical re-

sources. He says :

' Leibnitz places

at the head of his Monadology the

principle that there must be simple

substances, because there are com-

pound substances. Neccsseest, he says,

dari substanlias simplices, quia dantur

composite. This enthymeme, though
it has been long since exploded in

metaphysics, is still regarded by many
physicists as proof of the real exist-

ence of absolutely simple constitu-

ents of matter. Nevertheless, it is

obvious that it is nothing but a vi-

cious paralogism a fallacy of the

class known in logic as fallacies ot

the suppressed relative. The existence

of a compound substance certainly

proves the existence of component

parts, which, relatively to this sub-

stance, are simple. But it proves

nothing whatever as to the simplicity

of these parts in themselves" (p.

226).

Our reader will ask when and

how Leibnitz' enthymeme has been

"exploded." We shall inform him

that it has not been exploded,

though the attempt has often been

made
;
because in the whole arsenal

of metaphysics no powder could be

found that would produce the explo-
sion. The enthymeme, therefore, is

as good and unanswerable now as

it was in Leibnitz' time; and it will

be as good and unanswerable here-

after, notwithstanding Mr. Stallo's

efforts against it. He says that "
it

is nothing but a vicious paralogism
"

;

but he himself, while endeavoring t:>

prove this latter assertion, resorts to

a paralogism (vicious, of course) which

we may call
"
fallacy of the sup-

pressed absolute." The existence of

a compound proves the existence of

its component parts, as the author
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admits. These parts are either com-

pound or simple. If simple, then

there are simple substances. If com-

pound, then they have components;
and these parts are again either com-

pound or simple. We must there-

fore either admit simple substances,

or continue our analysis by further

subdivisions of the compound sub-

stance without any chance of ever

coming to an end. But if the analy-

sis cannot come to an end, the com-

pound has no first components; and

thus it will be false that
' the ex.

istence of a compound substance

proves the existence of the compo-
nent parts." The fallacy of the au-

thor consists in stopping his analysis

of the compound before he has

reached the first components. If

the parts he has reached are still

compound substances, why does he

not examine their composition and

point out their components ? For

no other reason, we presume, than

that he did not wish to meet with an

absolute substantial unit, which he

was sure to find at the end of the

process. His argument is therefore

nothing but a despicable fraud.

In his fourth article (January,

1874) Mr. Stallo remarks that "the

recent doctrine of the correlation

and mutual convertibility of the phy-
sical forces, as a part of the theory
of the conservation of energy, has

shaken, if not destroyed, the concep-
tion of a multiplicity of independent

original forces
"

(p. 350). Of course,

there are men whose convictions can

be shaken, or even destroyed, by the

sophistic generalizations of the mo-

dern school
;
but there are men also

whose convictions rest on too solid a

ground to be destroyed or shaken
;

and these latter have ere now chal-

lenged the abettors of the "recent

doctrine
"

to clear up their case with

something like logical precision a

tiling which modern thinkers must

have found impossible, since they
have constantly ignored thechallenge.
We have proved elsewhere * that
" the mutual convertibility of physi-
cal forces," as understood by the

champions of the theory, confounds

movement with action and the el

fects with their causes. The facts

on which the theory is based arc-

true ; but the theory itself is false,

for it attributes to the powers by
which the phenomena are produced
what exclusively belongs to

" the phe-

nomena, besides deforming the nature

of the phenomena themselves by

denying the production and extinc-

tion of movement. It is plain that

such a theory can have no weight in

philosophy ; and it is no less plain
that no philosopher will, for the sake

of the new theory, renounce his firm

conviction concerning
" the multipli-

city of independent original forces."
"

I have endeavored,
"
says the au-

thor,
" to show that there are no ab-

solute constants of mass; that both

the hypothesis of corpuscular atoms

and that of centres of forces are

growths of a confusion of the intellect,

which mistakes conceptual elements of

matter for real elements
;
that these

elements force and mass, or force

and inertia are not only inseparable,
as is conceded by the more thoughtful

among modern physicists, but that

neither of these elements has any re-

ality as such, each of them being sim-

ply the conceptual correlate of the

other, and thus the condition both of

its realization in thought and of its

objectivation to sense
"
(p. 350).

As we have already discussed all

the points which the author vainly

endeavored to establish, we shall only
remind the reader that the matter and

the form have no separate existence-
;

and therefore have no reality in na-

ture, unless they are together. The

See THE CATHOLIC WORLD, March, 1874, p.

757. Abo, August, 1874, p. 644 ct scq.
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author, therefore, is right when affirm-

ing that neither of them has any real-

ity as such ; but he is wrong in infer-

ring that they have no reality as unit-

ed. As action has no reality without

passion, nor passion without action,

.so also matter has no reality without

form, nor form without matter; but

as action producing passion is real, so

also is a form actuating matter ; and

as passion is no less real than the

action whence it proceeds, so mat-

ter also is no less real than the

form by which it is actuated. Both

arc, of course, only metaphysical
realities.

The author says :
" The mathema-

tical treatment of mechanical prob-

lems, from the nature of the methods,
necessitates the fiction that force and

mass are separate and distinct terms
"

(p. 351). By no means. It is not

the nature of the methods, but the

mime of the things that compels the

distinction of the two terms. Their dis-

tinction, therefore, is not a "
fiction."

But the author's remark has no bear-

ing on the question of the constitution

iif matter
j

for mechanical forces are

not substantial forms.

He adds :

' A material object is in

every one of its aspects but one term

of a relation; its whole being is a

presupposilion of correlates without.

. . . Every change of a body,

therefore, presupposes a correspond-

ing change in its correlates. If the

stale of any material object could

be changed without a corresponding

change of state in other objects with-

out, this object would, to that extent,

become absolute. But this is utter-

ly unthinkable, and therefore utterly

impossible, as we have already seen.

. . . Mechanically speaking, all

force, properly so-called i.e., all po-

tential energy is energy of position.

. . . Whatever energy is spent in

actual motion is gained in position ;

. . . thus we are led to the prin-

ciple of the conservation of tnergy
"

(P-35 1
)-

This is a heap of absurdities. If a

material object is the term of a rela-

tion, it is absolute in itself, as we have

shown. Again, the change of a body
presupposes only the exertion of ac-

tive power, and not the change of an-

other body, as the author imagines.
That the absolute is unthinkable he

has failed to prove. Lastly, mecha-
nical force, properly so-called, is ihe

product of a mass into its velocity,
whilst "

energy of position
"

is a

myth.*
But the author says:

" Force is a

mere inference from the motion itself

under the universal conditions of re-

ality, and its measure, therefore, is

simply the effect for which it is postu-
lated as a cause ; it has no other ex-

istence. The only reality of force

and of itsaction is the correspondence
between the physical phenomena in

conformity to the principle of the es-

sential relativity of all material exist-

ence. That force has no indepen-
dent reality is so plain and obvious

that it has been proposed by some
thinkers to abolish the term force, like

the term cause, altogether. How-
ever desirable this might be in some

respects, it is impossible, for the rea-

son that the concept/^?, when pro-

perly interpreted in terms of experi-

ence, is valid
; and, if its name were

abolished, it would instantly reap-

pear under another name.

The reality of force is purely concep-
tual

;
... it is not a distinct and in-

dividual tangible or intangible enti-

ty" (P- 354)-
Here the author treats us to a lux-

ury of contradictions. Force is
" a

mere inference from motion,
"

yet it

causes motion
;
for it is active. Hence

the causality is a mere inference of

its effect. It is therefore the effect

* See TIIK CATHOLIC WORLD, March, 1874, pp.

764. 765.
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that gives existence to its cause, and

the cause "
lias no other existence

"

than that which may Lie jmbibed in

the effect for which it is postulated.

What, then, becomes of the "
force,

properly so-called" that is, of

the potential energy, or of the en-

ergy of position, which has no actual

(fieri ? Ag.iin,
" the reality of force,

is purely conceptual.
"

This means
that the reality of force is unreal ;

which would just amount to saying
that Mr. Stallo's intellect is unintelli-

gent or that iiis writings are unwritten.

Ai;ain, the "
reality offeree and of its

action is the correspondence between

the physical phenomena "; but, if the

reality of force is merely conceptual,
the correspondence between the phy-
sical phenomena must be merely con-

ceptual ;
which would prove that the

concept
"
force,

" when properly in-

terpreted iu terms of experience, is

not valid, though the author main-

tains the contrary. Moreover, what
can the author mean by

" the action

of !. iri-e
"

? Is this action real or un-

leal ? If unreal, it is no action at

.ill
;
and if real, it implies a real ac-

tive power. We defy Mr. Stallo to

coiu.'dve a real action of an unreal

force. We. are informed that " some
thinkers

"
wish to abolish the term

"

I'onx-/' like the term "
cause," and

we an- told that this proves how plain
and obvious it is that force has no in-

dependent reality. This, however,

[.roves only that some so-called
" thinkers

"
are either lunatics or

knaves. After all, if force is purely

conceptual, as the author pretends,
its reality must be denied without any
restriction. Why, then, does he deny
merely that force has an "

indepen-
dent "

reality ? Has it any "depen-
dent

"
reality if it is "purely concep-

tual
"

?

But we must come to an end.

Mr. Stallo's conclusion is that " the

very conception of force depends

upon the relation between two terms

at least," and that therefore " a con-

stant central force, as belonging to an

individual atom in and by itself, is

an impossibility'' (p. 355). In this

argument the term " force
"

is used

equivocally. It stands for active pow-
er in the consequence, while it stands

for action or for movement in the an-

tecedent. Hence the conclusion is

worthless. " I have shown," says he,
" that there are and can be no abso-

lute constants of mass. And it is evi-

dent now that there are similarly no
constant central forces belonging to,

or inherent in, constants of mass as

such
"

(p. 356). We say in our turn :

No, Mr. Stallo, you have not shown
what you imagine ; and, if anything
is evident, it is not that there are no
constant central forces, but that phi-

losophical questions cannot be solved

without good logic and a clear know-

ledge of metaphysical principles.

VOL. xx. 51
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THE BLIND STUDENT.

WHEN Ernest D'Arcy left the Uni-

versity of ,
all the glorious possi-

bilities of life seemed to unfold them-

selves invitingly before him. He
was young, he was clever, he was

ambitious. Unlike too many Ameri-

can students, he had not wasted the

golden hours of college life in idle-

ness, dissipation, or even social en-

joyment. He had been a hard, in-

deed, an enthusiastic, student; but on

commencement day, when his brow

was bound with victorious wreaths,

lie felt rewarded for having scorned

the seductive pleasures of youth, and

rejoiced that he had lived laborious

days and nights.

But D'Arcy did not consider his

education finished because he had

passed through the university brilliant-

ly. He well knew that the college

was only the vestibule to the temple
of learning. Through this vestibule

lie had passed ;.
and now he wished

to enter the noble temple itself. But

on its very threshold he found him-

self suddenly stopped. A dangerous
disease attacked his eyes. The most

eminent oculists were consulted at

once ;
absolute rest alone could save

him from total blindness. He was

forbidden to read or write a line.

This was indeed a terrible blow to

the ambitious young student. His

golden hopes left him
;

his sweet

dream of fame faded away ;
his bright

career was blighted in the very bud.

Unsustained by the holy influence of

religion, a deep and dangerous de-

spondency seized him ;
he abandoned

himself to despair, and could not

follow the advice of Burke,
" De-

spair, but work even in despair,"

for the affliction that caused his de-

spair prevented him from working.
So depressed was he at times that

he contemplated suicide as a happy
relief.

The D'Arcy family were of Nor-

man origin. The grandfather of

Ernest escaped from France in the

early days of the Revolution, bring-

ing with him to the United States

the fortune that had descended to

him through a long line of ancestors.

Like so many French gentlemen of

the last century, M. D'Arcy had im-

bibed the fashionable scepticism of

the time of Voltaire and the Ency-

clopaedists. After coming to Ameri-

ca, he married a Catholic lady, and

his scepticism gradually settled into

a form of mild indifferentism. Ernest's

father was a devoted Catholic, but

he died while his children were in

their infancy. His wife was a Pro-

testant, a woman of -fashion, whose

highest ambition was to be a leader

of society. Her children, Ernest

and his sister Mary, were brought

up from their infancy on the Chester-

fieldian model: to shine in society.

To this end everything else was

sacrificed. From the nursery they

went to the dancing-school, and had

masters to teach them all those super-

ficial accomplishments which make

up a modern fashionable education.

Ernest's clever and original mind

saved him from the evil effects of

such an education. But, unfortu-

nately, he did not escape a worse

danger. With no one to direct his

studies, at the susceptible age of

seventeen he began to read the infi-

del French literature of the XVII Ith
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century, which formed a large part

of his grandfather's library. Fasci-

nated by the diabolical wit of Vol-

taire. Ernest's young and undisciplin-
ed mind mistook sophistry tor argu-

ment, ridicule for reason, wit for

wisdom. The fashionable religion

of his mother had never possessed

any charm or interest for him, and

now, rejecting all belief, he became
a free-thinker.

Ernest entered the University of

in his eighteenth year, eager
for distinction and determined to

succeed. Succeed he did ;
and when

lie graduated, four years later, he was

the first student of the university and

unanimously chosen the commence-
ment orator. No student ever left

the University of
,
which has

been the Alma Mater of so many
distinguished men, with a brighter

future before him than Ernest D'Arcy.
But it was a future for this world,

and for this world alone. Fame
was the god of his idolatry. His

residence at the University of
,

which boasts the absence of all reli-

gious teaching, had strengthened his

:u. But the scepticism of

Ernest D'Arcy was a scepticism of

the head, not of the heart. His natu-

ral love for the true, the beautiful,

and the good had kept him pure,
even at the most dangerous period
of youth, when the blood is warm,
the passions strong, and the 'will

weak. While the heart is good and

pure, however the head may err,

there is ahvays hope. The unbelief

of Ernest D'Arcy was not the cold,

heartless, satisfied unbelief of the

hardened scoffer rejoicing in his in-

fidelity. It was the natural result

upon an eager and active intellect

of an education without religion, a

home without God.

The same year that Ernest left the

university his sister " tinislied
"
at the

Academy of the Visitation of .

Mary D'Arcy was not a brilliant girl,

but very sweet, gentle, and inti ;

in.'. Three years at the com
school had removed all. trace

unfortunate home education. Mary's
most intimate friend at' the convent
was Edith Northcote, a young Ca-
tholic girl from the South. When
they parted on distribution day, it

was with the understanding that

Edith should pass the next winter

with Mary, and the two young ladies

enter society together.
One morning, towards the end of

October, Ernest was sitting in the

library, surrounded by the most en-

chanting literature of the world, and

not allowed to read a single line.

D'Arcy was no sentimental dreamer
or aimless student.

" To sleep away his hours

In desperate sloth, miscalled philosophy."

He wished to be a man among men.

His ambition was first to teach him-

self, and then to teach the world.

He wished to elevate the tone of so-

ciety ;
to raise it from its fallen state.

His was no splendid dream of revolu-

tionizing the social world
;
he had no

fond hope of creating an Utopia out

of this busy, bustling America f the

XlXth century. But he knew that

life was too precioifs to be dedicat-

ed solely to the one selfish, absorb-

ing pursuit of wealth; that the en-

tire surrender of mind and heart

and life itself to the accumulation

of money was corrupting our peo-

ple and exercising a baleful influ-

ence over the whole nation. Our

merchants rival the merchant princes

of Italy in wealth and enterprise;

why should they not rival them aN<>

in their princely tastes ? The .pala-

ces, the gardens, the .
tilt-

libraries, of Florence, Venice.

Genoa, "all tell the story of ..

thoughts and noble tastes which gold

and trade may nurture when noble-
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ness and greatness deal with them."

We should take time to cultivate the

beautiful as well as the useful ; the

poetical as well as the practical.

The artist should be patronized as

well as the artisan. Time should be

given to the refinement, the grace,

the sweetness of life. We have fol-

lowed too long and too earnestly

the false philosophy taught in " Poor

Richard's Almanac," that money-get-

ting is a sort of secular religion, and
" there will be sleeping enough in

the grave." Our American life is

one long
"

fitful fever." We give

no time to rest. Repose, a cultivat-

ed leisure, is not idleness. An ele-

gant essay on this subject leisure *

by a distinguished Baltimore law-

yer, should be read and pondered

by our eager and restless people, who
are devoured by their business as

Actaeon was by his own dogs.
" I

mean," says this writer,
" the rest

which is won and deserved by labor,

and which sweetens and invigorates

it and furnishes its reward. Whence
comes this doctrine, that life, to be

anything, must be for ever in mo-

tion ? There is no process of phy-
sical development which does not

need and depend upon repose. To
all the green and beautiful things

that deck the earth the flowers that

give it perfume, and the fruits and

foliage that make it glad there is

needful the calm sunshine and the

peaceful shade, the gentle rain and

the 'yet gentler dew. Not a gem
that flashes but has been crystallized

in the immovable stillness of the

great earth's breast. I believe that

to be false philosophy which denies

to individuals their seasons of leisure

and meditation ; teaching them that

existence was meant to be nothing

but a struggle." Our very amuse-

f.tisurj: Its Moral anil Political Economy.

By Severn Teackle Wallis. Baltimore : Printed by

John Murphy & Co.

ments are unwnoiesome and danger-
ous : the midnight

"
German," the

lascivious drama, the race-course, the

steamboat excursion, the political

meeting. The priceless time of

youth should have some better em-

ployment than dancing and novel-

reading. Our young men should be

taught that life is- too valuable, time

too precious, to be frittered away in

idle pleasures, in frivolous amuse-

ment, in heartless dissipation. Our

young women should' be taught that

there is something nobler in life than

the passing triumphs of the ball-room,

gay flirtations, and dazzling toilets.

Thoughts like these occupied
Ernest D'Arcy on that bright Octo-

ber morning thoughts that stirred

his heart and mind, and made him

eager for the glorious work. With a

soul longing to " be up and doing,"

he was compelled to sit idle in the

golden prime of his manhood. These

were the moments of his greatest de-

spondency, when all the brightness

seemed gone from his life, and all

the hope from his soul. Sitting there

in the library that morning, D'Arcy
recalled the beautiful lines of Miss

Procter in " My Picture
"

:

" He had a student air,

With a look half sad, half stately,

Grave, sweet eyes and flowing hair."

The library-door was opened, and

there came in one who was always
welcome Mary D'Arcy.

"
Ernest, I have a letter from Edith

Northcote," Mary said.
" She will be

here to-morrow."
" I am glad to hear it. From all

you have told me about Miss North-

cote, I think I shall like her."

" I am sure of it," returned his

sister.
" If you don't, my opinion

of your taste is gone for ever."

" She is nothing of the bread-and-

butter miss, I hope ? I have all By-

ron's antipathy, you know, for that

class."
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"
Byron hhrjself could have found

no fault with Kdith on that ground,"
said Man.

" Well. I am relieved of no little

apprehension," said Ernest. "
I have

a perfect horror of the common run

of girls, who haven't an idea above

the last novel and the last fashion."

The next day Kdith arrived, and
her appearance certainly realized all

of Ernest's expectations. She was

nineteen an age when the sweet

graces of girlhood still linger and

lend an additional charm to the bloom-

ing woman. Her features were not

regularly beautiful* but her face pos-
sessed a charm and an interest which

no faultlessly beautiful face ever had.

If a true woman's soul, full of the

sweetest sympathy, ever brightened
and beautified a human face, it was

that of Edith Northcote. Then, her

voice was so sweet and cordial and
warm and what is more attractive

than a low, sweet voice in woman ?

Kdith was scarcely the medium height,
but exquisitely formed, and perfectly
natural and graceful in all her move-

ments, in charming contrast with the

trained glances and artificial man-
ners of our fashionable society belles.

Like Alexandrine, in A Sister's Story,

there was an air of refinement about

this lovely girl as rare as it was de-

lightful ; she had all the freshness and

fragrance of the rose without the

rose's thorns. Mrs. D'Arcy, who
was a female Turveydrop in the mat-

ter of deportment, said she had never

seen in any society manners so ele-

gant and at the same time so sweet

and natural as the manners of Edith

Northcote. Such praise from such a

woman was in itself fame.

Kdith soon became the life and

joy of the house
; she was an elegant

lady in the parlor, an intelligent com-

panion in the library, and the charm-

ing, sweet girl everywhere. The in-

fluence of her bright presence per-

vaded the whole household. Even

stately Mrs. D'Arcy yielded to the

general enthusiasm, and declared

that Mary was fortunate in having
such a friend. But of all the family,
Ernest felt the influence of Edith's

society the most. The library, where
he had passed so many hours in

gloom and despondency, was now

brightened by her daily and hourly

presence. She read beautifully, and
with a voice and manner that threw

a charm around everything. Her

true, womanly heart sympathized

deeply with Ernest in his great afflic-

tion, and she at once determined to

do all in her power to relieve it. So
it soon became the custom for Er-

nest and Edith to retire to the library

every 'morning after breakfast, where
she read the morning paper to him
while he smoked his cigar. Then
two or three hours were devoted to

serious study. The books, so long

neglected, were again resumed. The

literary work, which Ernest loved so

well, was again taken up. Edith

was his librarian, his reader, his

amanuensis. He had the true stu-

dent's dislike of any person touching
his books and papers; but Edith's

touch seemed to have magic in it,

for she could do what few ladies can
ever do put papers in order with-

out putting them out of place.
But -not only as his literary assis-

tant was Edith serviceable to Ernest
;

she was his sweet and gentle com-

panion, his kind and sympathetic
friend, ever ready in all things to

make him forget his blindness and
his consequent dependence. Inspiring
and stimulating him to renewed ex-

ertion, she also directed his ambi-

tion to the noblest ends. She opened
a new life to the brilliant young stu-

dent a life full of love and sweet-

ness and humanity. Her bright and

joyous influence banished from his

soul the dark despair that had been
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enthroned there so long, and again
there was raised in his heart

u A hope
Tnat he was born for .something braver than
To hang his head and wear a na luldii name."

Edith found time for everything;
duty, as well as pleasure, had each its

allotted place in her daily life. Be-
fore the rest of the family were awake
she was up and off to early Mass.
In the winter twilight, when other

young ladies were returning from the

fashionable promenade, Edith could
often be seen with a little basket on
her arm, carrying delicacies to the

sick, or more substantial food to re-

lieve the necessities of Christ's suffer-

ing children. Ernest sometimes ac-

companied her on these errands of

mercy, and it was a new revelation

to him to see Edith, so gay, spark-

ling, and fascinating in society, vis-

iting the humble homes of the poor,

cheering and comforting the sick and
destitute. Her very presence seem-
ed like a sunbeam in their dreary
dwellings. Edith did not think she
was performing any heroic virtue by
these things. She knew she was

only following the injunction of Him
who loved the poor so well that he
became like one of them. She knew
the Catholic poor were the blessed

inheritance of the Catholic Church.

Many Catholic young ladies, deli-

cately nurtured and fastidiously refin-

ed, are daily doing what Edith did.

Ernest was benefited by attending
Edith on those missions of love. His
warm heart was touched and all the

latent sweetness of his nature brought
out by the distress which he witness-

ed, and of which he had never dream-
ed amidst the luxuries of his own
elegant home. There was one case
that particularly interested him

; un-

fortunately, there are many such in

this age of boasted religious liberty.
It was that of a Mrs. White. She
was a woman of education and re-

finement, and had been accustomed
to all the comforts of life in her fa-

ther's house. Early in life she mar-
ried a poor but worthy younV man.
He was a clerk, and labored for his

wile and children with an industry
that knew no flagging. By constant-

ly bending over his desk he literally
worked himself into consumption.
After lingering a few months, during
which all his little savings were spent,
he died, leaving his family in utter

destitution. During his sickness h-j

had been visited by several Catholic

ladies, who attended to his wants
with so sweet a charity that his heart

was touched, and he longed to know
more of a religion which taught such
blessed humanity. As the Author of
all truth has declared that lie who
seeks shall find, so Mr. White found
the truth which he sought, and died
a most beautiful and edifying death.
His wife soon afterwards became a

Catholic, converted by the example
of the good ladies who had so kind-

ly ministered to her dying husband.
In the extremity of her distress Mrs.
White appealed to her father, who
had refused to have any intercourse
with her since her marriage. What
do you think was the answer of this

father to a daughter whose only of-

fence was that sfoehadicfiySu&rdnt^
mother to cleave to her husband ? We
blush for the humanity that could
send to a grief-stricken and desolate

daughter so brutal a message as this :

" Now your chosen husband is

dead, I will receive you back, pro-
vided you give up, at once and for

ever, the Catholic religion, which you
have recently professed. Otherwise,
you may die as you have lived a

pauper and an outcast."

And so she lived and died a pau-
per and an outcast; but, so living and
so dying, her lot was more enviable
than that of her cruel and unnatural
father. Her last moments were com-
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forted by the promise of Ernest

li'Arcy to provide for her two chil-

dren. The elder, a bright little fel-

low of thirteen, he placed in a law-

yer's office
;
the other, a boy nine

\t\irs old, was admitted into a Cath-

olic orphan asylum.
Thus visiting the sick and reliev-

ing the poor, and frequently meeting
Catholic priests and Catholic Sisters

in pious attendance on death-beds,
the conversation of Ernest and Edith

naturally took a religious turn. ( >n>-

ling, after returning from one of

their charitable visits, they were sit-

ting in the library before the great
wood-fire (for Ernest would not allow

that abomination, miscalled a mod-
ern improvement, a furnace-flue, in

his sanctum), as they generally did

before tea. Ernest was unusually

thoughtful that evening, so much
.so that Edith observed it and asked

him the cause.
" I am thinking about you and

;:i\self about all your goodness to

me," he said
;

ll about what I was be-

fore I knew you, and what I may be

by your noble example. Edith, the

daily beauty of your life makes mine

ugly. My father was a Catholic,

and I am nothing. The cold and

fashionable religion of my mother

neither satisfied my mind nor inter-

ested my heart. I became a free-

thinker, an infidel, but never a

scoffer at religion. 1 did not believe,

because I did not know what to be-

lieve."
" We must read together Chateau-

briand's Genius of Christianity that

magnificent tribute to the truth and

beauty of the Christian religion,"

Edith replied.
" You know the

story of his conversion : in his ex-

treme youth he yielded to the gay

scepticism which at the time con-

trolled French society, and he, a son

of the Crusaders, became a disciple

of Voltaire, and wrote in the interest

of'intidelity. The death of Chateau-
briand's mother, whose hist i

had been saddened by his scepticism,
and whose last words were a prayer
for his conversion. him to

a sense of that religion in which
he had been educated. " / frecatne

a Christian," Chateaubriand wrote.
" My conviction came fnun Ilie heart.

I u'<-pt and I Miei'fJ." lie resolv-

ed to devote to religion the eloquent

pen which had been used against
her. The result was his immortal
work the Genius of Christianity.
The beautiful style, the vast infor-

mation, the glowing descriptions

art, scenery, poetry, and music can-

not fail to delight and interest you."
The next day Edith commenced

Chateaubriand's great masterpiece.

As, day after day, the reading con-

tinued, Ernest grew deeply interest

ed. He saw clearly demonstrated

the noble and inspiring fact that

"the Christian religion, of all the

religions that ever existed, is the

most favorable to liberty and to the

arts and sciences; that the modern
world is indebted to it for every im-

provement : from agriculture to the

abstract sciences; from the hospi-
tals for the reception of the unfortu-

nate to the temples reared by the

Michael Angelos and embellished by
the Raphaels."

Other books were read, all breath-

ing the same divine spirit, the same
exalted Christian charity, the same
sweet human sympathy. The warm,
tender heart of Ernest D'Arcy was
fascinated by the beautiful and no-

ble sentiments expressed in the vol-

umes which were now a part of his

daily reading. He compared them
with the false philosophy of a Vol-

taire and the senseless sentimentality
of a Rousseau, which taught how
to destroy, but not how to save;
whose end was the destruction, not

the amelioration, of society. These



8o8 The Blind Student.

books certainly opened a newer and
a sweeter world to the student. But
it must not be supposed that the

young D'Arcy saw immediately the

truth of Catholicity in all its divine

beauty. Few, like S. Paul, are mi-

raculously changed from the enemy
to the friend of God's church. Few,
like Chateaubriand, can say :

"
I

wept ami I believed."

With the opening of spring Edith

returned home, and Ernest was

again left alone with his books. But
how changed seemed everything!
The brightness was gone from the

library. The pleasure was gone
from his studies. He sadly missed

her who had been his constant com-

panion for so many months. Fortu-

nately, about this time his eyes im-

proved sufficiently to allow him to

read for a short time every day.
He continued the reading to which

Edith had introduced him. This

was some consolation to him, now
that he was separated from her. But,
alas! it was a consolation not long
allowed to him. If that stern old.

moralist, Dr. Johnson, acknowledged
that he found it easier to practise
abstinence than temperance in wine,
it will not be surprising that so ar-

dent a student as Ernest D'Arcy
found it absolutely impossible to

practise temperance in reading when
he read at all. And now he had a

greater incentive to work than ever

before. He felt that he must make
himself worthy of the sweet girl

whom he loved. The delicately-re-

fined nature of this perfect gentle-
man would not allow him to make a

formal declaration of love to Edith

while she was a guest in his mother's

house, but that unerring, never-fail-

ing instinct which belongs to woman
enabled her to see plainly that he

was deeply, fondly interested in her.

Nor was Edith insensible to the

many attractive qualities of Ernest

D'Arcy ;
his cultured mind, his noble

heart, his high ambition, his exalted

sentiments of honor and morality,
claimed her enthusiastic admiration,
while the romantic character of their

constant intercourse pleased her girl-

ish fancy.

D'Arcy's Catholic reading had en-

chanted his impressible mind. As
an historical institution, the church

delighted and astonished him. He
saw it rise triumphantly on the ruins

of the empire of the Cassars; he saw
it conquer and civilize the barbari-

ans of Germany and the North
;
he

saw it tame the fierce passions of the

Franks and Goths; he saw it in the

middle ages standing between the

people and princely despots ;
he saw

it always on the side of right and

always against wrong, always raising
its powerful voice in favor of the

oppressed; he saw it in the XVIth
century successfully sustain itself

against the most formidable religious
revolution the world had ever known

;

he saw it in the XlXth century serene

in the midst of tumbling thrones and

political convulsions, teaching one
faith and one doctrine, while heresy
was- broken into a thousand indis-

tinguishable fragmentary sects.

With his mind fresh from these

new and interesting studies, Ernest

D'Arcy began to write the story of

his mental life, which he called

From Darkness to Light. Like Mil-

ton, he became so engrossed in his

work that his eyes grew rapidly

worse; and, like him also, he was

unwilling to discontinue his studies,

until at length study was impossi-
ble. Edith Northcote heard of this

new trial through Ernest's sister

Mary; for Ernest himself was too

manly, too considerate, to annoy
Edith with his troubles. She deter-

mined at once to make a Novena to

Our Lady of Lourdes to obtain the

cure of Ernest's eyes. She pro-
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cured some of tlie celebrated mi-

raculous water, and .sent it to Ernest,

telling him that on a certain day
she would commence the Novena,

requesting him to apply the water to

his eyes each day, anil say the

prayer to Our Lady of Lourdes

contained in the little book recently

published. The account of the ap-

parition greatly interested Ernest,

and, though not yet a Catholic, he did

not hesitate to comply with both of

Edith's requests.

Thousands of unrecorded miracles

have been wrought by the water

of Lourdes, and the restoration of

Ernest's eyes was one of them. *

As the darkness left his eyes, the

divine light of faith entered his

soul; and he who had been both

mentally and physically blind, now
saw with the eyes of the body and

saw also with the eyes of the soul.

He saw the truth, the beauty, and

*A fact

the goodness of the Catholic reli-

gion ; seeing, he believed; believing,

he professed; professing, he prac-
tised. Ernest ICArcy became a Ca-

tholic a devout, a zealous, a fervid

Catholic.

Ernest did not inform Edith by
letter of the happy effects of the

water of Lourdes. He visited her

in her Southern home. Simply say-

ing a friend wished to see her, he

awaited her entrance with no little

impatience. At length she appear-
ed. Ernest advanced to meet her.

The few words he spoke explained

everything: ''Edith, I am a Catho-

lic."

The next few weeks were the

sweetest Ernest had ever known
sweeter than he had ever dreamed

of. He had found what he had so

long sought in vain the true religion ;

and in finding the religion which

was to make him happy in heaven,

he also found the being who was to

make him happy on earth.

TURNING FROM DARWIN TO THOMAS AQUINAS.

UNLESS in thought with thee I often live,

Angelic Doctor ! life seems poor to me.

What are these bounties, if they only be

Such boon as farmers to their servants give ?

That I am fed, and that mine oxen thrive,

That my lambs fatten, that mine hours are free

These ask my nightly thanks on bended knee ;

And I do thank Him who hath blest my hive

And made content my herd, my flock, my bee.

liut, Father! nobler things I ask from thee.

Fishes have sunshine, worms have everything !

Are we but apes ? Oh ! give me, God, to know

I am death's master ;
not a scaffolding,

But a true temple where Christ's word could grow.
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THE FUTURE OF THE RUSSIAN CHURCH.
BY THE REV. C.ESARIUS TONDINI, BARNABITE.

III.

IN presence of the melancholy re-

aiity of to-day, and in expectation of

a yet sadder morrow, tlrose Russians

who are sincerely attached to their

church, and who have at heart the

interests of their faith, will perhaps
ask themselves if it be not needful to

labor in some direct manner to de-

liver the Russian Church from a pro-
tection which has been so fatal to

her.

The question is a very serious one;
we do not venture to decide upon it.

As Catholic, and precisely because

we are Catholic, we must, in a ques-
tion of this kind, consider souls.

Now, to work directly to overthrow
the religious autocracy of the czars

might easily, considering the actual

circumstances of Russia, hasten this

morrow we have been considering,
and that without any efficacious

remedy being at hand to accompany
or to follow quickly upon so great an
evil. If it were not to be feared that,

under present circumstances, the over-

throw of the official church would
cause the unbelief of the higher class-

es to descend also among the lower,
thus rendering it general, and en-

dangering the existence of every faith

in the Russian people, the question
would be easy to answer; but so long
as this doubt exists it is quite a case

to which to apply the principle that

of two evils we must choose the

least. From this point of view we

prefer the continuance of the present
state of things, because it seems to us

the lesser evil.

There exist, however, other doubts,

and their existence is of an extreme

gravity, in determining the attitude

of Russians toward their church
;

they are these :

Will the czars, even should they

change their policy and show them-
selves for the future true protectors
and not masters, be able long to con-

tinue to the Russian Church the sup-

port of the laws ?

Again : Will Russia much longer
have the czars ?

These doubts are not chimerical.

In the first place, it appears to us

unlikely that the czars should be able

to continue indefinitely to refuse lib-

erty of conscience. Already, at this

present time, the Russian authorities

shut their eyes to many infractions

of the laws relating to the different

religious communions; *he ever-in-

creasing and multiplied relations of

Russia with other countries, and of

her people with foreigners, and for-

eigners with Russians, might easily
create serious embarrassments, and
even give rise to political complica-

tions, if there were a desire to apply
the religious laws in all their rigor.

Nevertheless, it seems to us equal-

ly difficult to imagine that Russia

should, at one bound, arrive at de-

claring the civil law to be atheistical,

and to repel all solidarity between
material interests and the religious
interests of the people. During
some time Russia will probably offer

to us the same spectacle as in Eng-
land, the classic land of religious

license, where every one, except the

sovereign, is free to believe what he
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pleases, and where at the same time

ciim-cnancci and multiplied interests

keep the official church standing,

lint the Anglican Church has a far

different past and far other memories

above all, a very different literature

from the Russian Church. In con-

tinuing this comparison the reader

will find an explanation of the vitality

shown by the state-church of 1

hind, and at the same time the

motives which do not allow us to

predict for that of Russia either able

defenders or even a lingering death.

If, then, the Russians ought not to

labor directly to overthrow the reli-

gious autocracy of the czars, seeing
that, in present circumstances, the

overthrow of this autocracy might be

the cause of still greater disasters

than those of the past, they never-

theless ought not to fold their arms

and contemplate with indifference the

probability that this overthrow may
be brought about at no distant period

by the mere force of circumstances.

There remains the other doubt :

Will Russia much longer have the

iv.ars ?

This doubt, considering the epoch
in which we live, scarcely needs to be

justified. What sovereign is there

who can promise himself that he shall

end his days upon the throne? One
alone the Pope, because even in a

dungeon he is obeyed just as if he

were upon a throne.

Let Russians who have at heart

the interests of their faith boldly face

this second doubt and the fears to

which it gives rise. Never, perhaps,
could history offer us a more re-

markable spectacle than that of an or-

thodox church, and a perfect a'utoma-

tn; to-day receiving speech, move-

ment, and action from an orthodox

emperor, and , to-morrow receiving
them fiom the head of a Protestant

government, perhaps a Jew, per-

haps an atheist. In fact, the organi-

on of a church reckoning nearly

fifty millions of adherents cannot be

changed in twenty-four hours, espe-

cially if this organization is identified

with the state to the degree of con-

fusing herself with the latter. What
will then become of the Synod we do
not know, but neither do we know
whether the new government will

readily consent to lose the profit of

so powerful an instruiiientum regiii as

the church organized by the czars.

In presence of these eventualities,

which, on account of the rapid march
of modern revolutions, are far from

improbable, and may take place any-

day, is there anything the Russians

can do in order to save orthodoxy ?

There is one thing, and, we -believe,

one only. We will say what that is,

though we greatly doubt whether it

will be accepted ;
too many preju-

dices, too many objections, will op-

pose themselves to it
; everything else

will be tried, rather than have re-

course to it ; a great confidence es-

pecially will be placed in the triumph
of the panslavist idea ; but each new

attempt will but prove this one plan
to be the only efficacious one, and
the ill-success of all the others will

gradually lead minds to ally them-

selves to it. In the alternative of ac-

cepting this, or else of letting ortho-

doxy perish, Russians sincerely at-

tached to their faith will not indefi-

nitely hesitate. Besides, a Providence

watches over states and peoples ;
in

that Providence we place our trust,

and it will not be in vain.

If, calling things by their names, we
were to say plainly that this only way
is the reunion of the Russian with

the Catholic Church, a Russian who

might do us the honor to peruse these

pages would perhaps throw down
the book, and, however well dispos-
ed he might be, would see nothing
more in it than vain and dangerous

imaginations. This alarm, however,
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would prove, more than anything

else, the exceeding power of the

words. We will endeavor to express
the same idea in another manner;

and, without flattering ourselves that

we shall gain acceptance for it, we

hope at least to obtain for it serious

examination.

What is Russian orthodoxy ? It

is the collection of the dogmas accept-
ed and taught by the Russian Church.

Now, these dogmas, with the excep-
tion of some few misunderstandings,*
are the same as those of the Catholic

Church
;
the point which really sepa-

rates the two churches is the denial,
on the part of the Russians, of the

jurisdiction of the Pope over the uni-

versal church. At the utmost, a real

doctrinal disagreement should be ad-

mitted respecting the infallibility of

* At the incorporation of the Uniates of Lithuania
into the Orthodox Church, under the Emperor Nich-

olas, the Synod of St. Petersburg declared in its cele-

brated decree of March 5, 1839, as follows:
" The

solemn confession expressed in the synodal act (of
the apostate bishops), that the Lofd God our
Saviour Jesus Christ is alone the true Head of the

only and true church, and the promise of dwell-

ing in unanimity with the most holy orthodox pa-
triarchs of the East, and with the most holy Synod,
leaves nothing more to require of tlie united
Greek Church for the veritable and essential
itnioH of thefaith, and, for this reason, there re-

mains nothing which can oppose .itself to the hier-

archical reunion" (l^rst'\:utians et Xouffrances,
etc., p. 118). Now, if there existed between the
Catholic Church and the Russian Church a verita-

ble doctrinal disagreement with regard to the Pro-
cession of the Holy Ghost, the Synod of St. Peters-

burg, iimot requiring of the apostate bishops any
retractation on this point, would have been guilty of

an inconceivable compromise of the faith. \Ve leave

to orthodox Russians the task of defending it.

ft has been stated also that there is a disagree-
ment between us and the Russians on the subject
of purgatory. We here give what we find in the
catechism of the late Mgr. Philarete, in use in the
schools. We make use of the French translation,
which appeared in Paris, with the concurrence of

the Russian government and the Synod.
Q.

" What remark remains to be made respecting
the souls of those who have died in the faith, but
whose repentance has not had time to bear fruit ?

A. u
That, to obtain for them a happy resurrec-

tion, the prayers of those who are yet on this earth

may be to them a great assistance, especially when
joined to the unbloody sacrifice of the Mass and to

the works of mercy, done in faith and in memory
of the departed

"
(Cat^hisme dctaillc de CEglise

Catliolique orthodoxe if'Orient, examin? et af-
flrouve f*ir le Saint Synode de Russie. Paris :

Klinsiock, 1851. On the eleventh article [of the

Nicene Creed], p. 89).

the Pope defining ex cathedra on

faith or morals. But however impor-
tant this disagreement may be in the

eyes of Catholics, it has no importance
in the eyes of Protestants and ration-

alists. Those who admit no revela-

tion would not certainly prefer or-

thodoxy merely because there is in it

one article less to believe. As to

Protestants, the difficult point is to

make them admit a visible authority

taught by God himself, and having
the right and mission to explain the

Scriptures and to make a practical ap-

plication of them to our lives. Now.
is it likely that, in their eyes, an

authority residing in the dispersed

church, without the necessary bond
which unites the bishops to each

other, would be much more accep-
table than a central authority, always

living, always ready to declare its

oracles, and, by that very fact, inde-

pendent of tlie obstacles which an in-

imical government or any other ad-

versary might raise against it to pre-
vent it from declaring itself? For the

rest, the Spiiitual Regulation will let

Protestants know whether a church

organized as is that of Russia at tiie

present time can alone make a free

word to be heard.

Protestants and rationalists are.

then, common adversaries of the

Russian and also of the Catholic

Church. Common adversaries also,

on doctrinal grounds, .are all those

who cannot be exactly classed with

either Protestants or rationalists, but

against whom the Russian Church
will no less have to defend herself

Jews, Mahometans, and, lastly, the

Raskolniks also, unless, indeed, a

portion of the latter should not prefer
to ally themselves to the Catholic

Church rather than to the Synod, if

only they can be persuaded that in

becoming Catholics they do not by
any means cease to be Russians.

Now, when in the XVIIth century
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the heresy of Calvin was for a mo-

ment seated on the patriarchal throne

i.i Constantinople in the person of

Cyril-1,near, anil when that patriarch
had published his Oi'//'t<>,/<>.\ Cunfessioii

i>/ the Christian J'ailfi* which was

full of Calvinislic errors, the gravity
of tiie danger to orthodoxy was then

sufficiently powerful to render the

(ireeks far from being disdainful of

the support offered to them by Ca-

tholics, and even by the Pope himself,

for the purpose of guarding in safety
the articles of the common faith.

Nothing was found too hard to be

said against Catholics and Rome,
because of their intervention in the

deposition of the heretical patriarch
and the condemnation of his doc-

trine. For their justification we may
be permitted to refer the reader to a

publication which, upon its appear-

ance, had the importance of a great

event, and this is No. 42 of the

7'mtls fur the Times, which, in Eng-
land, opened the way to the Catho-
lic faith. f

This historical precedent will not,

we hope, remain without its conse-

* UaroAixij OfAoAoyt'a TTJS xpttrrtai'iKijs iriffTews.

The first edition appeared in Latin, at Geneva, in

the second, four years later, in Greek and
l.iitin. The ( ':'rt'i'ssi0n of Cyril-Lucar was inserted

by kiniim 1 in his work Lil'ri Sytnbolici EccUsitf

-talis. Jcnse, 1843. (Second ed. under the title

of .Ift'HHHitrtf.i l''ittci Ecclcsift Oricntalis. Jens,
1850.)

t'l'he title of this tract is, PrtttttaHtimt nxd
i'ies hi the East. The cause of its appear-

ance was the pretension of the Church of England
which, not without analogy with the Russian

Church, recognized the sovereign of the country as

it> head, after Jesus Christ in giving to the East a

bishop invested by a mandate of Queen Victoria,

with a jurisdiction embracing the whole of Syria,

Chaldsca, Egypt, and Abyssinia. Finally, its ob-

ject is to examine the formula,
" No peace with

Rome, but union and agreement at any pricf with

the Syrians, the Abyssini;ins, and the Greeks" and
to prove the absolute impossibility of the Anglican
and the Orthodox Churches being able honestly to

agree together in point of doctrine.

If it be true that, in consequence of the marriage
of the Duke of Edinburgh, a great sympathy with

the Anglican Church has tak'-u f the

aristocracy of St. Petersburg, No. 4? of the Tracts

forthr Times ought lobe reprinted in English,

translated and printed in Russian, and widely dis-

seminated in the two Languages. It is the honesty
itself of the two churches which is at stake.

quences in history. Already Catho-

lic theologians unconsciously afford

a soiid support to orthodoxy, with

regard to the defence of the dogmas
which are common to us with the

Russians. Our theological woiks

find entrance into Russia, and are

there studied and quoted ; whilst it is

rarely, if ever, that we rind modern
authors of the Greek Church quoted,
unless it be to draw from them argu-
ments against the primacy of the

Pope, and to perpetuate the misun-

derstandings relating to the Proces-

sion of. the Holy Ghost and to pur-

gatory.

From the time of Peter the Great

orthodoxy has done nothing but lose

ground in Russia ;
neither the patri-

archs of the East nor the other

heads of the various branches of the

Orthodox Church appear to be solely

occupied with it. One might say
that any heresy inspires them with

less horror than the Catholic doctrine

about the Pope, and that they con-

sider the rejection of this doctrine a

sufficient proof of a healthy ortho-

doxy. But the day will come when

every Russian who loves orthodoxy
above all else will no longer regard
with so much horror as now a church

which is far better calculated than

the Greek Church to furnish him with

arms wherewith to defend the divinity

of Jesus Christ, the Real Presence,

the sacraments, the veneration of

Mary and the saints. The same

horror with which we Catholics still

inspire many orthodox Russians we

formerly inspired Anglicans. Rela-

tions with us, and study, have dis-

abused many credulous minds ;
in

Russia, moreover, the double senti-

ment will operate in our favor of the

danger to which orthodoxy will be

exposed, and the insufficiency of the

succor which can arrive to it from

any quarter except the Catholic

Church alone.
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But Protestants, rationalists, Jews,
Mahometans, and Raskolniks are

not the only adversaries which the

Russian Church must prepare to

combat, and against whom she will

find no help more efficacious than
that which Catholics can afford.

Among her adversaries she may
reckon the government, atheism in

the legislation, obstacles of every
kind created against the propagan-
da of orthodoxy, compulsory irreli-

gious instruction, unbelief and mate-
rialism "crowned "by the academ-
ies in a word, all the constituted

authorities upon which the people
depend. Can the Russian Church

promise herself that she will be able

successfully to contend against such

adversaries ? No one will maintain

that the past history of this church

offers a certain guarantee that she

will
;

her existence, especially since

Peter the Great, has been too mo-

notonous, and has had a sphere of

action too circumscribed, to allow her

to make trial of her strength. Alas !

there is something more; however
monotonous may have been her ex-

istence, it nevertheless offers one
characteristic feature, and this is,

the facility with which she has per-
mitted the czars to impose their

laws upon her, and to obtain from

her that which nothing would have
forced from the great doctors and
fathers of the Greek Church. Now,
if the Russian Church has been so

feeble in presence of the czars, is it

very certain that she would instanta-

neously recover her energy, were she

to find herself face to face with a

government inspired by principles
the most hostile to Christianity, and

the declared enemy, no longer of the

whole Christian church only, but of

fesus. Christ liim'self? AVe are no

prophet ; but, after all, it is not abso-

lutely impossible that, at a period
m ire or less distant, some Russian

socialist may find himself seated in

the place of the czars.

Thus the past history of the Rus-
sian Church is far from being a sure

warranty that she will know how to

wrestle with impious governments.
AVliat succor, in fact, can she expect
from churches which, in presence of
the sultan, and of the sovereigns of
the other countries where they are

established, have shown themselves

fully as feeble as the Russian Church
has been in presence of the czars ?

The sultan to speak of him only
has not he himself settled the

Brlgariair question? And, besides,
will not these churches have enough
to do to defend themselves at a time
when political importance decides

everything ? What influence in the

religious affairs of Russia can be exer-

cised by little states occupying scarce-

ly the third or fourth rank among the

states of Europe ?

Should the Russian Church accept
the aid of the Catholic Church, i:

will be a very different matter. In

the same way that history shows us

the latter as having already had to

deal, on doctrinal ground, with every
sort of error, and of having fought

against it, thus offering, with the

weight of her experience, the aid of

a science as vast as the variety of

errors against which it has combated ;

so also has the Catholic Church

already encountered, on practical

ground, every sort of obstacle, and
has passed through storms and tem-

pests which would a thousand time:-,

over have submerged her were she

not divine. The number, variety,
and gravity of the struggles she has

maintained also against governments
and nations give her the right to

repeat with a calm security, ea< h

time that the signs of a fresh persecu-
tion appear: Alias ridi i-entos all

que proccllas
" Other tempestuous

winds and other storms have I seen."
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Slie possesses institutions born of

these smirk's ami adapted to those

of the future, which will also create

new ones in their turn. 1 ler mission-

aries and her priests present us with

the spectacle of an army as numer-

ous as it is \aried, answering to all

the needs of war and to all the possi-

ble eventualities of the field of battle.

Still more : in the existence of the

church warfare is, so to speak, the

normal condition, and peace the ex-

ception ; it thus follows that the

powers of the Catholic Church are

kept in continual exercise, and that

the science of the means of victory

is never reduced to simple memo-
ries.

This, from the history of the past,

hat may be with certainty fore-

seen, whether with regard to the

inefficiency of the help which the

Russian Church may promise herself

from the various branches of the

orthodox communion, in a struggle
:

:ist unbelief and impious govern-

ments, or with regard to the solid

support which, in this case, she would

find from the Catholic Church. But

this prevision is not only justified by

history. History has (lone nothing
more than throw light upon that

which had been foretold to us by a

terrible declaration of Jesus Christ ;

and it is in this declaration that lies

the deep reason and the' true expla-

nation of that which history causes

to pass before our eyes. Omtie rtg-

ittini in si-ifsii/H (tirisiiw ii\-s<>tttl>itur

Kvery kingdom divided against it-

self shall be brought to desolation
"

(S.
Luke xi. 17). Our Lord has said.

The Orthodox Church is a divid-

ed kingdom divided into as many
branches as there are states in which

she counts her adherents; divided

to such a degree that, without the

consent of sovereigns, no communi-

cation is possible between these

divers branches; so divided that it

is also the will of sovereigns whi. h

regulates and measures the relation-,

which the bishops of the <

(dioceses) of one selfsame Si

hold among themselves. TheOi;
ilox Church is a kingdom di\ r

nst itself so divided that no-

where is there to be found an autho-

rity which, being itself the soun <

jurisdiction, can terminate t , nega-
tions about jurisdiction without ap-

peal ;
so divided that a little bold-

ness and obstinacy sufficed to enable

Greece to withdraw herself from the

jurisdiction of the Patriarch of Con-

stantinople ;
that a little boldness

and obstinacy sufficed to gain the

cause for Bulgaria, when, not long

ago, she also shook off the authority
of the same patriarch ;

and tli

little boldness and obstinacy always
suffice to enable the revolted defini-

tively to shake off the yoke of .

pastors.*

* The reader will not take it amiss if he
find here several points already developed in (<ur

former essay. The t'ope of Koint utttl

tke Oriintal Orlhoiiox CAurc/t. (London :

mans. 1871.) It is almost impossible, in u :.

upon the same subject, entirely to avoid repc;.

and, besides, there arc certain ideas which regain-
to be put forward pretty frequently, if they ; t rc suf-

ficiently to arrest public attention.

Well, then, there is one idea, which we would will-

ingly call the "providential idea" of the tin:

so decisive a tendency does it appear to us for has-

tening the end of the schism and the return of the

Gracco-Kussian Church to Cathcltc unity.
the idea to which we now return, and wbich
the subject of the entire third chapter 01 the essay

just mentioned. We live in a century of revolutions ;

now, whilst the Cathotc Church, in presence of the

general overturning of thrones, dynasties :i:i

iitical constitutions, only strengthens, with her

marvellous unity, the powers of her government,
the Grthodox Eastern Church is given :

less to all the chances of political revolutions and

condemned, in her various branches, to submit u

the form of government which these revolutions im-

pose upon her This fact alon is of a nature to

lead back agoodly number of our separated brethren.

We have not here to discuss lofty and abstract mat-

ters
;
we have to reflect whether Jesus Christ could

have given up his church to the mcrr

political revolutions. The man of the people, the

illiterate, the workman, whos<- every moment i*

precious because he must live by the labor < f lu&

h.inds. can decide this question as easily as lli.

logian. the philosopher, and tbt statesman, i

reflection which requires neither study
of reasoning, nor even time ; it is an ar

it to all the
"
popular arguir.c-nt."



8i6 The Future of the Russian Church.

Alas ! it is not even here that the

desolation of this kingdom ends. Of
the Orthodox Church it maybe truly

said that the desolation has no bounds.

It has no bounds because already the

principle has been established that

the church of each state ought to be

independent, and that each separate
nation also ought to have its distinct

and independent church. It is end-

less because to these principles sub-

versive of all order and all stability,

and which make ecclesiastical juris-

diction depend no longer upon the

laws and customs of the church, but

on the chances of war, the valor of

conquerors, and the craftiness of con-

spirators the Orthodox Church can

oppose nothing but vain protes-

tations; it is endless because the

very bishops themselves of the Or-

thodox Church take the lead in up-

holding these principles, and are the

rirst to treat with contempt the com-

plaints of those of their brethren

whose jurisdiction is injured.

And, in fact, it was by invoking its

political independence that the re-

cently-formed kingdom of Greece de-

clared itself, in 1833, freed from the

jurisdiction of the Patriarch of Con-

stantinople. This declaration was

made and carried by all the bishops
of the kingdom, assembled at Nauplia;
not a single voice appears to have

been raised to require that the patri-

arch should at least be first consulted.

The patriarch appealed to the canons

of the church, and protested and

they let him protest. For seventeen

years he went on protesting, until at

last, in 1850, his successor recognized

must decide between the Catholic Church and the

Orthodox Eastern Communion.
After this our repetitions will be treated with in-

dulgence, as will also our inability to make any pro-
mise not to recur, even more than once, to this

same subject in short, our desire will be found

legitimate that the religious press ofevery couti-

trr should make the idea which we have just ex-

pressed its own
;
that it should develop and popu-

larize it, and make it really
"
the providential idea

of the times."

the accomplished fact
;
had he not

done so, he would have been allowed

to protest to an indefinite period, as

long as he might be inclined. It was

by appealing to the principle of na-

tionality (phyle/ism) that the Bulga-
rians shook off the authority of the

same patriarch. Their bishops nom-
inated an exarch, and long before the

sultan had definitely settled this affair

they gave no more heed to the

patriarch's protestations than for

seventeen years had been given by
the bishops of the Hellenic kingdom.
In the hope of leading back the Bul-

garians to obedience, the patriarch,
in 1872, convoked a great council in

the Church of S. George at Constan-

tinople. He made his complaints

against his rebellious children, and

without apparently considering the

effect which might be produced by
the publicity given to his words, he

there related that, having summoned
the recalcitrant bishops to return to

obedience, one of them had answered

him, by the telegraph, that he should

go and receive the reply from the

exarch.

The council thereupon proceeded
to excommunicate the Bulgarians,
who had already so willingly excom-
municated themselves, sure before-

hand that they would none the less

continue to be considered members
of the Orthodox Church a certainty
which could not fail to be realized.

The example of Greece had borne its

fruit. Besides, this council was not

oecumenical
; amongst others, the

Russian bishops did not sit there at

all; a letter of the Synod had the

mission of representing them, pro-

bably unknown to themselves, anil

certainly without their permission,

By what right, then, could the coun-

cil separate the Bulgarian nation from

the ivhofe church ? By what right

did it speak in the name of the whole

church ? It had so much the less
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right, also, from tlie fact that the

Patriarch of Jerusalem, Cyril, who

happened to be then at Constantino-

ple, determinedly refused, for reasons

which gave evidence of more than un-

willingness, to appear at its sittings.*

Will it be said that the Bulgarians
were excommunicated by virtue of

the canons of the church
; that the

council applied to them an anathe-

ma already decreed by the fathers and
the oecumenical councils against those

who violated the canons ? We have
some acquaintance with these can-

ons
; and, if they are to be taken

literally, we would not take upon
ourselves to prove that the whole
Orthodox Church has not long ago
fallen under some excommunication

pronounced by her own canons; such,
at any rate, would be the case with

regard to the Russian Church, which
forms its principal portion. To escape
this somewhat embarrassing conclu-

sion, it becomes necessary to admit
that the canons must be understood,
as it is commonly expressed, cum

grano sa/is, and that they are suscep-
tible of a mild interpretation. It is

this which the Bulgarians believe

themselves to have done. They have
found in the past history of their

church several examples authorizing
an interpretation of the canons con-

formable to their wishes; amongst
others, that of Peter the Great, who,
without ever ceasing to be considered

orthodox, abolished the patriarchate
of Moscow, instituted the Synod,
made it the principal authority of

the Russian Church, and declared

himself to be the "
Supreme Judge

"

thereof; after which he informed the

Oriental patriarchs of what had hap-

pened, and demanded of them an

approbation which he was fully de-

* This patriarch- was afterwards deposed on
i.tr'Hnt of his refusal tt> sign tlie declaration o/
tht council, and the Sublime Porte was obliged tc

nominate a successor.
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termined to do without, in case it

should be refused. The crime of the

Bulgarians consisted in interpreting
the canons as they had been inter-

preted by the numerous bishops who
had not on that account been, by any
means, expelled from the church;
add ifthe letter of the Russian Synod,
the mandatory of the Russian epis-

copate at the council of 1872, blamed

them, besides that, in their revolt,

they were sustained by Russia.*

The Bulgarians called to mind that

it was Russia, too, which had the most

strenuously labored to induce the

Patriarch of Constantinople to recog-
nize the independence of the Church
of the Hellenic kingdom as an ac-

complished fact. With memories
such as these, the anathema of the

Council of Constantinople of 1872
could scarcely disquiet the Bulgarians.
And this is not all. This council

made a decision which is, in truth, a

ii<>itrinal decision by declaring that

the exterior constitution of the

church is independent of the princi-

ple of nationality, and in condemn-

ing the application of this principle
to the church, as being contrary to

the Scriptures and to the Fathers.

By what right did this council, not

being ecumenical, make a decision

of this kind, and what value could it

possess ? Will it be said that this

council did nothing more than define

and affirm what was contained in

the Scriptures and the Fathers? It

was precisely this to which the Bul-

garians would not agree, and of

which the Patriarch of Jerusalem to

mention him only was by no means
convinced

;
in short, that which only

a truly ecumenical council could

autlioritatirely decide. In presence
of a merely nominal doctrinal au-

thority, it was perfectly natural that

*
Scarcely was the Patriarch of Jerusalem,

Cyril, arrested and imprisoned, before Russia began
to take reprisals against the Greek Church.
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the Bulgarians should keep their

own view of the matter.

But still more embarrassing by far

would be the consequences resulting

to the Orthodox Church if it were

admitted that this council possessed
a really doctrinal authority, and that

its decisions were obligatory on the

consciences of the orthodox faithful.

In this case the Orthodox Church

would have added yet another defi-

nition to those already recorded in

the seven Ecumenical Councils al-

lowed by her. This church has al-

ways boasted of having added no-

thing to the doctrine expressed in

the seven Ecumenical Councils, in

which, according to her, the Holy
Ghost has deposited, once for all,

*

whatever it is necessary to believe.

She is so persuaded that nothing can

be added to them that she takes

pleasure in recognizing in these

councils the seven pillars of wisdom,
the seven mysterious seals, spoken of

by S. John pillars and seals which

will eternally remain seven in num-

ber, without any possible chance of

reaching even to the number eight.

Therefore it is that she throws in

our faces our western councils and

their definitions, and therefore that

she reproaches us with new dogmas.

But the Immaculate Conception of

Mary and the doctrinal Infallibility

of the Pope these two dogmas which

the church lias found in the Scrip-

tures and in the Fathers were they

newer in the eyes of the Bulgarians
than the dogma defined at the Council

of Constantinople in 1872, that "the

church, in her exterior constitution, is

independent of the principle of na-

tionality"a dogma condemned, im-

plicitly at least, by the previous prac-

* Expression of the manifesto of the Synod of St.

Petersburg, Oi: the Reunion of the Unintrs with
the Orthcdox Church in the Russian Empire,
printed iy order of the Mast Holy Xyiuif of St.

Petersburg. Synodal Press, 1835. See Pirsc'cu-

tions et SoujFrnnt'es, etc., pp. 157-166.

tice of a large portion of the Ortho-

dox Church ?

Finally, why should the Bulgari-
ans have submitted to the decision

of a particular council a decision,

carried by the Greeks judices in causa

pivpria, when the Russian Church,
as all the world knew, thought so

lightly of the doctrine and practice
of the whole Greek Church in a

matter of far greater importance, tlif

validity of baptism ? Baptism by in -

fusion is in fact recognized at St.

Petersburg and Moscow as valid,

while at Constantinople it is null

and void. A Protestant or a Catholic

baptized by infusion, who should ask

to be received into the Orthodox

Church, would be accepted uncon-

ditionally in Russia : but at Con-

stantinople he would be required to

be rebaptized. A Christian in the

dominions of the czar, he would be-

come a pagan at Constantinople ;

and yet this is one and the same

church !*

* From what we have been able to ascertain, the

conduct of the Russian Church upon this point i*

not so invariably uniform as to make it impossible to

quote some exceptions to what we have just men-
tioned. It is very certain, however, that these ex-

ceptions do not regard great pcrscnages, who are

always dispensed from submitting to baptism by im-

mersion. To mention a recent example: the Prin-

cess Dagmar was admitted into the Russian Church
without being required to receive a second baptism.
The same thing was done in the last century. Vol-

taire having shown himself persuaded that the

Russian Church baptized Protestants, baptized by

infusion, was reproved by Catherine II. in the

following terms :

" As head of the Greek Church, I

cannot honestly leave you unrcbukcd in your error.

The Greek Church does not rebaptizc at all. The
Grand Duchess, etc." (Vide A

?.<.*/. Kcclfs.* p. S6.

Mote.) What Catherine here calls the Greek Church
is the Russian. Besides, Catherine herselfhad been

received into the Russian Church without being re-

baptized, and it was of this example that William

Frederick LUticns, the Lutheran author of the Din-

sertatio de Religions Rtttkenorttm Hodierna^ did

not fail to avail himself, in maintaining that upon
this point also the Russians were in agreement with

the Lutherans. " If the Russians of former days
"

(Rutlicni vetercs}) writes Liitiens, "did not re-

cognize as valid the baptism (by infusion") of our

church, it cannot be attributed solely to their belief

in the necessity of their ceremonies, but also to the

hatred which, from the calumnies of the Romanists,

they nourished against our Lutheran Church . . ."

(Dissert., etc., pp. 86, 7).

Besides, we find the following in the Russian
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Yes, the shock lias been given.

The Council of Constantinople of

1872 has not been able to hinder the

defection of the Bulgarians, but it

has attracted the attention of the

Christian world to the fact that the

Orthodox Church has no authority

which can force consciences to reject

as heretical the application to the

exterior constitution of the church,

either of the principle of nationality,

or any other principle upon which

might be based the political constitu-

tion of nations. And further, the

acts of the Council of Constantinople
of 1872 give evidence of the hesita-

tion and uncertainty existing among
the representatives of the orthodox

faith * with regard to a question so

momentous, and which concerns the

very life of that church. The shock

has been given. Error has a terrible

logic. Where will the divisions, the

sub-divisions, and the parcellings-out
of the orthodox communion end ?

Clergy of Father Gagarin :

" The Ecclesiastical

Talk (Doukhovnala Bcscda) of Sept. 17, 1866, was

seeking for a means of reconciling on this point the

Greek and Russian Churches. Nothing is stranger
than the idea it has entertained . If we are to be-

lieve the I'-i-il-si.i'.iittif Talk, the Greek Church

fully admits the validity of baptism otherwise than

by immersion, but has been obliged to exact a new
b.. i'ii sin from lliosc Latins seeking admission into her

bosom, in f> a '

'* dteptr line of demar-
cation egttt'tfti Creeks antt Latins^ from fear of
a fi\'fftt('ifiiitiii, and to this end has attempted no-

thing less than iV ittube t!u- (^ret-ksbelieve that the
Latins were not Christians. \\"e should never dare
to attribute to the Greek Church such a proceeding.

Lying, calumny, profanation of a sacrament that

Dt be repeatedall this, according to the F.cf/e-

siiiitr. nl Ttilk^ the Greek Church would knowingly
and willingly do ! Reading this, we cannot believe

our eyes. And this journal is published by the
Ecclesiastical Academy of St. Petersburg, under the

eye and with the approbation of the Synod !"

( //<: A'.vj\v. , . t frjmtlte l''rfncll

of /;.:.:,< Cat iriit, S.y, by Ch. Du Card Make-
peace, M.A. London : Burns and Oates, 1872 p.

>?)
*The Council of Constantinople of 1872 has been

acknowledged by one portion of the Orthodox
Church, and rejected by the other. The church of

the Ildlcnic kin.^'.lom maintains the authority of
the council

;
a portion of the Russian Church re-

jects it. The Orthodox Church is thus divided
into two camps ; and, according to the tenor of the
acts of the Council of i

v
;-, ail that portion of the

Uusiian Church which docs not admit the authority
of the council is, therefore, at this present time
excommunicate.

And what consequences may result

from the want of exterior unity, not

only for the independence, but aU<.

for the faith, of the church, we have

just glanced at; but it will be re-

vealed by the Ecclesiastical Rf^ulalitH
in a manner more convincing :in<i

more sad.

Assuredly the future had not been

foreseen when, in the Confession oj

the Orthodox Faith, the great cate-

chism of the whole Oriental Church,

it was considered sufficient to ex-

plain as follows the unity of the

church :

" The church is one, . . . a<

ing to the teaching of the apostle :

l-\>r 1 hare espoused you to one

husband) that I may present you its

a c//,i\/i' Tt'rgin fa Christ (2 Cor.

xi. 2). For even as there is but

one Christ, even so his spouse can
be but one

;
as it is written in the

fourth chapter of the Epistle of S.

Paul to the Ephesians (iv. 5, 6):
Out Lord, onefaith, one baptism : tk?>,

is but one God, the Father of all*

Nor was the future any more fore-

seen when, in the catechism uf

Mgr. Philarete, the unity of the

church was defined :

"
Q. Why is the church one ?

" A. Because she represents one

spiritual body, animated by one sole

and only divine Spirit, and having
one head only, who is Christ."

Let us now turn away our gaze
from the Orthodox Church, in

which the terrible declaration of Jesus
Christ finds only too fully its accom-

plishment. Another church appears
before us. She is not a divided

kingdom : on the contrary, if then-

be one characteristic mark by which
she may be at once recognized by

Coxfessio Prthodexa Fiari, Cathelutr it

Afottolictt Ecclesia Orientalit. Quacst. Ixxxiii.

in Kimmcl'i work, Lil-ri Symbolici .i,

OritHttllis, p. 153.
t CaUchitmi Dit.tillf. On the ninth article,

P- 95-
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all who seek for her, it is the impos-

ing unity of her exterior organiza-

tion. The pope forms this unity.

Let us ask of history what the

pope has done for the church.

And history answers : The pope
has saved the church. The pope
alone has been able to hinder this

church from breaking up, as the

Orthodox Church has done, into so

many national churches, at first un-

der the protection, then under the

authority, and finally under the rod,
of sovereigns who were at first kings,
then presidents of a republic, some-

times Robespierres. It is the pope,
and the pope only, who has main-

tained, not merely the vague notion,
but the living sentiment of Catholic

fraternity a sentiment which inspires
the adversaries of the church with

a fear which, in spite of themselves,

they betray. It is the pope, and
the pope alone, who has caused the

sap of Christian piety to circulate in

the whole Catholic world, by the

honors of the altars accorded to the

saints of every land, and by those

institutions which, originating in one

country, belong to all countries, as

powerful, in the realization of their

vast aspirations, as zeal and charity
themselves. It is the pope who
makes the treasures of virtue and

learning which he discovers in any

particular locality the common pro-

perty of the world in a word, it

is the pope who causes the church

always to survive, not only the ene-

mies who desire her death, not only
the false prophets who, for centuries

past, have gone on announcing this

death as imminent, but all kingdoms
and all empires, their institutions,

and even their remembrance. This

is what the pope is for the Catholic

Church.

Thus we see, on the one side,

division, and, as its consequence, the

dissolution foretold by Jesus Christ
;

on the other side, unity, and, with

unity, victory and strength. This is

the signification of the church having
or not having a pope. Besides, the

unity of government is so necessary
to arrest the indefinite parcelling out

of one church into a number of inde-

pendent churches, and as a safeguard
to the common faith, that each sepa-
rate branch of the Orthodox Eastern

Church has not been able to main-

tain its integrity without the aid of a

supreme and central authority. In-

stead of the pope, this is a patriarch,
or it is a synod, or it is the sovereign
of the country, but everywhere and

always the very adversaries of the

Papacy themselves render an involun-

tary homage to the Catholic dogma
which declares a visible head, a pope,

necessary to the church.

Yes, a pope is necessary for the

church necessary to her existence,

and necessary for the fulfilment of

her mission.

Let us consider it with regard to

the most powerful of the various

branches of the orthodox commu-
nion the Russian Church. Even
could this church (by hypothesis)
maintain herself alone, and could she

continue her work without the oper-
ation of the laws; could she alone

combat unbelief, and alone make
head against impious governments,
the pope would be none the less

necessary for her. And why ? Be-

cause the Russian Church calls her-

self Catholic ; that is, universal. Now,
it is not enough for a church which

calls itself Catholic, and the one

church of the Saviour of all, to be

able to maintain her ground in that

part of the world in which she is

now enclosed
;

it is not enough that

she should combat unbelief in the

empire of the czars, nor that she

should be able to resist an impious

government which may succeed to

theirs.
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If she is Catholic, she ought, the

Russian Church herself, to be equal
to penetrating everywhere, and every-
where to maintain herself; to com-

bat cvfiywlu-re heresy and unbelief,

and everywhere to sustain collision

with the government. If she is

Catholic, let her issue from the limits

of the country of the czars, and at

least attempt the conquest of Italy,

Germany, France, England, all Eu-

rope ; America, the whole world
;

let her, in the name of Jesus Christ,

utter words of authority to the con-

querors of the earth, brave the ha-

tred which the consciousness of her

rights would draw upon her, and

dare to declare to crowned heads

that all Christians belong to her; let

her not confine herself to raising in

capital cities Russian temples for the

use of the Russian embassies, but

let her require every government to

recognize the orthodox worship ;
let

her missionaries penetrate, whether

welcomed or repelled, into all the

countries of the earth with the sole

credentials of the apostles, and,

strong in this single right, let them
return whither they are driven out,

and sprinkle with their blood the soil

wherein they sow the seed of ortho-

doxy. Then, and only then, will the

Russian Church show herself Catho-

lic; that is to say, universal; that is

to say, the church of the Saviour of

all. Until then in vain may she call

herself Catholic while the title is de-

nied by the fact.

But these things the Russian

Church will never be able to accom-

plish without a pope.
From whom, in fact, will her priests

hold their commission ? To whom
will they recur for counsel, protection,

and support ? In whose name will

they speak to governments and kings ?

To whom will they refer the latter

to authenticate the validity of their

mission, to propose objections, or to

lodge complaints ? If we except Rus-

sia, Turkey, the Hellenic kingdom,

Roumania, Servia, and some pro-
vinces of the Austro-Hungarian Em-

pire, the rest of the world is missionary

ground for the Orthodox Church, just

as much as is China for the Catholic

Church. Let us suppose the Rus-

sian Church wishing only to under-

take the conversion of France. Paris

already possesses a Russian temple ;

it is now the Synod, in concert with^
the government, which nominates the

persons attached to this temple.
When the official church shall have

fallen, and all the Russian bishops
shall be canonically equal, or at

least independent of each other, t

which among them will the charge
of this mission belong ?

Paris is a place to stimulate the

zeal of many bishops. It is allowable

to believe that a settlement will not

be very quickly made. Let us sup-

pose it made, however, and moreover

that even there is established a college
De Propaganda Fide Orthodoxa at St.

Petersburg or Moscow. What would

be the attitude of the Greek Church
of Constantinople ? Will the latter

possess, or will she not possess, the

right to evangelize France, and there

to exercise ecclesiastical jurisdiction ?

If it be allowed that she has this right,

the same question presents itself also

for the th'ee patriarchates of Antioch,

Alexandria, and Jerusalem; it also

presents itself for the Greek Church

of the Hellenic kingdom, for the

Church of Roumania, for that of

Servia, for the Orthodox Church of

the Austro-Hungarian Empire, and

even for that of Montenegro. Here
is already an accumulation and inter-

mingling of jurisdictions liable to give
rise to numerous contests. Who shall

decide" amongst them ? Will they
come to a mutual agreement ? But

an agreement will be everlastingly

impossible between the Greek and
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Russian Churches, at least so long as

the question of the validity of baptism

by infusion remains undecided. We
will say Catholics are to be " con-

verted
"

to orthodoxy : the Russian

ministers will not rebaptize them.
The Greek Church knows it this

church, as we have just said, which

regards baptism by infusion as null.

If the Greek Church consents that

the Russian missionaries shall evan-

gelize France, it declares, by that

consent, that baptism is no longer

necessary for belonging to the church.

If, however, she opposes their so do-

ing, who is to decide between them ?

And the simple ones who had pre-

viously let themselves be incorporated
into the Russian Church would they
be very certain that they really be-

longed to the church ? Which, then,
will be the true missionaries ?

We confine ourselves to this ex-

ample. Let us apply ourselves care-

fully to realize, in imagination, what
would be the situation of a church

attempting to do without a pope
that which must be done by a church

believing herself divine, and invested

by God with a commission to convert

the world wishing to do, without a

pope, what is done by the Catholic

Church every day. Then it will be

easy to understand whether there can

be a divine church without a pope.
And this pope, without which the

Russian Church will never be the

universal church of Jesus Christ nor

fulfil the mission of that church

where would she seek him ? Would

she, on account of the needs created

by her new situation, confer upon
one of the bishops all the authority
which is now concentrated in the

hands of the Synod ? Will she say
to him, Help me to fulfil the mission

of converting the world ? fiut this

charge, this part, would it not with

greater right belong to the Patriarch

of Constantinople, who, so powerful

is the need of unity, has already
declared, upon one solemn occasion,
that on him rests the care of all the

churches?* We are supposing in the

Russian Church, and in the other

branches of the orthodox commun-
ion, enough self-denial to consent to

this. But when this great event

shall have been accomplished, what
will have been done ?

It will have been acknowledged
before the face of all the world

that it is not Rome who made the

schism. It will have been confessed

that during ten centuries it has b.'en

charged as a crime upon the Catholic

Church that she has not sacrificed

that which, after ten centuries of dis-

asters, the Eastern Church has found

it necessary to force herself to re-

gain under pain of ceasing to exist.

There will have been rendered to the

Catholic Church the most splendid
of testimonies, in confessing that she

alone possesses the true sense of the

words of Jesus Christ, and that the

rock on which Jesus Christ has built

his church is Peter.

Indeed, from that day forward

there will be no more excuse for

schism. Between a rock designated

by men of the XlXth century, and
that rock of which the manifest ex-

istence goes back to Jesus Christ

himself, and has been pointed out by
him, who that but knows how to

read and write can hesitate for an in-

stant ?

Such, therefore, is the alternative :

either the Orthodox Church will be

forced to give herself a pope, to show
that she is really that which she

entitles herself,
"
Catholic," or uni-

versal, and to fulfil the mission im-

posed by this name, or she will never

* It is thus that Anthimus, the Patriarch of Con-

stantinople, expressed himself in a document con-

cerning the independence of the Orthodox Church
of the Hellenic kingdom. See The Pope of /tV/wc,

etc., p. 142. French ed., p. 227.
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be able to justify her appreciation of

this title. What will happen in the

Conner case, we have just said
; if,

on

the contrary, the Orthodox Church

delays to give herself a pope, the

rapid inarch of events, and the re-

volutionary storm from which neither

Russia nor the Kast will by any
means be preserved, will, before very

long, prove to us that it is not upon
the sand that Jesus Christ has built

his church.

TO CI CONCLV DEU NEXT MONTH.

BURKE AND THE REVOLUTION.

BACON'S grand testamentary vin-

dication of his life, "bequeathing
his name and memory to foreign
nations and his own countrymen
after some time be passed over,"

might have been written with even

greater justice of himself because

free from any imputation of moral

weakness by the master-mind of

the XVIlIth century in England
in the domain of political philo-

sophy Edmund Burke, the illus-

trious orator and statesman, the au-

thor of Reflections on the Rerolution

in France. To-day, when France,
"
incessantly agitated by a propa-

ganda of the most pernicious doc-

trines,"
*

still vindicates the saga-

city which foresaw the disastrous

course of the Revolution, while

Egland, which he saved from the

same propaganda, uninterruptedly
illustrates the

"
beneficial influence

of the regular action of the public

powers," it may not be amiss to re-

rail some of the opinions to which

he gave utterance at the beginning
of the storm. Burke's genius, like

Bacon's, was indeed too refulgent
not to be acknowledged even in his

own day. But the burning ques-

* Message of Marshal MacMahon to the French

Assembly.

tions upon the discussion of which

and their solution, so far as human
reason can go, he has built up an

enduring fame moiiiimentum are

perennius lighted up passions too

gigantic and furious in the tremen-

dous conflict then inaugurated to

allow of contemporary justice being
done to his labors. Nor did their

negatory influence upon his fame

end with his death ;
two allied

causes have conspired to partially

obscure the clearand immortal flame

of his genius, even to our time :

First, the jealousy of the politi-

cal and literary followers of Charles

James Fox.

Second, the inimical spirit of the

Revolution.

Hurke, as it is well known, had to

contend, during his parliamentary

career, not only against the Tory
prejudices of the country party,

represented by such men as \Vil-

liam Lord Bagot and Col. Onslow,
but also against the ill-concealed

jealousy and oligarchical exclusive-

ness of his nominal allies, the Whig
aristocracy. But this influence of

caste, which in his lifetime placed
over his head his political pupil,

Charles Fox, as the i aive

of the Whig family compacts, has
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been succeeded since his death by
a more acrimonious spirit of per-
sonal jealousy in defence of the

fame of his younger rival. The
partisans of Fox have never been
able to forgive Burke's renuncia-

tion of his alliance with the eloquent

Whig leader; and so large a share

of literary and political criticism

during the last half-century has

come from the pens of that small

but popular band of writers who
took their inspiration from the

traditions of Holland House, that

the acknowledgment of Burke's

profound and prophetic genius has

been unduly circumscribed by the

desire of elevating the
"
great man

"

of the family. Macaulay and Earl

Russell have given expression to

this feeling; the former by cov-

ertly insinuating a doubt of Burke's

judgment, while lavishly extolling
the splendor of his imagination ;

the latter by open denunciation of

his course at the outbreak of the

Revolution
;
Earl Russell with un-

conscious self-satire quoting these

lines from La Fontaine :

L'homme est de feu pour le mensonge
II est de glace pour la verite."

The efforts oi a powerful literary
and family connection to elevate its

idol, Charles Fox, at the expense of

Burke, have had, however, but smal 1

effect in limiting the measure of the

latter's fame, compared with the hos-

tile spirit of revolution animating
the current periodical literature of

England and America. If the apos-
tles of the Revolution, who steal

Burke's thunder without acknow-

ledgment, when it suits their pur-

pose, against the despotism of

power, could bury out of sight his

protests against that worse despot-
ism of unchained human passions,
which is their ideal of liberty, they
would gladly place him in their Pan-

theon. But the mind of the great po-

litical philosopher was too grandly
comprehensive to be narrowed with-

in the grooves of that fashionable
"
liberalism

"
which covers even t he-

basest tyranny, if directed against
the Catholic Church. His humanity
was too broad and true not to be
aroused into flaming denunciation
of the abuse of power, whether it as-

sumed the shape of
"
opulent op-

pression
"

in India or democratic

priest-slaughter in France. Hence
it is that Burke holds but a half-al-

legiance of the Liberal party ; that

his fame has been, as it were, trun-

cated, so far as they have been able

to effect it
;
and that his magnificent

vindications of the cause of liberty,
bounded by no limitations of race,

government, or creed, are circum-

scribed in their minds by his ante-

revolutionary labors.

But it is not in the power of any
class of critics, least of all of the

light artillery of
"
liberalism," to

narrow or permanently diminish

Burke's kingdom over human
thought. His fame will not be de-

pendent upon the fashion of this or

any single age. The consensus of

humanity has crowned him among
the Immortals. When Macaulay
and Russell shall have become ob-

scure names, the works of Burke
will endure as monuments of our

civilization. His place will be
with Demosthenes and Cicero, and
in the estimation of a more remote

posterity he will probably overtop
them both.

The long, lean figure, with specta-
cles on nose, once familiar to the

caricaturists of the third George's

reign, has faded a good deal from

the eyes of the present generation.
We now turn over with a smile the

prints of the
" concealed Jesuit

"

from S. Omer's, barrette on head :

and long soutane clinging to his

heels ; or the more portly figure of
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the highwayman, blunderbuss in

hand, \\jyl.i\in-, in <-oin]>uny with

North anil Fox, the " savior of In-

dia" (Warren Hastings); or the
" \Vatchman

"
of the constitution,

in heavy cloak, lantern in hand, and

spectacles on the formidable nose,

ferreting out the revolutionary

preacher, Dr. Price, in his midnight

study. The gravers of Gilray and

Sayer have yielded to those of the

caricaturists fur Pundi. The figures

of Gladstone, Disraeli, and Bright
have supplanted those of Pitt, Fox,
and Burke. The great orator and
statesman has taken his place as a

classic on the shelves of all libra-

ries, but is popularly known only

by a few rounded extracts from his

speeches, or by Macaiilay's descrip-
tion of the entrance on the parlia-

mentary stage of Lord Rocking-
ham's young Irish secretary,

" who
to an eloquence surpassing the elo-

quence of Pitt, and an industry that

shamed the industry of Grenville,

united an amplitude of comprehen-
sion to which neither Pitt nor Gren-

ville could lay claim." But if Burke

has shared the fate of all great writ-

ers not strictly popular in being con-

ventionally admired but practically

neglected by the general reader, no

political author is more diligent-

ly studied by the
u middlemen "

of

thought, the makers and leaders of

public opinion. He is the private
tutor of public teachers ;

the vade

mecuin of the orator and politician.

Most of the questions of political

ethics which have been the subjects
of discussion during the present cen-

tury have been profoundly treated

of by him. Catholic emancipation,

parliamentary reform, the freedom

of the press, ministerial responsibi-

lity, the relations of church and

state, the abolition of the slave

trade, the amelioration of the crim-

inal law all have received from him

their most ample and brilliant illus-

tration.

Of all the events of his time,

however, the Revolution of 17^0

gave the chief exercise to his pow-
ers. Born in 1730, he was then at

the zenith of his fame, in the full

maturity of his massive yet :u

intellect. Earl Russell's senile

complaint in his life of Fox of
"
the

wreck of his (Burke's) judgment
"

betrays only the dotage of his own.

Advancing age had better fitted

him for the contest. His mind

had, as Macaulay truly says, bloom-

ed late into flower, although the

rhetoric of the essayist has cari-

catured the sterility of his youth.
The giant trunk was now crown-

ed with a luxuriant and graceful

foliage, which added to its beaut)',

while it detracted nothing from

its strength. The experience of

"his long and laborious life," tin-

accumulated stores of his prodi-

gious industry, furnished him with

weapons of finest temper and irre-

sistible force. Thus armed, step-

ping to the front as the champion
of civilization and religion against
the Giant Despair which had broken
its bonds in Europe, it was with

striking appropriateness that his

friend, Sir Joshua Reynolds, applied
to him, at the moment of his rupture
with Fox and the opposition, the

lines written under the engraving
of 1790 from the portrait of 1775
lines in which Milton describes the

faithful Abdiel striding forth, soli-

tary, from amid the rebel host :

" So spake the fervent angel, but his zeal

None seconded :

. Unmoved,
TJnsnaken, unseduced, unterrified,
His loyalty he kept, his love, his zeal ;

Nor number nor example with him wrought
To move from truth, or change his constant mind,
'1 hough single, f'rom amidst forth he passed

Long way through hostile scorn, nor of violence

feared aught ;

And with retorting scorn, his back he turned
On those proud towers to swift destruction

doomed."
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The efforts of Burke's single mind
at this critical moment decided the

course of events in England. His

speeches in Parliament and the pub-
lication of his Reflections on the

Revolution in France aroused a na-

tional feeling that all the efforts

of the revolutionary propagandists
were unable to stem ; which Pitt

followed rather than led
;

and
which enabled England to carry
on without flinching, to a triumph-
ant close, the long and bloody war
in national self-defence into which
she was driven by the aggressive

spirit of the Revolution. Pitt only

gave utterance to the national feel-

ing when he declared at the close

of Burke's speech on the Army Es-

timates, in which he flung down the

gauntlet to the Revolution,
"
that

not only the present generation
but the latest posterity would re-

vere his name for the decided part
lit- had that day taken."

It was Burke's fortune to wit-

ness the temporary triumph, but

not the succeeding repulse, of the

first outbreak of the Revolution.

He died at the full tide of its fury.

Yet the tremendous blows he dealt

its principles, single-handed, before

all that was mortal of him was laid

at rest at Beaconsfield, undoubtedly
saved England from succumbing to

its influence in his own day, and

their conservative force is still felt

in the government of that country.
" This man," said Schlegcl,

" has

been to his own country and to all

Europe and, in a particular man-

ner, to all Germany a new light

of political wisdom and moral ex-

perience. He corrected his age
when it was at the height of its

revolutionary fury ;
and without

maintaining any system of philoso-

phy, he seems to have seen further

into the true nature of society, and

to have more clearly comprehended

the effect of religion in connecting
individual security with national

welfare, than any philosopher or

any system of philosophy of any
preceding age." True words, and

worthy of attention at this moment,
when Germany has entered on a

new and dangerous course of poli-
tical action.

From the first mutterings of the

revolutionary storm Burke had dis-

trusted its character and future

violence. Alarmed by what he had
seen of the undisguised levity and

scepticism of Parisian society dur-

ing his visit to France in 1772, he

had taken occasion in one of his

speeches, as early as 1/73, to point
out

"
this conspiracy of atheism to

the watchful eyes of European gov-
ernments." The outrages in the

name of liberty which were simul-

taneous with its outburst determin-

ed his course, although his keen

political vision had long before

penetrated the hollowness of its

professions. The old political

gladiator,
"
in whose breast," as he

proudly and truly said of him-

self,
" no anger, durable or vehe-

ment, had ever been kindled but

by what he considered as tyranny";
whose potent voice had re-echoed

across the Western ocean in sup-

port of the American colonist, had

pleaded for the African slave and
Hindoo laborer, and had instilled

fresh hope, in the broken heart of

the Irish
"
Papist," roused him-

self now to his last and most power-
ful effort in defence of the fugitive

French "aristocrat" and hunted

priest.

"I have struggled," he said,
"
to

the best of my power against two

great evils, growing out of the most

sacred of all things liberty and

authority. I have struggled against

the licentiousness of freedom, I

have contended against the tyranny
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of power." Nearly ten years be-

fore, in his speech on the Mar-

riage Act, defending himself against
the charges of "aristocrat" and

"radical" which iiad been alter-

nately levelled against him, he had

predicted his course in these noble

words :

" When indeed the smallest rights of

the pooirM I'i'.ipic: iii the kingdom are in

ijucstion, I would set my face against

any act of piide countenanced by the

highest that are in it ;
and if it should

come to the last extremity, and a con-

test of blood, my course is taken. I

would take my fate with the poor, and

low, and feeble. But if these people
come to turn their liberty into a cloak

lor mischicvousncss, and to seek a

privilege of exemption, not from power,
but from the rules of morality and vir-

tuous discipline. 1 would join my hand
to make them feel the force which a few

united in a good cause have over a mul-

titude of the profligate and ferocious."

Burke's theory of true reform,

illustrated by the honorable labors

of his whole public career, was in

fact so radically opposed to that of

the French constitution makers that

no standing-ground common to

both could be f<rmd. He foresaw

plainly enough what were the secret

aims and aspirations of the revolu-

tionary leaders from the first, what-

ever might be their humanitarian

professions; that whatever their

changes of leaders or watchwords,
their goal would always be the

same the destruction of existing

society ;
not reparation, but ruin,

lie would have seen in M. Gam-

Ifetta's programme of a nouvtlle

coitchesocialc, enunciated at Grenoble

in 1872, only a new reading of M.

Marat's schemes of universal con-

fiscation in 1792. Neither would

have found more favor in his eyes
than in those of any English re-

former from S. Thomas a Becket to

Hampden. He believed with Bacon

that there could be no wise design
of reform which did not set out

with the determination
"

to weed,
to prune, and to graft, rather than
In plough up and plant all afresh."

Sixty jears afterwards another wri-

ter, after an elaborate and prolong-
ed study of the ancien regime, and
a lifetime's experience of the results

of the Revolution, arrived at the

point from which liurke started.

The writer was Alexis de Tocque-
ville. Those who are familiar only
with the Democracy in America, the

work of his inexperienced youth,
would do well to read his Memoir
and Letters by DC Beaumont. Writ-

ing to M. Freslon in 1853, after

the events of 1848-51 had pretty
well cured him of liberalism, he

said :

" When one examines, as I am doing
at Tours, the archives of an ancient pro-
vincial government, one finds a thousand
reasons for hating the andcn rcgimt,
but few for loving the Revolution

;
for

one sees that the aiuiin rfgime was rapid-

ly sinking under the weight of years and
a gradual change of ideas and manners,
so that, with a little patience and good
conduct, it might have been reformed

without destroying indiscriminately all

that was good in it with all that was bad.

It is curious to see how different was the

government of 1780 from that of 1750.
One does not recognize the government
or the governed. The Revolution broke

out not when evils were at their worst,
but when reform was beginning. Half-

way down the staircase we threw our-

selves out of the window, in order to get
sooner to the bottom

"
(Memoir and Rt-

mains, vol. ii. pp. 242,243, Eng. cd.)

liurke had an invincible distrust

of the crude theories and rash

speculations of the doctrinaires of

the Revolution. "Follow experience
and common sense," he says in a

hundred different ways; "these are

the arguments of statesmen ! Leave

the rest to the schools, where only

they may be debated with safety""
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"In politics," he says, "the most
fallacious of all things is geometri-
cal demonstration." Again: "The
majors make a pompous figure in

the battle, but the victory of truth

depends upon the little minors of

circumstances." He compares the

socialist theorist ready to plunge
into the volcano of revolutionary

experiment to the Sicilian sophist
ardentem frigiitus sElnam insiluit.

The atrocious principles of the

literary and philosophical guides
of the Revolution seemed to him
almost more portentous than the

brutalities of the mob. " Never be-

fore this time," he says, "was a set

of literary men converted into a

gang ofrobbers and assassins. Never
before did a den of bravoes and
banditti assume the garb and tone

of an academy of philosophers."
Remarkable sayings then, and

true of experience anterior to his

time. But had Burke lived in our

day, he would have witnessed with

astonishment the full development
of the spirit he denounced, in the

terrible spectacle of an aggressive
infidel philosophy, and an almost

universal infidel press, sometimes

truculent, sometimes frivolous, but

always shamelessly boastful of its

pagan principles. He would have
seen a school of pseudo-philosophy

professing its open design to de-

stroy the foundations of revealed re-

ligion ; filled with the spirit of the

apostate Julian ;
as audacious and

boastful as he, but destined to meet
as shameful an end.

Let us compare, then, Burke's

theory of true liberty, and his opin-
ion of what France might have

gained by a large and loyal measure
of reform, with the desperate coun-

sels and futile outrages which follow-

ed the surrender of the movement

by the French conservatives into

the hands of the Jacobins. "You

would," he says, had such a course
as he recommended been pursued.
"
have rendered the cause of liberty

venerable in the eyes of every
worthy mind in every nation. You
would have shamed despotism from
the earth by showing that freedom
was not only reconcilable, but, as

when well disciplined it is, auxiliary
to law. You would have had a

protected, satisfied, laborious, and
obedient people, taught to seek and

recognize that happiness is to bo
found by virtue in all conditions ;

in which consists the true moral

equality of mankind, and not in that

monstrous fiction which, by inspir-

ing false ideas and vain expecta-
tions into men destined to travel in

the obscure walks of laborious life,

serves only to aggravate and em-
bitter that real inequality which it

never can remove."

Burke's frequent definitions of

true liberty are as beautiful as they
are true.

" You hope, sir," he

says, writing to De Menonville,
"
that I think the French deserving

of liberty. I certainly do. I cer-

tainly think all men who desire it

deserve it. It is not the reward of

our merit or the acquisition of our

industry. It is our inheritance. It

is the birthright of our species.
We cannot forfeit our right to it

but by what forfeits our title to the

privileges of our kind. I mean the

abuse or oblivion of our natural

faculties, and a ferocious indocility
which is prompt to wrong or vio-

lence, destroys our social nature,
and transforms us into something a

little better than a description of

wild beast. To men so degraded a

state of strong restraint is a sort of

necessary substitute for freedom,

since, bad as it is, it may deliver

them in some measure from the

worst of all slavery, that is, the des-

potism of their own blind and bru-
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i.il passions. Vou hare kindly said

that you began to love freedom from

\our intercourse with me. Permit

me, then, to continue our conversa-

tion, and to tell you what that free-

dom is that I love. It is not soli-

tary, unconnected, individual, selfish

liberty. It is social freedom. It is

that state of things in which the

liberty of no man and no body of

men is in a condition to trespass

on the liberty of any person or any

description of persons in society.

The liberty, the only liberty, I mean,
is a liberty connected with order;
that not only exists along with vir-

tue and order, but which cannot

exist without them."
' Am I," he asks, in answer to

the shibboleth of the
"
rights of

man,"- -" am I to congratulate a

highwayman and murderer, who
has broke prison, upon the recovery
of his natural rights? This would
be to act over again the case of the

criminals condemned to the galleys

and their heroic deliverer, the knight
of the 'sorrowful countenance.'

"

If we turn from Burke's satire

upon the revolutionary actors to

his opinions on its probable onward
rourse and changing fortunes, we
shall find a series of the most re-

markable political prophecies on
record. At a time when Fox and
the opposition hailed the Revolution

as already accomplished, with no-

thing before it but a future of ideal

progress and happiness; when Pitt

and the government seemed lulled

into a still more fatal inaction,

Burke proclaimed in decisive tones

that the contest between socialism

and all constituted governments
had only begun. We group togeth-
er a few of these remarkable pre-

dictions, which time has so amply
verified :

" He proposed to prove,"
lie said in his Appeal fnnit the New
to the Old Whigs,

"
that the present

slate of things in France is not a

transient evil, productive, as s<

have too favorably supposed, oi a

lasting good; but that the present
evil is only the means of produ<
future and, if that were pn-sible,

worse evils. That this is not an

undigested, imperfect, and crude

scheme of liberty, which may be

gradually mellowed and ripened
into an orderly and social freedom ;

but that it is so fundamentally

wrong as to be incapable of correct-

ing itself by any length of time."

Again :

"
\Ve aru not at the end

of our struggle or near it. Let us

not deceive ourselves ;
we are at

the beginning of great troubles."

Predicting the changing features

of the Revolution, he said :

" In its

present form it can hardly remain ;

but before its final settlement it may
have to pass, as one of our poets

says, 'through great varieties of un-

tried being,' and in all its trans-

migrations to be purified by fire

and sword." The very spirit of the

Commune is thus foreshadowed in

a letter to M. de Menonville, 1790:
" But if the same ends should here-

after require the same course which

had been already pursued, there is

no doubt but the same ferocious de-

light in murder and the same sav-

age cruelty will be again renewed."

Tons les tveques a la lanterne was

the watchword of both outbreaks

of the Revolution.

Compare with these sayings the

remarks, fifty years later, of an-

other observer, of great acuteness,
but moulded in less heroic propor-
tions than Burke. " This day fifty-

one years," writes De Tocqueville,
the author of Detnocraey in Amer-

ica,
"
the French Revolution com-

menced, and, after the destruction

of so many men and institutions, we

may say it is still going on. Is not

this reassuring to the nations that
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are only just beginning theirs?"*
De Tocqueville, it is well known,
during the early part of his career,
was tainted with the prevalent lib-

eral Catholicism of his day in

France. He wished to unite the
church with the Revolution chime-
rical task, of which advancing years
and experience convinced him of
the sinful folly ! Happily for him-

self, he died a good Catholic in the
bosom of the church.

"
I scarcely dare hope," he says,

"
to

see a regular government, strong and at
the same time liberal, established in our

country. This ideal was, as you know,
the dream of my youth, and likewise of
the portion of my mature age that has
passed. Is it possible still ttTbelieve in

its realization ? For a long time I thought
(but long before February this belief had
been much shaken) that we had been

making our way over a stormy sea, on
which we were still tossing, but that the

port was at hand. Was I not wrong?
Are we not on a rolling sea that has no
shore? Or is not the land so distant, so

unknown, that our lives and those of our
children may pass away before it is

readied, or, at least, before any settlement
is made upon it ? . . .1 am indeed
alarmed at the state ol the public mind.
It is far from betokening the close of a
revolution. At the time it was said, and to

this day it is commonly repeated, that the

insurgents of June were the dregs of the

populace; that they were all outcasts
of the basest description, whose only
motive was lust for plunder. Such, of

course, were many- of them. But it is not
true that they were all of this kind

;
would

to God that they had been ! Such
wretches are always a small minority;
they never prevail ; they are imprisoned
or executed, and all is over. In the in-

surrection of June, besides bad passions,
there were, what arc far more dangerous,
false opinions. Many of the men who at-

tempted to overthrow the most sacred

rights were carried away by an erroneous
notion of right. They sincerely believed
that society was based upon injustice,
and they wished to give it another founda-
tion. [Compare Gambetta's nouvelli couchc

sodale.~\ Our bayonets and our cannon
will never destroy this revolutionary fa-

naticism. It will create for us dangers
and embarrassments without end. Fi-

nally, I begin to ask myself whelher*any-
thing solid or durable can be built on the

shifting basis of our society? Whether it

will support even a despotism, which

many people, tired of storms, would, for

want of a better, hail as a haven ? We
did not see this great revolution in

human society begin ; we shall not see it

end. If I had children, I should always
be repeating this to them, and should
tell them that in this age and in this

country one ought to be fit for everything,
and prepared for everything, for no one
can count on the future." *

A conversation apropos of a Bene-
dictine survivor of 1789, given from
Mr. Senior's Jour/ml (Memoir, vol.

ii. p. i), illustrates the final opin-
ion of the author of Democracy in

America upon the Revolution. It

took place only one year before his

death :

"And what effect," I asked, "has the

contemplation of seventy years of revolu-

tion produced on him (ihe Benedictine)?
Does he look back, like Talleyrand, to the

aacifu regime as a golden age?"
" Ilr

admits," said Tocqueville,
"
the material

superiority of our own age, but he be-

lieves that intellectually and morally we
are far inferior to our grandfathers. And
I agree with him. These seventy years
of revolution have destroyed our courage,
our hopefulness, our self-reliance, our

public spirit, and, as respects by far tli<-

majority of our higher classes, our pas-

sions, except the vulgarest and most
selfish ones, vanity and covetousness.
Even ambition seems extinct. The men
who seek power seek it not for itself, nut

as a means of doing good to their country
but as a moans of getting money and flat-

terers." f

What more remarkable testimony
to Burke's prophetic vision could

be offered ?

If any were needed, it would he

found in an opposite quarter, in the

revelations ofCluscret and his aecom-

* Letter to M. Stoffels, Nov. 30, 1841 (Memoir ana
Remains ofAlexis tie Tocqvtvillt'),

* Letter to Stoffels, July 21, 1848.
t Mr. Senior's Journal, April 26, 1858.
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plices as to the premeditated burn-

ing of 1'uris and the destruction

of the Yeiulome Column in 1871,
viewed in connection with liurke's

positive and reiterated assertions

that the woi -it excesses of 1789 were

not the result of sudden passion, nor

accidental, "as some believed or

pretended to believe, but were sys-

tematically designed from the be-

ginning." It is known that among
his correspondents in 1789-90 were

the notorious Tom Paine and the

eccentric cosmopolite, Anachursis

Baron de Cioot/, both of whom
strove to enlist Burke in the defence

of the revolutionary cause before

he had decisively pronounced him-

self. Paine and ('loot/, congenial
birds of prey, had both flown to

Paris (anticipating the course of

their disciples in 1871), smelling the

approaching carnage afar off; and
from them there is reason to believe

Burke gathered ample hints of the

full measure of the revolutionary

programme. Striking also is Burke 's

remark that the revolutionary sub-

division of France would induce a

demand for communal or cantonal

independence.
" These common-

wealths," he :;ays,
"

will not long
bear a state of subjection to the

republic of Pnris
"

a prediction

wonderfully verified by the attitude

of Lyons and Marseilles during the

late war and the period of the

Commune, as well as by the canto-

nal programme of the Spanish revo-

lutionists.

liurke's theory of the true basis

of government was as moderate and
well conceived as the revolutionary
schemes were destructive and un-

M>und.
'' We know," he s.iys, ''and,

what is better, we feel, that religion
is the busis of society and the

source of all good and all comfort.

A man full of warm, speculative be-

nevolence may wish his society

otlx instituted than as lit

finds it; but a good p::tiiut and a

true politician ah\ . how
he shall make the most of the ex-

isting constitution of his eour.trv.

A disposition to preserve and an

ability to improve taken together,
would be my standard of a states-

man. Everything else is vulgar in

the conception, perilous in the exe-

cution." His defence of the cause

of religion in France, and his glow-

ing tribute to the virtue and learn-

ing of the French clergy, then, as

now, the mark of the deadliest shafts

of the Revolution, are eloquent and

inspiring, but too long to quote in

this article.

Equally remarkable with Burke's

prophetic warningsof the successive

crimes and follies of the Revolution

and its offspring, the Commune, are

his speculations on a supposed re-

storation of the monarchy. More
than a quarter of a century after his

death their wisdom was illustrated

in the events of the inglorious

reign of Charles X. His words are

almost startling in their applicabi-

lity to the present posture of French

affairs, the Septennate, and the con-

flicting aspirations of the Comte de

Chambord and the Prince Impe-
rial :

"What difficulties," he savs, referring
to a Restoration, in his letter on the policy
of the allies, "will be met with in :i

country, exhausted by the talcing of its

capital, and among a people in a manner
trained and actively disciplined to an-

archy, rebellion, disorder, and impiety,
may be conceived by those who know
what Jacobin France is

;
who may have

occupied themselves in revolving in their

minds what they were to do if it fell to

their lot to re-establish the affairs of

France. What support or what limita-

tions the restored monarchy must have

may be a doubt, or how it will settle or

pitch at last
; but one thing I conceive

to be far beyond a doubt that the settle-

ment cannot be immediate, but that it
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must be preceded by some sort of power
equal, at least in vigor, vigilance, prompt-
ness, and decision, to a military govern-
ment. For such a preparatory govern-
ment no slow-paced, methodical, formal,

lawyer-like system ; still less that of a

showy, artificial, trifling, intriguing court,
guided by cabals of ladies, or men like

ladies; least of all a philosophic, theo-

retic, disputatious school of sophistry
none of these ever will, or ever can, lay
the foundations of an order that will

last."

" A judicious, well-tempered, and

manly severity in the support of law
and order

"
this was Btirke's advice

to princes. He advocated freedom
of the press as understood in Eng-
land

;

" but they indeed," he said,
'' who seriously write upon a princi-

ple of levelling, ought to be answer-
ed by the magistrate, and not by the

speculatist." We conclude our quo-
tations by the following portrait of

the
"
Legitimate Prince":

"Whoever," says Burke, "claims a

right by birth to govern there, must find

in his breast, or conjure up in it, an enor-

gy not always to be expected, not always
to be wished, in well-ordered states. The
lawful prince must have in everything but
crime the character of an usurper. He is

gone if he imagines himself the quiet pos-
sessor of a throne. He is to contend for

it as much after an apparent conquest as

before. His task is to win it. He must
leave posterity to adorn and enjoy it. No
velvet cushions for him. He is to be al-

ways I speak nearly to the letter on
horseback. This opinion is the result of

much patient thinking on the subject,
which I conceive no event is likely to al-

ter."

Burke 's tremendous onslaught on

the Revolution drew forth swarms
of opponents in his own day, most
of whom are now forgotten. More
than emulating the besotted conceit

of those early apologists of anarchy,
"
liberal

"
writers are still to be

found so infatuated with hostility to

the Catholic Church, so purblind to

the experience of nearly a hundred

years of the bloody chapters of

1793, of 1830, of 1848, of 1851,
of 1871 so unawakened by the
ruin the same accursed spirit has

wrought in Spain, as to be heard

chanting the glories of the Revolu-
tion and bewailii.g the possibility of
"
a priestly reaction

"
as the

"
de-

struction of all that has been gained
by the national agonies of the last

century." What has been gained
which would not have been gained
in the gradual progress of society?
What rather has not been lost in

national honor and domestic virtue

and happiness which would have
been retained

"
if men had not been

quite shrunk," as Burke said,
"
from

their natural dimensions by a de-

grading and sordid philosophy
"

?

Let a witness like De Tocqueville
answer !

The great political philosopher's

warnings against the real spirit of
the Revolution are still worthy the

attention of all governments. Time
has added to their value, not di-

minished it. "Against these, their
'

rights of men,' let no government,"
he says,

"
look for security in the

length of its continuance or in the

justice and lenity of its administra-

tion. They are always at issue with

governments, not on a question of

abuse, but on a question of compe-
tency and a question of title-"

His advice is vigorous and plain.
"
Never," he says,

" succumb to the

enemy. It is a struggle for your
national existence. If you must

die, die with the sword in your
hand ! But I have no fear for the

result !"
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ROliERT CAYF.LIKR 1>K I.A SALLE.

CONCLUDED.

ON the 6th of April La Salic dis-

covered that the river was running

through' three channels. The fol-

lowing day he divided his company
into three parties, of which he led

the one that followed the western

channel; the Sieur deTonty, accom-

panied by Father Membre, took the

middle channel, and the Sieur Dau-

tray took the eastern channel. Fa-

ther Membre relates that these

channels appeared to them "beau-
tiful and deep." The water began
to get brackish

; then two leagues fur-

ther down it became perfectly salt;

and now, O glorious sight !

u The sea ! the sea ! the open sea,

The blue, the fresh, the ever free,"

was spread out before the eager and
enchanted eyes of those brave and
noble voyagers. Their first impulse
was to return thanks to the King of

kings for the protecting arm of his

providence, that had thus guided
them safely to this glorious con-
summation of their hopes ; their

second was to honor the King of

France for his favor and protection.
For these purposes, on the pth of

April, a cross and a column were
erected with appropriate ceremo-
nies. The entire company, under

arms, joined with the minister of

religion in chanting the hymn of the

church, Vcxilla Regis, and the Te
Dcttin, and then followed a dis-

charge of their muskets and shouts
of "Long live the King!" The
column bore the following inscrip-
tion : "Louis the Great, King of

France and Navarre, reigns ;
the

9th of April, 1682." At the foot

VOL. xx.
-}

of a tree La Salle caused a leaden

plate to be buried, bearing the arms

of France and a Latin inscription

commemorative of the first naviga-
tion of the Mississippi, from the 11H-

noisto its mouth, by La Salle, Tonty,

Membre, and twenty Frenchmen.

An authentic act, in the form of a

proems verbali was drawn up by La

Metarie, the notary of the expedi-

tion, and signed by La Salle, Father

Membre, Tonty, and the other prin-

cipal members of the company. La
Salle took formal possession of the

country, which he was the first to

call Louisiana, for the King of

France ;
also of the natives and peo-

ple residing therein, the seas, har-

bors, and all the streams flowing
into the Mississippi. The great
river itself he called the St. Louis.

In the midst of their rejoicings

they were suffering for food. They
found some dried meat prepared by
the Indians, of which they partook
with relish, and, as the good mission-

ary says, "It was very good and
delicate." What must have been

their feelings when they discovered

that they had partuken of human
flesh ! Scarcity of food compelled
them to turn their canoes up-stream.
La Salle paid a visit to the hostile

Quinipissas, with whom he resorted

to his usual address to propitiate
their friendship, and, though invited

to a banquet, his men partook of it

with their guns at their sides. A
treacherous treaty of peace was en-

tered into, but was used as a cover

for an attack next morning upon
the Europeans. But the ever-

watchful La Salle was prepared for
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them. The two parties were en-

gaged in a contest of two hours, in

which the Quinipissas were worsted,
and sustained a loss of ten men kill-

ed and many wounded. This is

the only occasion in which the hos-

tile dispositions of the natives did

not yield to skill and diplomacy.
His men, exasperated at the con-

duct of the treacherous natives, urg-
ed him to allow them to burn their

village ;
but he adopted the wiser

and more humane policy of refrain-

ing from alienating still more by
unnecessary cruelty those whom he

wished to make devout worshippers
of the King of heaven and loyal sub-

jects ofthe King of France. During
the remainder of the return voyage,
with the exception of the Koroas,
who had now become allies of the

Quinipissas, he met with the same

hospitable treatment from the tribes

on the banks of the river as he had
received while going down. They
were now regaled on the fresh green
corn of the fields. La Salle with

two canoes pushed forward from
the Arkansrs, in advance of his par-

ty,as faras Fort rrudhomme. Here
he became dangerously ill, and could

advance no further, and on the 2d

of June was joined by the entire

company. His malady became so

violent that he was compelled to

send Tonty forward to convey early
information to the Comte de Fron-

tenac of the great discovery. Fa-

ther Membre remained with La

Salle, doing all in his power to al-

leviate the sufferings of his cherish-

ed leader, whose illness continued

forty days. The expedition by slow

advances reached the Miami late
I

in September, where they learned

of several of Tonty 's military expe-
ditions undertaken after he left the

main body. Intending to make
the voyage of the Mississippi again
in the spring, and plant colonies

along its shores, La Salle appointed
Father Membre his messenger to the

king; and this zealous man, accept-

ing the commission with prompt-
ness, proceeded to Quebec, and on
the zd of October sailed for France,
to lay before the French court ac-

curate information of La Salle's

discoveries. During the next ten

or twelve months La Salle remained
in the Illinois country, cementing
his friendly alliances with the In-

dians, and pushing forward his trad-

ing interests. Having seen Fort

St. Louis completed, he left Tonty
in command of it, and for his plan
of colonization he substituted the

project of applying to the French

government for co-operation in a

much more extensive oue. He
reached Quebec early in November,
and sailed for France to render an

account of his fulfilment of the roy-
al orders, and to enlist the good
offices of the government in his

future plans, and landed at Rochelle
on the 23d of December, 1683.
The following allusion to La

Salle's services to France in extend-

ing the province of New France by
the exploration ofthe Mississippi, by
Gov. Dongan, of the rival English

province of New York, is interest-

ing. Alluding to a map of the

country which he was sending home
to his superiors, Gov. Dongan
writes :

"
Also, it points out where

there's a great river discovered by
one Lassal, a Frenchman from Cana-

da, who thereupon went into France,

and, as it's reported, brought two or

three vessels with people to settle

there, which (if true) will prove

very inconvenient to us, but to the

Spanish also (the river running all

along from our lakes by the back
of Virginia and Carolina into tin-

Bay of Mexico) ;
and it's believed

Nova Mexico cannot be far from

the mountains adjoining it, that
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plane being in 36 North Latitude.

II your lordships thought it fit, I

could send a sloop or two from this

place to discover that river."*

La Salle now conceived the plan
of approaching the mouth of the

Mississippi by sea, exploring the

country, and founding powerful col-

onies therein. The evil reports of

his enemies had preceded him to

France, and these were strengthen-
ed by the disparaging representa-
tions which DC La liarre, Fronte-

nac's successor as Governor of Cana-

da, had been sending home. But
the Marquis de Seignelay, the son

of the deceased minister Colbert,

again favored La Salle's enterprises,
and secured for them the favor of

the king. The government provid-
ed a fleet of four vessels for the ex-

pedition : the Joly, a royal ship, a

frigate of thirty-six tons, command-
ed by Capt. de Beaujeu, a Nor-
man gentleman, who was also com-
mander of the squadron ; the Belle,

of six tons, a present from the king
to La Salle

;
the Aimable, a store-

ship of three hundred tons burden,
on board of which were the goods,

implements, and effects of the expe-
dition ; and the St. Francis, a ketch

containing munitions and merchan-
dise for San Domingo. M.de Chev-
alier d'Aire was lieutenant to Capt.
de Beaujeu, and the Sieurde Hamel,
a young gentleman full of fire and

courage, his ensign. Father Le

Clercq, the narrator of the expedi-

tion, exclaims :

" Would to God the

troops a-nd rest of the crew had
been as well chosen !"

A new commission was issued to

La Salle, by which he was author-

ized to found colonies in Louisiana,
and to govern the vast country and
its inhabitants from Lake Michi-

gan to the borders of Mexico. The

Dec. Hist. N. K,v. i. p. .58.

commander of the squadron
to be subject to his orders, except
in navigating the ships at sea an

arrangement which the jealous and
sensitive mind of Beaujeu permit-
ted to embitter him against La Salic.

and which led to difficulties betu <

them. Besides marines and vn<-

hundred soldiers, the company to

embark in the expedition amounted
to about two hundred and eighty

persons, amongst whom were sev-

eral persons of consideration. The
Sieur Moranget, and the Sieur

Cavelier, nephews of La Salle, thr

latter only fourteen years old
;
Plan-

terose, Thibault, Ory, Joutel, Talon,
a Canadian gentleman with his

family, and some other families,

consisting of men and young wo-

men, also joined the expedition as

voV'nteers. One of La Salle's first

cares was to provide for the spiritual
wants of his followers and colonists

and the conversion of the heathen

nations he expected to visit. For
ten years the zealous Recollect Fa-

thers had seconded and promoted
the efforts of La Salle to Christian-

ize the natives of the New World,
and he now made it an essential

point to obtain some of these holy
men to accompany his great expe-
dition. His application to their

superior, the Rev. Father Hyacintii
le F'ebvre, was cordially complied
with, and accordingly Fathers Ze-

nobe Membre, Anastace Donay, and
Maxime Le Clercq were selected

from this order for the task. M.

Tronfon, superior of the Sulpitians.
was not behind the Recollects in

zeal for the good work, and accord-

ingly three secular priests, CaveliiT.

the brother of La Salle, Chefdeville

his relative, and Majulle, were cho-

sen. These constituted the ec< le

siastical corps of the expedition.

Nothing was left undone, either by
the superiors of the Recollects or
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of the Sulpitians, nor by the Holy
See, for carrying the faith of Christ

to those. remote and benighted re-

gions. Ample powers and privi-

leges were conferred upon the good
missionaries, so as to relieve them
from the necessity in emergencies
of resorting to the distant ordinary
of Quebec.

But in selecting soldiers, artisans,

and laborers, the most culpable dis-

regard of duty was chargeable to

the agents of La Salle, who, while

he was engaged at Paris, filled up
the ranks by receiving from the

streets of Rochelle worthless vaga-
bonds and beggars, who were wholly

ignorant of the trades for which

they were chosen. La Salle was

only partially able to remedy this

evil before sailing. Bancroft thus

describes the composition of this

part of the expedition :

" But the

mechanics were poor workmen, ill-

versed in their art; the soldiers,

though they had for commander

Joutel, a man of courage and truth,

and afterwards the historian of the

grand enterprise, were themselves

spiritless vagabonds, without disci-

pline and without experience ;
the

volunteers were restless with indefi-

nite expectations ; and, worst of all,

the naval commander, Beaujeu, was

deficient in judgment, incapable of

sympathy with the magnanimous
heroism of La Salle, envious, self-

willed, and foolishly proud." La
Salle arrived at Rochelle on the

28th of May, 1684, and during his

stay of some weeks the unhappy
misunderstanding between him and
the commander of the squadron,
which proved so great a drawback
on the enterprise, began to mani-

fest itself. The four vessels sailed

from Rochelle on the 24th of July,
but the breaking of one of the

masts of the Joly in a storm caused

them to put in at Chef-de-Bois, and

finally, 011 the ist of August, they set

sail again, steering for San Domin-

go. During the voyage to San Do-

mingo, La Salle and Beaujeu could

not proceed together with cordiality
or harmony, and the former was
unfortunate in gaining the ill-will

of the subordinate officers and
sailors by interfering to protect his

own men from what he regarded as

an absurd and unnecessary proce-
dure. It was the custom among
sailors to require all who had not

before crossed the tropic to submit
to the penalty of being plunged
into a tub of water by their veteran

companions for the amusement of

others, or pay liberally for a com-
mutation of the penalty. La Salle

peremptorily forbade his men being
subjected to this alternative ; hence
the hostility of those who failed to

realize the usual fun or fine at their

expense. After a prosperous voy-
age a storm overtook the squadron
as they approached San Domingo.
It was agreed that the Joly should

put in at Port de Paix in the north of

the island; but Beaujeu changed his

course of his own will, and carried

her to Petit Gonave, far to the

south. In four days the Belle and

Aimable, which had been separated
from her by the storm, joined her

there. The St. Francis was sur-

prised and captured by two Spanish
pirogues, which was a serious loss

to the expedition and a sore afflic-

tion to La Salle.

At Petit Gonave La Salle did all

in his power for the relief of the

sick. He was, however, stricken

down himself by a violent illness

that for a while rendered his re-

covery hopeless. He recovered in

time sufficiently to attend to the

prosecution of the voyage. He
and Fathers Membre and Donay,
Cavelier, Chefdeville, and Joutel,
were transferred to the Aimable,
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nnd thus the two commanders were

happily separated. In their mis-

understanding Beaujeu was greatly

at fault in accepting a command
inferior to that of La Salle, as he

well knew it to be, and in embar-

rassing by his petulant and jealous

course an undertaking which his

instructions and his obvious duty

obliged him to promote. La Salle,

too, would have acted more wisely
and discreetly in conciliating one

whose good-will and co-operation
were so necessary to his success.

The squadron, now reduced to

three vessels, sailed from Petit

Gonave on the 25th of November.
After pursuing their course safe-

ly along the Cayman Isles, and

anchoring at the Isle of Peace

(pines), where they stopped to take

in water, and at Port San Antonio,
in the Island of Cuba, they enter-

ed the Gulf of Mexico on the i2th

of December. Sailing ten days

longer, they descried land at once

from the Belle and Aimable. So

utterly unknown was the latitude

of the coasts, and so erroneous the

sailing information given to them
at San Domingo, that no one could

tell where they were ; but it was

conjectured after much consultation

that they must be in the Bay of

Appalachee, which is nearly three

hundred miles east of the Mississip-

pi. On the contrary, they were

near Atchafalaya Bay, about one

hundred miles west of the main

mouth of the Mississippi. Guided

by the general opinion as to their

locality, they now coasted to the

westward, going still further from

the object of their search. No
information could be obtained from

the natives on the shore, and finally,

after twenty days' sailing, it was

ascertained that they were approach-

ing the borders of Mexico, near

Magdalen River and the Bay of

Kspiritu Santo. The July now
came up, and the unfortunate mis-

understanding between La Salle

and Beaujeu was renewed, in con-

sequence of the latter charging that

he had been designedly left behind.

The superior sailing capacity of

the Joly, and Beaujeu's evident in-

difference about keeping company
with the other vessels, flatly con-

tradicted this irritating charge.
All now desired to return in the

direction of the Mississippi, except

Beaujeu, who would not go without

a new supply of provisions. La
Salle offered a supply of fifteen

days, the best he could do ; but

Beaujeu rejected the offer as insuffi-

cient. In the meantime the vessels

proceeded twenty miles along the

coast, reaching the outlet of the

Bay of St. Bernard, to which La
Salle gave the name of St. Louis,

now called Matagorda Bay. Joutel
and Moranget were sent to explore
the bay, and afterwards La Salle

joined them at a river they could

not cross without a boat. The

pilots having reported insufficient

depth of water, the Aimable was

lightened and her captain ordered

to run her into the bay. The pilot

of the Helle, knowing the harbor,

was sent to his assistance
;
but the

captain of the Aimable refused him
admittance on board, saying that

he knew how to manage his own

ship. The Aimable was soon upon
a shoal. She bilged, and was a

ruin. A portion of the cargo was

saved, Beaujeu himself sending his

boats to assist, but most of the

implements and tools intended for

the colony were lost. There was

no doubt, says Joutel, of the treach-

ery of the captain of the Aimable

in this affair. La Salle from the

shore had the mortification of see-

ing all his orders disobeyed, and
witnessed this deplorable accident
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to the store-ship. He was embark-

ing, in order to remedy the false

movements of his vessels, when
over a hundred Indians made their

appearance. First putting them
to flight, and then offering them the

calumet, he made them his friends.

He also gave them presents, pur-
chased some of their canoes, and
all seemed to promise a lasting

friendship, from which great advan-

tages would have resulted to the

expedition. But, alas ! all upon
whom La Salle had to depend did

not possess his prudence nor always
follow his injunctions. By the im-

prudence of some of his men a

serious difficulty sprang up with
the Indians. A bale of blankets
from the wreck of the store-ship
was thrown ashore and seized by
the Indians. La Salle ordered his

men to recover it by peaceable
means

;
but they pursued just the

opposite course, by demanding its

restoration with pointed muskets.

They became alarmed and fled, but

returned at night, and, finding the

sentinel asleep, attacked the camp,
killing the Sieurs Ory and Desloges,
two of La Salle's most valued

friends, two cadets, and dangerous-

ly wounding Moranget. This and
the numerous other disasters which

they encountered caused many a

heart that started out full of hope
and courage to falter or despond,
and many talked of abandoning
the enterprise. But La Salle's ex-

ample of calm determination and

unflagging spirit sustained them
under the appalling gloom and ill-

luck that seemed to hang over the

adventure. But Beaujeu, whose

hostility to La Salle and his enter-

prise increased with the misfortunes

of the latter, now resolved to return

to France. All the cannon-balls

were in his vessel, and he refused

to deliver them, because it would be

necessary to remove a part of his

cargo in order to get them out.

Thus the cannons were left with the

colony, and the balls carried back
to France. He took on board the

treacherous captain and crew of

the Aimable, and the 1 2th of March
sailed for France. In the mean-
time the company left at the fort

sustained a severe loss in the death
of the Sieur de Gros from the bite

of a rattle-snake. Also, a conspiracy
was set on foot in the fort, with the

design of murdering Joutel, and
then escaping with such effects as

they could carry off. But the

designs of these traitors were dis-

covered in time to be defeated.

The colony now consisted of about
one hundred and eighty persons
besides the crew of the JSelle, and
their own faithful guns were their

only means of obtaining food in

that vast and distant wild. A
temporary fort was erected witli

the debris of the Aimable for

their protection, and Moranget was
left in command of it. La Salle,

accompanied by Fathers Mem-
bre and Le Clercq, started out with

fifty men to explore the shores of

the bay, ordering the Belle to sail

along to make soundings. Anchor-

ing opposite a point where a post
was established, to which Hurier

gave his own name (being appointed
to the command of it), serving as

an intermediate station between
the naval camp and that which La
Salle intended to establish further

on in their course a large river

was discovered, to which La Salle

gave the name of Vaches, or Cow
River, from the great number of

cows he saw on its banks
;
and

here the intended station was

erected. Holy Week and Easter

intervening, were celebrated with

solemnity and fervor by these

Christian colonists in the wilder-
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,

"
each one," as Father Mem-

bre remarks,
"
receiving his Crea-

tor." About the middle of July
the entire colony, with their effects

and whatever could be of service,

were transferred to this encamp-
ment from those of Moranget and

Huricr, which were destroyed. Here

the men were employed in culti-

vating the soil and in sowing
seeds brought from France, which,

however, did not succeed, either

because they had been injured by
the salt water or because the sea-

son was not suitable. They were

next engaged in erecting a habita-

tion and fort, which was a work of

huge labor and hardship, as the

trees for the timber had to be cut

three miles off and dragged to the

spot, and many of the men sank

under the toil. The Sieurde Ville-

perdv and thirty others were car-

ried off within a few day by dis-

ease contracted at San Domingo,
and among them was the master-

carpenter, whose services could

not well be spared. While under

these calamities the spirits of all

around him were sinking. La Salle

remained firm :md cheerful. Set-

ting them the example himself, he

kept nil the healthy men at work.

He took the place of architect

and chief carpenter 'upon himself,

marked out the beams, tenons,

and mortises, and prepared the

timbers for the workmen. The
fort occupied an advantageous

position, was soon finished, mount-

ed with twelve pieces of cannon,
and supplied with a magazine un-

der ground. It was called St.

l.ouis, and placed under the com-

mand of Joutel. The insolence of

the Indians compelled La Salle to

give them a proof of his power. For

this purpose he waged war upon
them, but only with sufficient rigor

to make them respect him and his

companions. Among the captives
was a very young girl, who was

baptized, and died a few days af-

terwards
;

of whom Father I.e

Clercq said :

" The first-fruits of

this mission, and a sure conquest
sent to heaven."

Detained some time by the sick-

ness of his brother, La Salle did not

resume his exploration of the b;u

till towards the last of October,

when, putting his clothes, papers,
and other effects on the Jiclle, he

ordered the captain to sail along
the western shore in concert with

his movements. Wishing to ascer-

tain how near the shore the Belle

could approach, he sent the pilot

and five men to make soundings,
with instructions that all should

return on board at night. Attract-

ed by the peaceful beauty of the

country, and proposing to cook

and enjoy the supper on shore, the

pilot and five men, leaving their

arms and canoe at low water, ad-

vanced a gun-shot on the upland.
After their supper they fell asleep.
La Salle, becoming uneasy at their

absence, went in search of them,
and to his horror found them all

lying on the ground murdered,
their bodies half devoured by wild

animals, and their arms and canoe

destroyed. It was with sad hearts

that the survivors paid the last ho-

nors to their slaughtered compan-
ions

;
for disasters followed in such

quick succession that no one could

foresee the time or circumstances

of his own fate. Of the colony
now described Bancroft remarks :

" This is the settlement which

made Texas a part of Louisiana.

In its sad condition it had yet
saved from the wreck a good sup-

ply of arms and bars of iron for

the forge. Even now this colony-

possessed from the bounty of Louis

XIV., more than was contributed
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by all the English monarchs to-

gether for the twelve English colo-

nies on the Atlantic. Its number
still exceeded that of Smith in Vir-

ginia, or of those who embarked in

the Mayflower. France took pos-
session of Texas

;
her arms were

carved on its stately forest-trees
;

and by no treaty orpublic document,

except the general cessions of Louis-

iana, did she ever after relinquish
the right to the province as colo-

nized under her banners, and made
still more surely a part of her ter-

ritory because the colony found

there its grave."
La Salle now determined to seek

the mouth of the Mississippi by
land around the eastern part of the

bay. Leaving provisions for six,

he set out with his brother, the

Sieur Cavelier, and twenty men.
He explored in canoes every stream

that might prove an outlet of the

great river, and was enchanted
with the beautiful region which he

traversed. But all was in vain.

After an absence of four months,
and satisfying himself that none of

the outlets of the Mississippi emp-
tied into the bay, and after losing
twelve or thirteen of his men, he

returned in rags to Fort St. Louis.

He now sent out a party in- search

of the J3dlc, whose long absence

caused him great uneasiness; for in

her were centred all his hopes of

reaching the mouth of the Missis-

sippi by sea, of procuring assist-

ance, from San Domingo, or of

sending information of their for-

lorn condition to France, or, per-

haps, in his extremest necessity, of

saving his colony from a horrid

death by famine or at the hands

of the savages.
La Salle, with his characteristic

courage and perseverance, now re-

solved to undertake a journey to

the distant Illinois, in order to ob-

tain relief from the faithful Tonty,
whom he had stationed there on

departing for France. He selected

as his companions on this danger-
ous and toilsome journey his bro-

ther, Cavelier, Father Anastasius

Donay, Father Le Clercq, Mor-

anget, Behorel, Hurier, Heins, a

German surgeon who joined him at

San Domingo, and Nika, the In-

dian hunter, who was ever at his

side, and others, making in all

twenty persons. The preparations
for this great journey consisted of

four pounds of powder, four pounds
of lead, two axes, two dozen knives,
as many awls, some beads, and two
kettles. They first repaired to the

chapel, where the Divine Mysteries
were celebrated and the blessing
of heaven invoked upon their un-

dertaking. Committing the colony
left behind to the care of Joutel,
La Salle and his companions set

out on the 22d of April, 1686, from

Fort St. Louis. Their route lay
in a northeasterly direction and

through a country of immense prai-
ries and mighty rivers, inhabited

by various Indian tribes, who were

exceedingly friendly and hospit-

able; even the women, who were

usually timid and undemonstrative,

coming forward to greet the way-
worn, mysterious travellers. In

some instances they found that the

Indians had had some intercourse

with the Spaniards. La Salle and
the zealous Father Donay endea-

vored on every occasipn to instil

into their minds some knowledge
of the one true God. It is sup-

posed by some that La Salle was
attracted in this direction by the

fame of the rich mines of Santa

Barbara, the El Dorado of North-

ern Mexico. They found large

quantities of wild cattle, which

supplied them with meat. They
crossed numerous rivers, such as



Robert Cavelicr de La Salte. 841

the Colorado, Brazos, and Trinity,
which they knew by different titles,

and upon which they bestowed new
names in honor of members of the

party. They endured incredible

exposure, hardship, and toil, and

many faltered and gave out under

their sufferings. In crossing the

Brazos (which they called the river

Misfortune) on a raft of canoes, with

one-half of his party, including his

brother, La Salle and his compan-
ions were hurried violently down
the current, and almost immedi-

ately disappeared from sight. The
interval between this and evening
was one of intense anxiety to those

who witnessed the accident; but at

nightfall the raft and its occupants
were discovered safely disembarked
on the opposite bank, their onward
course having been providentially
arrested by the branches of a large
tree in the river. Those who re-

mained on the other side had to

cross over and join La Salle on a

raft of canes, the men having to

wade into the water and draw the

raft ashore. Father Donay says :

"
I was obliged to put my Breviary

in my cowl, because it got wet in

my sleeve." He also says: "We
had not eaten all day, but Provi-

dence provided for us by letting

two eaglets fall from a cedar-tree ;

we were ten at this meal." The
manner in which they crossed these

mighty rivers was to make one of the

men swim to the other side and fell

trees across the stream, while those

who remained did the same, so that

the trees from the opposite sides,

meeting in the centre, formed a

bridge, upon which they crossed.

This was done more than thirty times

during their journey. The Indian^

were in most instances friendly and

hospitable, and La Salle's discern-

ment and prudence always enabled

him either to conciliate their friend-

ship in the first instance, or to over-

come by force of character and

courage any hostile feeling they

might exhibit. Many of the tribes

displayed evidences of civilization

in their dress, implements, and dwell-

ings, and in the ease and cordiality
with which they received and en-

tertained strangers. Horses were
abundant among tlu-m, and La
Salle procured several, which proved
of great service. Among the Coe-
nis Indians they found Spanish
dollars and smaller coins, silver

spoons, lace, and clothes of Euro-

pean styles. One of the Indians

became so enamored with Father

Donay 's cowl that he offered t he-

father a horse in exchange, but the

good religious preferred to walk
rather than to part with tjie cherish-

ed habitofS. Francis. Aftercrossing
the Trinity River La Salle and his

nephew, the Sieur Moranget, were
attacked by a violent fever, which

brought them very low and greatly
retarded their march. Just be-

fore this four of the party, unable

to endure the fatigues and hardships
of the journey, deserted and retired

to the Nassonis Indians
;
another

was swallowed by a crocodile while

crossing a river; and Behorel was
lost. Their powder now began to

give out
; they had not advanced

more than one hundred and fifty

leagues in a straight line, and one
thousand miles of travel lay before

them ; sickness, delay, and deser-

tions had impaired their ability to

proceed ; and they had no food ex-

cept what the chase afforded'. Under
these circumstances La Salle resolv-

ed to return to Fort St. Louis. The
extreme terminus of their travel is

supposed to have been midway be-

tween the Trinity and Red Rivers,

near the head-waters of the Sabine.

and fifty or sixty miles northwest

of Nacogdoches. On the return the
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party were greatly assisted by the

horses procured from the In-

dians. After a full month's march

they arrived on the xyth of Octo-

ber, the feast of S. Bernard, and
were welcomed by their friends at

the fort with mingled feelings of joy
and sadness. Father Donay re-

marks :

"
It would be difficult to

find in history courage more intre-

pid or more invincible than that of

the Sieur de La Salle
;
in adversity

he was never cast down, and always

hoped with the help of heaven to

succeed in his enterprises, despite
all the obstacles that rose against
him."

Sad events awaited La Salle on

his return. In a few days he saw

to his astonishment a canoe ap-

proaching,, in which were Chefde-

ville, Sabionniere, and some others

from the Belle. In this fact he read

the sad story of the vessel's destruc-

tion, which was soon confirmed by
their own lips. That vessel, his last

hope, had, by the negligence of the

pilot, stranded on the beach of the

southern coast of the bay. The re-

turning men, providentially finding

a. canoe on the shore, were able

to escape. In the Belle were lost

thirty-six barrels of flour, a quanti-

ty of wine, the clothes, trunks, linens,

and most of the tools. Among the

few things saved were the papers
and clothes of La Salle. The good
Father Le Clercq closes his narra-

tive of this sad accident, which

completely disconcerted all of La
Salle's plans, with the remark :

" His great courage, even, could

not have borne up had not God
aided him by the help of extraor-

dinary grace."
" Heaven and man,"

says Bancroft,
" seemed his ene-

mies
; and, with the giant energy

of an indomitable will, having lost

his hopes of fortune, his hopes of

fame; with his colony reduced to

about forty, among whom discon-

tent had given birth to plans of

crime; with no Europeans nearer

than the river Panuco, no French
nearer than Illinois, he resolved to

travel on foot to his countrymen
at the north, and return from Cana-

da to renew his colony in Texas."

During his absence Joatel had
been under the necessity of guard-

ing against savage attacks upon his

hunting parties from without, and

against disaffection from those with-

in, the fort. The false Duhaut re-

turned to the fort, where he incited

the men to mutiny a task of no great

difficulty among men who had en-

dured so many disappointments and

hardships. And though Joutel suc-

ceeded in suppressing the mutiny,
disaffection lurked behind. But

the routine of the fort was occa-

sionally relieved by gayety and mer-

riment, as was the case on the mar-

riage of the Sieur Barbier to one of

the young women who came out

with the expedition. The gentle-

ness, prudence, and experience of

Father Membre went far to amelior-

ate the condition of the company and

make easy the duties of Joutel. Be-

fore leaving them, La Salle provided
for the greater comfort and accom-

modation of those at the fort. As he

was about to depart he was again
stricken down with illness, and was

retarded ten weeks.

On his recovery La Salle selected

from seventeen to twenty compan-
ions, amongst whom were Father

Donay, Cavelier the priest, young
Cavelier the nephew, Joutel, Moran-

get, Duhaut, Larcheveque, Heins,

Liotel, Toten, De Marie, Teissier,

Saget, and the Indian hunter Nika.

La Salle addressed them in thrilling

and encouraging words, and, as^
Fa-

ther Donay says,
"
with that engag-

ing way which was so natural to

him," and on the I2th of January,
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1687, their simple preparations be-

ing made, it only remained for them

to turn their steps northward,
" And. like some low and mmirnruUpell,
To whisper but one word farewell.

As they journeyed on they had to

cross many large rivers resorting

to the same means as in their trip

towards New Mexico and to tra-

verse vast prairies, to visit and be

entertained by the Indian tribes on

the route, to conciliate their friend-

ship, to secure most of their food by

hunting, and, in fine, encounter sim-

ilar scenes and incidents as on their

previous excursions. On the I5th of

March they arrived at a place where

I .a Salle had caused a quantity of

Indian corn and beans to be buried,

and he sent Duliaitt, Heins, Liotel,

Larcheveque, Teissier, Nika, and his

footman, Saget, for it. The corn and

beans had disappeared, discovered,

probably, by the unerring scent of

the Indians; but the gun of Nika

supplied their place with two buffa-

loes. They sent Saget to request

La Salle to allow them horses to

bring the meat, and he accordingly

despatched Moranget, De Marie,

and Saget with two horses for that

purpose. On arriving at the scene

Moranget found that the meat,

though quite fresh, had
(

been smok-

ed, and that the men had selected

certain parts of it and set them

aside for their own enjoyment, as

was usual with them. In a moment
of anger Moranget reproved them,

took away both the smoked meat

and reserved pieces, and threatened

to do as he pleased with it. Du-

haut, in whose heart an old grudge

against Moranget still survived, be-

came enraged, and adopted the

guilty resolve of ridding himself of

his enemy. He enticed Liotel and

Heins into a conspiracy to murder

not only Moranget, but also Saget

and Nika, whose faithful gun had

so often saved them from famine.

Liotel was the willing instrument to

do the horrid deed ;
at night, while

they were buried in sleep, he de-

spatched his victims. A blow ex-

tinguished the life of Nika; a sec-

ond that of Saget ;
but Moranget

lingered for two hours,
"
giving

every mark of a death precious in

the sight of God, pardoning his

murderers, and embracing them,"
till De Marie, who was not in the

plot, was compelled to complete the

bloody tragedy.
"
Come, thick'night.

And pall thee in the dunnest smoke of hell !

That my keen knife see not the wound it makrs
;

Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dirk
To cry, Hold ! hold P

The bloodthirsty desperadoes
did not, alas ! stop at this triple

murder; adding treason to their

horrid purposes, they resolved upon
the death of their commander, the

great and good La Salle, who had

ever been to them a father no less

than a leader. Three days elapsed,
and the dark purpose was only the

more firmly fixed in their guilty

souls. In the meantime La Salle

became alarmed for the safety of

Moranget, and, as if anticipating
what had happened, he asked in

the encampment if Duhaut and his

associates had not shown signs of

disaffection. He resolved at once

to go in search of his faithful friend.

The remainder of this bloody tra-

gedy we will give in the language

of Father Donay, who was an eye-

witness of it :

"Asking me to accompany him. he

look two Indians and set out. All tlie

way he conversed with me of matters of

piety, grace, and predestination ; expa-

tiating on all his obligations to God for

having saved him from so many dangers

during the last twenty years that he had

unversed America. He seemed to me

particularly penetrated with a sense of

God's benefits to him. Suddenly I saw

him plunged into a deep melancholy, for
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which he himself could not account; he
was so troubled that I did not know him

any longer. As this state was far from

being usual, I roused him from his leth-

argy. Two leagues after we found the

bloody cravat of his lackey (Saget), he

perceived two eagles flying over his

head, and at the same time perceived
some of his people on the edge of the

river, which he approached, asking them
what had become of his nephew. They
answered us in broken words, showing
us where we should find him. We pro-
ceeded some steps along the bank to the

fatal spot where two of these murderers
were hidden in the- grass, one on each

side, with guns cocked
;
one missed M.

de La Salle, the other at the same time

shot him in the head. He died an hour

after, on the K;th of March, 1687.
"

I expected the same fate
;
but this

danger did not occupy my thoughts, pene-
trated with grief at so cruel a spectacle.
I saw him fall a step from me, with his

face all full of blood
;

I watered it with

my tears, exhorting him to the best of my
power to die well. He had confessed

and fulfilled his devotions just before we
started

;
he had still time to recapitulate

a part of his life, and I gave him absolu-

tion. During his last moments he elicit-

ed ail the acts of a good Christian, grasp-

ing my hand at every word I suggested,
and especially at that of pardoning his

enemies. Meanwhile his murderers, as

much alarmed as I, began to strike their

breasts and detest their blindness. I

could not leave the spot where he had

expired without having buried him as

well as I could, alter which I raised a

cross over his grave.
" Thus died our wise commander

;
con-

stant in adversity, intrepid, generous,
engaging, dexterous, skilful, capable
of everything. He who for twenty
years had softened the fierce temper of

countless savage tribes was massacred

by the hands of 1iis own domestics, whom
he had loaded with caresses. He died
in the prime of life, in the midst of his

course and labors, without having seen
their success."

It has not been precisely ascer-

tained where the place of La Salle's

death is located
; but it is supposed

to have been on one of the streams

flowing into the Brazos, about forty
or fifty miles north of the present

town of Washington, in the State of
Texas.

As soon as Father Donay re-en-

tered the encampment, the good
and apostolical Cavelier, the bro-

ther of the deceased, read the sad

tragedy in his friend's countenance,
and exclaimed :

" Oh ! my poor
brother is dead." The grief of

Cavelier, Joutel, and the other faith-

ful companions of La Salle was un-

controllable. When the assassins

entered the encampment to plun-
der the effects of their murdertd

comraander, they found these faith-

ful men on their knees, prepared
for death. But the sight of the ven-
erable Cavelier, and perhaps some

regret at the deed they had com-

mitted, stayed their bloody work ;

and these were spared, on condi-
tion that they would not return to

France, though they several times

afterwards heard the murderers say

among themselves that they must

get rid of them, in order to save

themselves from the avenging arm
of justice. The assassins seized

upon the effects of La Salle, elected

Duhaut their leader, and resolved

to return to the Coenis Indians.

During several days they travelled

together, these wretches treating tin-

missionaries and friends of La Salle

as servants, imposing upon them

every hardship in crossing the many-
rivers they encountered. " Mean-
while," says Father Donay,

"
the

justice of God accomplished the

punishment of these men, in default

of human punishment." A dispute
arose between Duhaut and Heins
over the stolen property of La Salle,

in which the various guilty mem-
bers of their party took the one
side or the other. Heins, two days
afterwards, seizing the opportunity,
shot Duhaut through the heart with

a pistol in the presence of the

whole company. He died upon
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the spot. At the same moment
Ruter shot Liotel, the murderer

of Moranget, who survived several

hours
; and, while thus lingering,

another fired a blank cartridge near

his head, which set fire to his hair

and clothes, and he expired amidst

the flames. Heins now assumed

command, and would have killed

Larcheveque, a third member of

the band of assassins, but for the

intercession of Joutel. On reach-

ing the Coenis camp they found
these warriors about to start with

a large army against the Kanoatins,
and Heins, dressed in the rich

mantle of La Salle, to the great

disgust of his surviving relatives

and friends, went with them to join
in fresh deeds of carnage and crime.

Father Donay, Cavelier the priest,

Cavelier the nephew of La Salle,

Joutel, De Marie, Teissier, and a

young Parisian named Barthelemy,
now took their departure for the

Illinois, and, after journeying till

the 24th of July, they were greatly
relieved at beholding on the oppo-
site side of the river a large cross

and log hut, at the junction of the

Illinois and Mississippi, and in a

few moments they were united

with a small detachment stationed

there by Tonty. After remaining
a few days for rest and refreshment,

they started again on the ist of

August, and on the I4th arrived at

Fort Crevecceur, where they were
led immediately to the chapel, and
chanted the Te Z)eum, in thanks-

giving for their safe deliverance

from so many dangers, to which
others had fallen victims. Tonty
was absent from the fort on their

arrival, on a visit to the Illinois;

but on his return he received them
with great kindness, and supplied
them with every assistance. They
concealed from the faithful and de-

voted Tonty the death of his be-

loved friend and commander. In

the spring of 1688 they left the

fort for Quebec, whence they sailed

for France in August, arriving there

in October.

The fort in St. Bernard's Hay
was, after the death of La Salle,

attacked by the Indians, and the

whole company massacred except
three sons and a daughter of Tal-

on, and a young Frenchman named
Eustace de Breman, who were led

into captivity. The Spaniards also,

hearing of La Salle's movements
and of the presence of Frenchmen

among the Coenis Indians, sent out

a military force, who captured

Larcheveque and Grollet, who
were sent to Spain, where for some
time they were confined in prison,
and afterwards sent to Mexico to

work in the mines. The Talons
were rescued and sent to Mexico.

The two elder brothers entered the

Spanish navy, but were afterwards

restored to their country by the

capture of their vessel. The

younger brother and his sister

were retained some time in the ser-

vice of the Viceroy of Mexico, and
afterwards accompanied him to

Spain. Nothing further is known
of Breman and the others who
were taken captives by the Indi-

ans.

The will of La Salle, bearing
date the nth of August, 1681,
leaves his property to his cousin,
M. Franfois Plet, in gratitude for

his kindness and the assistance he

rendered to the great explorer in

his expeditions.
The following notice of La Salle

is given by a Catholic writer :

" Robert Cavelier de La Salle, the first

explorer wlio navigated Ontario, Erie,

Michigan, and Huron, deserves to be
enumerated among the great captains.
A native of Rouen, early employed in

the colonies, he had been instigated by
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the reports of missionaries to seek, through
the northern lakes, a passage to the Gulf
of .Mexico. Building a schooner on the

Cayuga Creek, he ascended the lakes in

1679, chanting the Te Deuin J.aiidnmus.

Carrying his boats over land from the
Miami to a branch of the Illinois River,
lie forced or found his way into the upper
Mississippi. For many years, with most
heroic constancy, this soul cf fire and
frame of iron was devoted to the task of

opening routes between the Golfs of St.

Lawrence and of Mexico, until he perish-
ed in his enterprise by the hands of two
of his own unworthy followers, on an
excursion into Texas, in 1687. The Catho-
lic character of La Salle is marked in

every act of his life. He undertook

nothing without fortifying himself by re-

ligion ;
he completed nothing without

giving the first-fruits of the glory to God.
He planted the cross wherever he land-

ed, even for an hour; he made the west-
ern desert vocal with songs, hymns of

thanksgiving and adoration. lie is the

worthy compeer of De Soto and Mar-

quette ;
he stood, sword in hand, under

the banner of the cross, the tutelary genius
of those great States which stretch away
from Lake Ontario to the Rio Grande.

Every league of that region he trod on
toot, and every league of its water he

navigated in frail canoes or crazy schoon-
ers. Above his tomb the northern pine
should tower

;
around it the Michigan

rose and the southern myrtle should

mingle their hues and unite their per-
fumes." *

In reviewing the history of the

last great enterprise of this remark-

able man, we can but recognize
three principal reasons of its failure :

first, the inferior characterofthemen
selected at Rochelle by his agents
to accompany the expedition a

cause of disaster which the virtues

and capacity of a Tonty, Joutel, and

Moranget could not neutralize
;

second, the hostility and narrow-

minded jealousy of Beatijeu, upon
whose co-operation so much de-

pended ; and, third, the misinfor-

mation in regard to the Gulf of

Mexico which he received at San

* McGec's Cati'i . Hist. A mtrica.

Domingo, and the prevailing igno-
rance of the times of the bearings
of the coast and of the latitudes,
which caused his expedition to miss
the object of its search. Mr. Sparks,
while according to him the posses-
sion of the highest qualities of mind
and soul, considered him wanting
in those qualities which are neces-

sary in order to secure the hearty
co-operation of men, to win their

affections as well as their obedience,
and, by yielding a little to their

weaknesses, secure the benefit of
their faithful services. It may be

said, however, that no man ever
had more faithful, self-sacrificing,
and deyoted followers than he, and
those who did not sympathize with
him were too ignorant and sordid
to appreciate his noble character or

his magnificent plans. The learned
historian at the same time remarks
that La Salle labors under the dis-

advantage of having to be judged
from the accounts of others, not all

of whom were his friends, and knew
little of his plans ;

for
"
not a single

paper from his own hand, not so

much as a private letter or a frag-
ment of his official correspondence,
has ever been published, or even
consulted by the writers on whose

authority alone we must rely for

the history of the transactions in

which he was concerned."
Mr. Sparks then pays the follow-

ing well-merited and eloquent tri-

bute to the character and services

of the illustrious commander :

"On the other hand, his capacity for

large designs and for devising the me-
thods and procuring the resources to

carry them forward, has few parallels

among the most eminent discoverers.
He has been called the Columbus of his

age ;
and if his success had been equal

to his ability and the compass of his plans
this distinction might justly be awarded
to him. As in great battles, so in enter-

prises, success crowns the commander
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wiih laurels, defeat covers him with clis-

grace, and perhaps draws upon him the

obloquy of t!i<; world, although he might
have fought as bravely and manoeuvred,

as adroitly in one case as in the other.

Fortune turns the scale and baffles the

efforts of human skill and prowess. In

some of the higher attributes of character,
such as personal courage and endurance,
undaunted resolution, patience under

trials, and perseverance in contending
with obstacles and struggling through
embarrassments that might appall the

stoutest heart, no man surpassed the

Sicur de La Salic. Not a hint appears

in any writer that lias come under notice

that casts a shade u;ui bis integrity or

honor. Cool and intrepid at all times,

never yielding for a moment to despair,
or even to despondency, he bore the

heavy burden of his calamities manfully
t.> the end and his hopes expired only
with his last Ineaih. To him must br

mainly ascribed the discovery of the vast

regions of the Mississippi Valley, and
the subsequent occupation and settlement

of them by the French
;
and his name

justly holds a prominent place ainon^
those which adorn the history of civilisa-

tion in the New World."

THE LOG CHAPEL ON THE RAPPAIIANNOCK.

ERECTED AD. i 57o-THE FIRST CHRISTIAN SHRINE IN THE OLD DOMINION.

VIUC.IMA is proud of her anti-

quity. She assumes the title of

Old Dominion ; she was long styled
the Mother of Presidents. But

really her antiquity is greater than

many know. Before the English
settlers landed on the shores of the

James Stephen Gomez and other

Spanish navigators had entered the

waters of the Chesapeake and con-

secrated that noble sheet of water

to the Virgin daughter of David's

line, as the H.iy of St. Mary, or the

Hay of the Mother of God.
The soldier of the cross followed

hard on the steps of the explorer.
As early as in 1536 St. Mary's Bay
is laid down on Spanish maps.
Oviedo mentions it in 1537, and
from that time pilots ranged the

coast, David Glavid, an Irishman,

being recorded as one who knew it

best. All agree as to its latitude,
its two capes, the direction of the

b:ty, and the rivers entering into it,

identifying beyond all pcradventure
<jur modern Chesapeake with the

St. Mary's Bay of the early Spanish

explorers. Though his attention

was called to it, the latest historian

of Virginia, misled by a somewhat
careless guide, robs his State of the

glory which we claim for her. The
sons of S. Dominic first planted the

cross on the shores of the Chesa-

peake, and bore away to civilized

shores the brother of the chief of

Axacan or Jacan, a district not far

from the Potomac. Reaching Mex-

ico, this chief attracted the notice

of Don Luis de Velasco, the just,

upright, disinterested Viceroy of

New Spain one of those model
rulers who, amid a population spur-
red on by a fierce craving for wealth,

never bent the knee to Mammon,
but lived so poor that he died ac-

tually in debt. This good man had

the Virginian chief instructed in the

Christian faith, and, when his dispo-

sitions seemed to justify the belief

in his sincerity and faith, the chief-

tain of the Rappahannock was bap-

tized, amid all the pomp and splen-
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dor of Mexico, in the cathedral of

that, city, the viceroy being his

god-father, and bestowing upon him
his own name, Don Luis de Velasco,

by which the Virginia chief is always

styled in Spanish annals.

Meanwhile, Coligny's French Hu-

guenots attempted to settle Flo-

rida
,
but their colony, which was

doomed to early extinction from its

very material and utter want of re-

ligious organization or any tie but

a mere spirit of adventure, was

crushed with ruthless cruelty by
Pedro Melendez, a brave but stern

Spanish navigator and warrior, in

whose eyes every Frenchman on

the sea was a pirate. Soon after

accomplishing his bloody work,
which left Spain in full possession
of the southern Atlantic coast, Me-

lendez, who had sent out vessels

to explore the coast, began his pre-

parations for occupying St. Mary's

Bay. The form of the northern

continent was not then known
;

much indeed of the eastern coast

had been explored, but so little was
the line of the western coast under-

stood that on maps and globes the

Pacific was shown as running nearly
into the Atlantic coast, as may be

seen in a curious copper globe pos-
sessed by the New York Historical

Society, but which once belonged
to Pope Marcellus II. Believing

that the Chesapeake, by the rivers

running into it, would easily lead to

the western ocean, Melendez spent
the winter of 1565 studying out the

subject with the aid of Don Luis

de Velasco and Father Urdaneta,

a missionary just arrived from

China by the overland route across

Mexico. Combining all the infor-

mation, he was led to believe that,

by ascending for eighty leagues a

river flowing into the bay, it was

necessary only to cross a mountain

ranafe to find two arms of the sea,

one leading to the French at New-
foundland, the other to the Pacific.

To many this will seem wild
; but it

is evident that Don Luis referred
to the great trail leading from the

Huron country through the territory
of the Five Nations to the land of

the Andastes on the Susquehanna,
by which the last-named tribe sold

furs on the tipper lakes, w'.ich

Svent down to the French at Brest

on the Gulf of St. Lawrence, while
the upper lakes were the arm of the

sea stretching westward, as was sup-

posed, to China. An adventurous

Frenchman, Stephen Brule, some
few years later followed tin's trail

from the St. Lawrence to the Sus-

quehanna. Melendez, however,

misinterpreted it. To his mind the

upper waters of the Chesapeake, the

Potomac and Susquehanna, then

known as the Espiritu Santo and

Salado, were to be the great carry-

ing place of eastern trade.

Anxious to secure for his own

country so important a pass, Melen-

dez, in 1566, despatched to St.

Mary's Bay a vessel bearing thirty
soldiers and two Dominican Fa-

thers to begin a station in Axacan
or Jacan, near the Chesapeake.
These pioneers of the faith were
escorted or guided by Don Luis de

Velasco. Of these missionaries we
seek in vain the names. Perhaps
their fellow-religious now laboring
on the banks of the Potomac will

be stimulated to trace up these

early labors of the sons of S. Do-
minic

; though we must admit that

Spanish chronicles do not speak of

them witli praise. In fact, they as-

sert that these missionaries, corrupt-

ed by an easy life in Peru, had no

taste for a laborious mission in Vir-

ginia, though perhaps they learned

the real state of affairs in that land,

and, taught by Father Cancer's fate,

felt that the attempt would be fatal
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to all. Certain it is that the whole

party took alarm. They forced the

captain to weigh anchor, and, leav-

ing the -capes on either hand, steer

straight to Spain. The Dominican

missions in Spanish Florida, which

began with the glorious epic of

lather Cancer's devoted heroism,
. losed with this feeble effort to

plant the Gospel on the shores of

the Chesapeake ; yet they, too, like

the earlier discoverers, undoubtedly
consecrated to Mary and the Rosary
the land which in its names, Virginia

and Maryland, yet recalls the Bless-

ed Virgin Mary, to whom the bay
was first consecrated.

Four years later saw Melendez

himself in Spain, full of his projects,

and bent on carrying them out.

The sons of S. Ignatius Loyola, full

of the early vigor of their institute,

were in Florida. The new mission,

begun in 1566, had already a martyr
in Father Peter Martinez, of Celda,

in the Diocese of Saragossa, who
was shipwrecked on the coast, and

put to death by the Indians not far

from St. Augustine. It had its de-

voted laborers in Father John
Rogel, of Pamplona, Father Sedeno,

and Brother Villaroel, who sought
to win to Christ the Indians near

St. Augustine and Port Royal, and

who had established an Indian

school at Havana to help the great

work, Brother Baez being the first

to compile a grammar. To extend

these missions as far as the Chesa-

peake was a subject which Melen-

dez laid before S- Francis Borgia,

then recently made general of the

order, after having acted as com-

missary of the Spanish missions. A
letter of S. Pius V. encouraged
Melendez, and with the co-opera-

tion of these two saints the project-

ed mission to the Chesapeake took

iorm at last. Perhaps some of the

clergy in Maryland and Virginia
VOL xx. 54

remember the personal interest of

these saints in the field where they
are now laboring; but we fear that

the fact has been forgotten. Let
us trust that mure than one church
of S. Pius V. will be monuments of

his interest in the land where the

next pope that bore his nnme es-

tablished the first episcopal see on
the coast that of Baltimore and

religion has taken such gigantic

steps under the fostering care of

Popes Pius VII. and Pius IX.

When the founder of Florida

was thus earnestly engaged in Spain
in promoting the spiritual welfare

of the colony, Don Luis de Velasco,
the Virginian chief, was still beyond
the Atlantic, a grave, intelligent
man of fifty, well versed in Spanish
affairs, to all appearance a sincere

and correct Christian and a friend

of the Spaniards. With every mark
of joy he offered to return to his

native land of Axacan, and there do
all in his power to further the

labors of the missionaries who
should be sent to instruct his bro-

ther's tribe. So powerful a coad-

jutor was welcomed by all, and ere

long Don Luis stood on the deck
of a staunch Spanish ship, with a

band of Jesuits destined to reinforce

those already laboring on the

Florida mission. This pious party-

consisted of Father Luis de Quiros,
a native of Xerez de la Frontera, in

Andalusia, with Brothers Gabriel

Gomez, of Granada, and Sancho de

Zevallos, of Medina de Rio Seco,
all selected for the great work

by S. Francis Borgia himself. In

November the vessel anchored be-

fore the Spanish fort Santa Elena,
which stood on the island of South

Carolina's famous Port Royal, that

still bears the name of the sainted

mother of Constantine.

The Jesuit mission of Florida

had been erected into a vice-pro-
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vince under Father John Baptist^

Segura. This estimable religious
was a native of Toledo, who had,

while pursuing his theological course

of study, entered the Society of

Jesus at Alcala on the Qth of April,

1566. S. Francis, who knew him

well, entertained the highest esteem

for Segura's virtues and personal

merit, and took him from the rector-

ship of the College of Vallisoleta

in 1568 to assume the direction of

the vice-province of Florida. For

two years had he labored with sad

discouragement in the forbidding
field among the Floridian tribes,

cheered by letters of his superiors
rather than by any hope of success

that as yet seemed to dawn on his

exertions.

He was at Santa Elena when Fa-

ther Quiros arrived, bearing the

instructions for the establishment

of the new mission on the shores of

the Chesapeake.
That missionary had become dis-

couraged and disheartened. All

his labors and those of his associate

missionaries among the Calos In-

dians, on the southern coast of

Florida, had proved utterly unavail-

ing. No impression could be made
on the flinty hearts of those treach-

erous and cruel tribes, which, in-

deed, to the end resisted the calls of

divine grace. The labors of the

Jesuit missionaries on the coast of

South Carolina were scarcely more

encouraging. The attempts to

civilize and convert found hearers

only as long as food and presents
were given.

Father Segura resolved for a

time to abandon the unpromising
field, and turn all their energies to

an Indian school at Havana, where
children from the Florida tribes

could be carefully instructed, so as

to form a nucleus for future Chris-

tian bands in their native tribes.

But the voice of S. Francis recalled

him to sterner labors, and he re-

solved to go in person to the new
field opened to them in Axacan,
where the influence of Don Luis

and the character of the tribes

seemed to promise more consoling
results. He accordingly directed

the experienced Father Rogel to

remain at Santa Elena in charge
of the missions there, and selected

eight associates for his new mission.

These were Father Luis de Quiros,
Brothers Gabriel Gomez and Sancho

Zevallos, already mentioned, with

Brother Peter de Linares and John
Baptist Mendez, Christopher Re-

dondo, and Gabriel de Solis, who
with Alphonsus, destined to be the

sole survivor, seem to have been four

Indian boys from their school at Ha-

vana, and regarded as novices, train-

ed already to mission work as cate-

chists. Such was the missionary

party that was to plant the cross in

Axacan and open the way for

Christianity to China by a new
route.

With the influence and support
of Don Luis they would need no

Spanish aid
;
and as experience had

shown them that soldiers were

sometimes a detriment to the mis-

sion they were intended to protect,

these devoted missionaries deter-

mined to trust themselves entirely,

alone and unprotected, in the hands

of the Indians.

On his side Don Luis made every

promise as to the security of the

persons of the missionaries confid-

ed to his care by the adelantado of

Florida. "They shall lack no-

thing," he declared.
"

I will always
be at hand to aid them."

On the 5th of August, 1570, this

little mission colony sailed from

Santa Elena, and in that enervating
heat must have crept slowly enough

along the coast and up the Chesa-
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peake; for it was not till the loth

of September that they reached the

country of Don Luis, which is styl-

ed in Spanish accounts Axacan or

Jacan.
Where was the spot termed "

I.a

Madre de Dios de Jacan"? Our

Lady of Axacan (or, as we should

write it, Ahacan or Hacan). Pre-

cisely where no map or document
has yet been found to show. It

was evidently near the Susquehanna
(Salado) or the Potomac (Espiritu

Santo), the two rivers at the head

of the bay known to Melendez, and

by which he hoped to reach China.

That it could not have been the

Susquehanna seems clear from the

fact that, being to the eastward, it

would not naturally be the shortest

route
; and, moreover, that river was

in tbose days, and till far in the

ensuing century, held by a warlike

tribe of Huron origin, living in pali-

saded towns, while the tribe of Don
Luis, who dwelt at Axacan, were

evidently nomads of the Algonquin
race.

We are therefore led to look for

it on the Potomac, the Espiritu
Santo of the early Spanish naviga-
tors. The vessel that bore the de-

voted Vice-Provincial Father Segura
and two other Spanish vessels some
time afterwards ascended this river

for a considerable distance to a

point whence they proceeded to the

country of Don Luis, which, as let-

ters show, lay on a river six miles

off, and which they might have
reached directly by ascending that

river, though it was always passed

by the pilots, being regarded, ap-

parently, as less navigable and safe.

The Rappahannock at once suggests
itself as answering the conditions

required to explain the Spanish ac-

counts.

On the Potomac there is to this

d.iy a spot called Occoquan, which

is near enough to the Spanish Axa-
can to raise a suspicion of their

identity. Not far below it the Po-
tomac and Rappahannock, in their

sinuous windings, approach so close-

ly as to increase the resemblance to

the country described.

The land that met the eyes of

the missionary pioneers in the wil-

derness of Virginia was not one to

raise fond hopes or sustain delu-

sions. A long sterility had visited

Florida and extended even to the

Chesapeake. Its effects were even
more striking. Of all that the de-

scriptions of Don Luis had prepar-
ed them to find in Axacan there

was absolutely nothing to be seen.

Just come from Florida and its vi-

cinity, with its rich, luxuriant vege-
tation, with fruits of spontaneous

growth, they beheld a less favored

land, bare and parched with a six

years' sterility, with the starving rem-

nants of decimated and thrice de-

cimated tribes. The wretched in-

habitants looked upon Don Luis,

their countryman, as if sent from

heaven, and, seeing him treated with

honor, they received the Spaniards
with every demonstration of good-
will, though they were so destitute

that they could not offer the new-
comers any fruit or maize..

With the winter fast approaching,
it seemed almost madness for Father

Segura and his companions to at-

tempt to establish themselves in this

unpromising land; but the previous
failure of the Dominican Fathers,

the almost chiding words of S. Fran-

cis Borgia, and the deep interest

manifested by Melendez in the suc-

cess of the attempt, apparently de-

cided the question against all ideas

of expediency or mere worldly pru-
dence.

The researches of the late Buck-

ingham Smith in the Spanish ar-

chives not only brought to light many
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points tending to fix the position
of Axacan, but were also rewarded

by finding two letters written at

this point by these early apostles
of Virginia. The father provin-
cial wrote to the king ; his associate,
Father Quiros, addressed his letters

to Melendez, and Father Segura
added a few words, urging prompt
relief. These last have fortunately
thus reached us. Father Quiros
wrote :

"
Seeing, then, the good-will

which this people displayed al-

though, on the other hand, as I said,

they are so famished that all ex-

pected to perish of hunger and cold

this winter, as many did in preced-

ing winters, because it is very hard
for them to find the roots on which

they usually sustain themselves the

great snows which fall in this land

preventing their search seeing also

the great hope there is of the con-

version of this people and the ser-

vice of our Lord and his Majesty,
and a way to the mountains and

China, etc., it seemed to the Provin-

cial Father Segura that we should

venture to remain with so few ship-

stores and provisions, though we
ate on the way two of the four bar-

rels of biscuit and the little flour

they gave us for the voyage."

They resolved to stay, seeing no

danger except that of famine; for

they urged speedy relief.
"
It is

very necessary that you should en-

deavor, if possible, to supply us with

all despatch ;
and if it be impossible

to do so in winter, at least it is ne-

cessary that in March, or, at the

furthest, early in April, a good sup-

ply be sent, so as to give all these

people wherewith to plant."
The pilot of the vessel, short of

provisions from the time lost on

reaching Axacan, put the missiona-

ries hastily ashore on the nth of

September, and the next day sail-

ed,
"
leaving us in this depopulated

land with the discomforts already
described," say the missionaries.

It was arranged between the mis-
sionaries and this pilot that, about
the time of his expected return,

they would have Indians on the

lookout, apparently at the mouth
of the river, who were to build sig-
nal-fires to attract attention. On
seeing these beacons he was to give
them a letter for the missionaries.
The little band of Christians be-

held the vessel hoist her sail and
glide down the river. They stood
alone in a wild land, far from aid
and sympathy. Two priests, three

religious, Don Luis, and four other
Indian converts, formed the little

Christendom. But their destination
was not yet reached. Guided by
Don Luis, they took up their march
for the river six miles off, Indians

bearing some of their scanty sup-
plies, the missionaries themselves

carrying their chapel service, books,
and other necessaries. After this

portage they embarked on the river

which they might have ascended,
and which seems evidently the Rap-
pahannock and thus penetrated
some two leagues or more further

into the country to the villages of

the tribe.

Yet, even before they left the

banks of the Potomac they were
called upon to commence their

ministry.
" The cacique, brother

of Don Luis, having," says Father

Quiros,
"
a son three years old very

sick, who was seven or eight leagues
from here, as it seemed to him to

be on the point of death, he was
instant that we should go to bap-
tize it; wherefore it occurred to the

vice-principal to send one of us by
night to baptize it, as it was very
near death."

The Indians on the Rappahan-
nock did not dwell in palisaded
towns, like the Conestogas on the
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Susquehanna, and tlicir kindred, the

Five Nations, in New York. From
the Spanish accounts they dwelt in

scattered bands, each forming a lit-

tle hamlet of a few cabins, each

house in the midst of its rude gar-

den
; forthey cultivated littleground,

depending on the spontaneous pro-
ductions of the earth : acorns, nuts,

berries, and roots. Such were they
when Smith described them thirty

years later, when Powhatan, residing
on the James, ruled over the scatter-

ed bands as far as the Rappahannock.
It was evidently among that tribe,

so well known to us by Smith's de-

scriptions, that Father Segura and
his companions began their labors,

and Powhatan may well have been

a son of the cacique, brother of Don
Luis.

The accounts of the subsequent

proceedings of the little mission

colony are derived from Alphonsus,
one of the Indian boys, and are

somewhat obscure. They make
the journey to the hamlets of the

tribe a weary one through wood and

desert and marsh, loaded with their

baggage, and living on roots, and

not the short journey which Father

Quiros anticipated. His letter

stated that the Indian canoes were

all broken ;
it was probably found

impossible to attempt to repair

them, and the whole party trudged
on by the riverside to their desti-

nation.

The hamlet first reached was a

wretched one, tenanted only by

gaunt and naked savages, who bore

the famine imprinted on their whole

forms. Here amid the tent-like

lodges of the Indians, made of poles
bound together and covered with

mats and bark, Father Segura and

his companions erected a rude

house of logs, the first white habi-

tation in that part of America

first church of the living God, first

dwelling-place of civilized men ; for

one end was devoted to their cha-

pel, while the other was their simple

dwelling. Here doubtless, before

the close of September, 1570, tin-

little community recited their Office

together, and, under the tuition of

Don Luis, began to study the lan-

guage. Here, at this modest altar,

the Holy Sacrifice was for the first

time offered by the two priests.

Nowhere on the continent to the

northward were the sacred rites then

heard, unless, indeed, at Brest, in

Canada. Greenland, with its bishop
and clergy and convents, was a

thing of the past ; Cartier's colony,
on the St. Lawrence, had been

abandoned. The Chapel of the

Mother of God, at Jacan, was the

church of the frontier, the outpost
of the faith.

As Father Segura had foreseen

that he must winter there, and might
not receive any supplies before

March or April, he doubtless began,
like his Indian neighbors, to lay up
a store of provisions for the long
winter. Acorns, walnuts, chestnuts,

and chinquapins were regularly

gathered by the natives, as well as

persimmons and a root like a po-

tato, growing in the swampy lands.

Game must have been scarce on

that narrow peninsula between two

rivers, and they had no means of

hunting. Though the rivers of

Virginia teemed with fish, we find

no indication that the missionaries

were supplied with means of deriv-

ing any food from that source.

For a time Don Luis remained

with them, showing all deference

and respect to Father Segura. In

his letter to Melendez Father

Quiros gives the impression he had

made upon them up to that time.

and from which it is evident that

they had no suspicion of his treach-

ery. "Don Luis," says he, "acts
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well, as was expected of him, and is

very obedient to all that the father

enjoins on him, with much respect
as well for the provincial as for the

rest of us that are here, and he
commends himself earnestly to your
worship, to all his other friends and
masters."

This good disposition may have
been sincere at first, but, as too of-

ten happens in such cases, old

habits returned ; he became Indian
with the Indians, rather than Span-
ish with the Spaniards. Ere long
lie abandoned the missionaries al-

together, and went off to another

hamlet, distant from it a day's

journey and a half.

The mission party were not yet

sufficiently versed in the language
to dispense with the aid of Don
Luis as interpreter, and his influence

was constantly needed among the

lawless natives. Feeling this, Father

Segura several times sent one of the

young men to urge Don Luis to re-

turn, but he put them off constantly
with false statements or unmeaning
promises. In this way the winter

wore away, with gloomy forebodings
in the hearts of the pioneer priests
in the log chapel on the Rappahan-
nock. The only hope that cheered

and sustained them was that the

ship would speedily return from
Santa Elena with the supplies they
needed for themselves and the seed-

corn for the natives, whom they

hoped to persuade to cultivate

more, and depend less on the pre-
carious means of sustenance. Mean-

while, as January, 1571, was drawing
to a close, Father Segura resolved

to make a last effort to move the

heart of the recreant Don Luis.

He sent Father Quiros, with Bro-

thers de Solis and Mendez, to the

hamlet where he resided, to make
a last appeal. The priest, who had
so long known him, endeavored to

recall him to higher and better feel-

ings. The unhappy man made
many excuses for his absence, and
continued to beguile the missionary
with promises ;

but his heart was

given up to deadly malice. He
had renounced Christianity, and
doomed its envoys to death. As
Father Quiros and his two compan-
ions turned sadly away to depart
from the place and rejoin their

suffering companions, a shower of

arrows whizzed through the air.

Quiros and his companions fell,

pierced by the sharp flinty arrows
of the apostate and his followers.

Virginia had its first martyrs of

Christ. Their bodies were at once

stripped and subjected to all the

mutilations that savage fancy in-

spired.
Father Segura, with the three bro-

thers and two other Indian youths,
had spent the interval in prayer,

anxiety deepening as no sign of

Father Quiros appeared. On the

fourth day the yells and cries that

were borne on the chilly air an-

nounced the approach of a large

party, and in a short time Don Luis

appeared, arrayed in the cassock
of Father Quiros, attended by his

brother, the cacique, and a war-

party armed with clubs and bows.
He sternly demanded from the

missionaries their knives and axes

used for chopping wood, knowing
that with them alone could they
make any defence. These were
surrendered without remonstrance.
Father Segura saw that the end
was come. The long-delayed ship
would be too late. He prepared
his companions to die. They
doubtless gathered around the altar

where the Holy Sacrifice had just
been offered. Then the apostate

gave a signal, and his warriors

rushed upon the defenceless and un-

resisting mission party, and slaugh-
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tered all but Alphonsus, who was

protected by a brother of Don Luis,

more humane than that fallen man.

The bodies of his victims, Father

.Segura, Brothers Gomez, Linares,

and Zevallos, and the Indian no-

vice, Christopher Redondo, were

then, we are told, buried beneath

their chapel-house. The shrine of

the Mother of God was doubtless

pillaged, perhaps demolished
;
the

lamp of Christian light was extin-

guished, and pagan darkness again

prevailed in the Kind.

As nearly as could be ascertained,

the martyrdom of Father Quiros oc-

curred on Sunday, the 4th of Febru-

ary, 1571 ;
that of Father Segura a

few days later.

Why had their countrymen in

Florida so cruelly neglected them,
in spite of the urgent letters taken

back by the pilot? It was probably
because, Melendez being absent, the

letters were sent to Spain, and the

pilot did not fully reveal the desti-

tute condition in which he had left

the mission colony. Brother Vin-

cent Gonzalez was urgent to bear

relief to the vice-provincial, but he

was put off with the pretext that no

pilot could be found to run along
the coast from Port Royal to the

Chesapeake. It was not till spring
that the good brother succeeded in

getting a vessel and some Spaniards
to proceed to the relief of his supe-

rior, as to whose welfare great anx-

iety was now felt. They ran up the

Potomac, and reached the spot
where Segura had landed. Indian

runners had descried the vessel

when it entered the river, and, when
the Spanish craft came to anchor,

Indians were there to meet them,
and the garb of the missionaries was

seen in the distance But the

treacherous red men failed to lure

them ashore with this device, al-

though some came forward, crying,

"
See the fathers who came to us.

We have treated them well ; come
and see them, and we will treat you
likewise."

On the contrary, suspecting

treachery from the fact that the

pretended fathers did not hasten

down to meet them, the Spaniards
not only avoided landing, but, seiz-

ing two of the treacherous natives,

sailed back to Port Royal.

Melendez, soon after returning
from Spain, heard their report, and
with characteristic energy resolved

to punish the crime. Taking a

small but staunch and fleet vessel,

with a sufficient force, he sailed in

person to the Chesapeake in 1572,

bearing with him Father Rogel and
Brother Villareal. He evidently
ran up the Potomac, as the other

vessel had done, to the spot already
familiar to the pilots. Here he

landed the Spanish soldiers, and

unfurled the standard of Spain on

the soil of Virginia. Marching in-

land, this determined man soon cap-
tured several Indians. They were

interrogated, and at once confessed

that the whole mission party had
been cruelly murdered, but they
laid the blame of the terrible crime

on the apostate Don Luis. Appa-
rently, by one of them Melendez
sent word to the tribe that he would
not harm the innocent, but he in-

sisted on their delivering up Don
Luis. But that false Christian, on

seeing the Spanish vessel, fled with

his brother, the cacique, and all at-

tempts to arrest them failed. The
brother who had saved the Indian

boy Alphonsus, however, came for-

ward to meet Melendez, bringing
to him the only survivor of Father

Segura's pious band. The ade-

lantado received him with every
mark of pleasure.
From this boy was obtained a

detailed account of all that had
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happened after the departure of

the vessel which left the mission-

aries on the bank of the Potomac.

The statement is, of course, the

basis of all the accounts we pos-

sess of the fate of the log chapel
on the Rappahannock and the lit-

tle Jesuit community gathered to

serve it.

The Spanish commander arrested

a number of Indians ;
and when

Alphonsus had pointed out those

concerned in the tragedy, Melendez

hung eight of them at the yard-arm
of his vessel. Father Rogel pre-

pared them all for death, instructing

them, we presume, by the aid of the

young survivor, and had the con-

solation of baptizing them.

After this summary act of retri-

butive justice, the founder of St.

Augustine, with his mail-clad force,

embarked, and the Spanish flag

floated for the last time over the

land of Axacan.
Father Rogel was loath to leave

the country without bearing with

him the precious remains of his

martyred brethren
;
but Melendez

could not venture so far from his

ship, and his force was too small to

divide. The Jesuit Father could

bear away, as a relic, only a cruci-

fix which had been in the log cha-

pel. Divine vengeance is said to

have overtaken those who profaned
the sacred vessels, and especially
an attempt to injure this crucifix

;

first one, then two others, having
been struck dead. It was subse-

quently placed by Father Rogel in

the College of Guayala.
Some thirty-five years later an

English colony entered a river, to

which they gave the name of Mary
Stuart's son. The Indians from
that river to the Rappahannock
were ruled by Powhatan

;
and it is

worthy of remark that Raphe Ha-
mor, one of the earliest settlers,

states that Powhatan 's tribe were
driven from their original abode by
the Spaniards. They were Algon-
quins, and did not come from Flori-

da. They were, in all probability,
the very tribe among whom Father

Segura laid down his life. Powha-
tan, represented as then a man of

sixty, might, at twenty-five, have
witnessed or taken part in the mar-

tyrdom.
Such is the history of the first

community of the Society of Jesus
in the Old Dominion, of which they
were the first white occupants. Do-
minicans began the work by con-

verting Don Luis, Jesuits followed

it up by actual possession, by erect-

ing a chapel, by instituting a regu-
lar community life, by instructing,

baptizing, and hallowing the land

by the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass.

The flag of Spain and the flag of

England have alike passed away,
but on the banks of the Potomac

Jesuit and Dominican are laboring
side by side three hundred years af-

ter the martyrdom of Segura, Qui-
ros, and their companions.'

Fredericksburg, which cannot be

far from the early Chapel of the

Mother of God, revives its name in

her Church of St. Mary of the Im-
maculate Conception ;

and other

churches of the same invocation

seem to declare that, as of old, so

now we may say,
" This is indeed

the Blessed Virgin's land."
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NEW PUBLICATIONS.

A LETTER ADDRESSED TO His GRACE
THE DUKE OF NORFOLK, ON THE OCCA-

SION OK MR. GLADSTONE'S RECENT EX-

POSTULATION'. By John Henry Newman,
D.D.,of the Oratory. New York : The
( 'atholic Publication Society, 9 Warren
Street. 1875.

Tliis Letter has two aspects. It is a

reply on behalf of the Catholics of Eng-
land to Mr. Gladstone's charge. It is

also a polemical pamphlet respecting a

domestic controversy with other leaders

of the Catholic body in England. In its

first aspect it is not only masterly in style

and argument, and marked with the evi-

dence of rare learning, as anything from

the author's pen is sure to be, but, to a

certain point, conclusive and unanswer-

able. It proves that Mr. Gladstone's ap-

peal to English Catholics to separate

themselves from the doctrine and polity

of their spiritual sovereign, the Pope, is

an arrow shot in the air. It proves that

his charge against the Catholic hierarchy

of having changed in spirit and princi-

ple, in dogma and in action, in attitude

and in aims, is baseless and absurd. It

refutes the charge that Catholics are in-

tellectually and morally in a state of ser-

vile bondage. Several other minor and

incidental tm'ng= arc proved, and on the

whole it makes an important point in

the controversy about the relation of

the Catholic religion to civil sovereignty,

and the civil rights and duties of the

temporal order, as distinct from the spiri-

tual. It does not, and could not be ex-

pected to, establish the great fundamental

truth opposed to Mr. Gladstone's error,

viz., the positive Catholic doctrine of the

relation of the church to the state, in sf,

and the firm, immovable basis which

that doctrine places for just political

sovereignty and corresponding subjec-

tion to rest on, while securing the divine

rights of the church and her members,

and the duties correlative to those rights.

It is Dr. Newman's misfortune that a

base and dishonest act of some one of

the pestilent set of detectives of the press,

or the other sneak-thisves who prowled

about the purlieus of the Vatican Coun-

cil, filching secret information in order to

make eligible paragraphs in newspapers,
placed him in a position before the

world embarrassing both to himself and
to many of his warmest friends. The
embarrassment of which we speak did

not imply any falling away from the faith

of a Catholic or the holiness of a religious

priest. Yet it left a sentiment of disap-

pointment, which the present pamphlet
docs not altogether remove, that Dr.
Newman failed to add lustre to his arms,
instead of merely preserving unstained
what he had already acquired.
The fading impression of this disap-

pointment would have been wholly effac-

ed if Dr. Newman had not, in his reply
to Mr. Gladstone, renewed it by a certain

manner of vague and general expression
of discontent with a number of his fellow.

Catholics considered by him as extreme
or injudicious in their doctrine, or way
of expressing it, or their measures for

promoting the growth of the Cathol it-

Church. There may, very well, be indi-

viduals deserving his severe language.
We have occasion in this 'country to

lament at extravagant representations of

Catholic doctrines, harsh and unjust
censure of persons or opinions, and
other excesses on the part of individuals

professing to be specially orthodox and
devoted to the Holy See. We think, how-

ever, that Dr. Newman's language will

be understood to apply generally to those

persons and those writers for the press
in England and Europe who were active

and zealous in promoting the definition

of infallibility by the Vatican Council.
If it is true that it has this extension, we
feel bound to express our painful sense
of the wrong done to a body of th best

and truest advocates of the Catholic
cause who are to be found among our
ranks.

In respect to the infallibility and
supreme authority of the Pope, we
consider that Dr. Newman, whose doc
trinal soundness was always really un-

questionable, has given new and ex-

plicit evidence which must satisfy even-
careful reader of the pamphlet who is

competent to judge of theological mat-
ters. We have carefully scrutinized every
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phrase and proposition, and find nothing
which in our judgment is contrary to

Catholic doctrine. .In respect to the theo-

logical opinions and the tone of argu-
ment and expression of the venerable
and illustrious author, we think he is

sometimes open to criticism, as at least

ambiguous, if not inaccurate
;
and in re-

spect to one point, which does not occur
as a direct statement of opinion, but as a

record of a doubt in his mind expressed
in a letter to a friend written several

years ago, viz., the famous question of
" moral unanimity," that the position
there taken is altogether untenable.

Dr. Newman frankly assumes the rule

of a "
minimizer," in which his confrere,

Father Ryder, figured with so much abi-

lity in his controversy with Dr. Ward.
We have always thought that Father Ry-
der proved fairly that his own positions,

essentially considered, are within the li-

mits of that liberty of opinion which the

Catholic doctrine permits. To a certain

extent we approve of "minimizing."
That is, we approve of not exacting as a

test of orthodoxy, and :is per se obliga-

tory under pain of sin, belief in more
than the \awcertainly requires. But we
are most cordially hostile to the system
of economy in teaching and practice,
which inculcates and recommends only
the minimum in doctrine, pious opinion,
or devotion. We do not attribute the

advocacy of such a system to Dr. New-
man, yet we think it important to cau-

tion the readers of his pamphlet against

drawing such an inference from his lan-

guage.
In speaking of the Syllabus, in parti-

cular, we fear that he has spoken in such
a way that some readers will infer that

they may disregard it altogether. He
says it has no dogmatic authority. That
it has not, \-y itself, the quality of a com-

plete and independent dogmatic docu-

ment, we may concede. It is a supple-
ment to a whole series of doctrinal pro-

nouncements, of the nature of a catalogue
of the errors condemned in them. Yet
all the errors enumerated are really con-

demned by virtue of the sentence pro-
nounced against them in the whole series

of pontifical acts. It is not lawful for

any Catholic to hold any one of them.

Their interpretation is to be sought, by
those who are competent to do so, in the

original doctrinal pronouncements of the

Holy Father, and by the rest of the faith-

ful in the explanation of their pastors,

and others who explain them under their

sanction. So also, although a condem-
nation of some particular system of mix-
ed education e.g., in Ireland does not
involve infallibility, but only authority
to which obedience is due, yet an ex cct-

thetlrd judgment of the Pope defining as
a general proposition that mixed educa-
tion is dangerous, is an infallible judg-
ment on a question of morals.

Moreover, although the condemnation
of errors frequently leaves a margin for

discussion respecting the full import and
extent of the condemned error and the

precise limits of the contradictory truth

which is affirmed, there is always some-
thing positively and certainly decreed,
over and above the fact that there is an
error of some sort." Frequently, ihe

meaning is obvious
; and, at least'gener-

ally, it is soon settled by the agreement
of theologians, so far as its essence
is concerned. We cannot criticise in

detail every particular statement or ex-

pression in this pamphlet which, in our
view, falls shortiof a clear and unmis-
takable and complete expression of cor-

rect theological doctrine. Dr. Newman's
particular line has led' through so many
caveats, exceptions, limitations,, so much
subtle balancing of opposite weights, and
of what he consents to call

"
minimizing,"

with which ordinary readers, are not fa-

miliar, that he leaves the impression that

truth, infallible teaching, the authority of
the chfirch, even the Catholic faith, is

something to be afraid of, to be guarded
against, somewhat as Englishmen feel

about a standing army.. We would pre-
fer that, instead of being apparently so
solicitous to assure weak brethren and
timid converts that they need not believe
so much as they are afraid of being made
to, he would speak out with a more clear,

ringing, and full note of his own peculiar,

unequalled melody, to persuade qnd en-

courage them to believe and confide in

the church of God and in their prelate?,

joyously, fearlessly, enthusiastically,
with the noble spirit worthy of the chil-

dren of God. We do not like to hear our
enemies call Dr. Newman the head of a

party of liberal Catholics in England,
and set him over against his archbishop,
and pervert his language into a weapon
against the Council of the Vatican. We
do not like to have to vindicate him from
the praise of anti-Catholic writers, and to

qualify the approbation which we would
Like to give to the productions of his sub-
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tile and erudite genius by
"
minimizing

"

criticism. lie once wrote of himself,

" Time w, I shrank from what wa right,

For fear of what was wrong."

Something of the same mood seems to

have come over his sensitive heart in his

M-clusion from active, ecclesiastical life,

during the Council of the Vatican, and to

have nol quite withdrawn its penumbra.
\Vi: are reminded of S. Gregory Nazi-'

anzen, complaining of councils and of

S. Basil, as lie went away weary from

Constantinople into retirement; and of

S. Col man, gathering up his relics lo

quit Lindisfarne and escape from S.

Wilfrid. These were weaknesses of

saints, but still weaknesses, and it was

tlieir heroism and not their weakness

which made them worthy of our venera-

tion. We trust that Dr. Newman will

remember that there are some others to

be thought of besides those who are

weak in the faith and his own petite

clientelle in England ;
and that he will

not close his career without one more

deed of prowess, which shall discomfit

the enemies of the Holy See and the

Catholic faith, and show that his pennon
still flutters beside those of his fellow-

champions.

FATHER EUDES, APOSTOLIC MISSIONARY,

AND HIS FOUNDATIONS, 1601-1874. By
the Chevalier De Montzcy. With a

brief of approval from his Holiness

Pius IX. Boston : Patrick Donahoe.

1874-
We have read this book with pleasure,

and have been glad to learn something
of the Congregation of Eudists one which

deserves especial honor for its loyalty to

the Holy See and the glorious death of

some of its members at the massacre of

the Cannes in Paris during the French

Revolution. The author, who is a grand-

nephew of Father Eudes and of the

famous historian Mezcray who was his

brother, is a soldier by profession, and

his style has a freshness and novelty

about it quite refreshing in hagiography,
and contrasting very favorably with some

other specimens, which reflect more credit

on the piety than on the literary qualifi-

cations of their writers. Father Eudes
was originally an Oratorian

;
but after the

death of Father de Condren, when the

Oratory became infected with Jansenism,
he left it to found a new congregation of

priests, living in community without re-

ligious vows, and devoted (omissions and
the instruction of young ecclcsi.istics in

seminaries. He was a duly apostolic
man, and his work was crowned with

success. Dispersed by the French Revo
luUflfi, his congregation has been since

irvivcd, and appears to be at present

chiefly engaged in the work of secular

education. The history of the French

Oratory is both singular and instructive.

An institute formed by Cardinal d<

rullc, and including among its members
such men as Malcbranchc, Massillon,

Mascaron, Father de Condren, and Fa
ther Eudes, would seem to have promis-
ed a most complete success. Yet it

perished utterly and ignominiously
through the deadly contamination of

Jansenism. It has been restored within

a few years past, and is now as strongly
marked by fidelity to the Holy See and
to the spirit of its saintly founders as it

was by faithlessness to both in the period
of its dissolution. Yet its past history
will ever remain a grave and warning
lesson of the deadly effects of tampering
or compromising with unsound doctrines,

and deviating into new and dangerous

ways. Father Eudes succeeded in ac-

complishing what the founders of the

Oratory attempted but did not carry out,

though at the cost of much persecution,
and in a way comparatively obscure and

humble. His character was an original

and admirable one, his institute seems to

have been judiciously and solidly organ-
ized, and we both trust and desire that his

successors may carry out the excellent

work which he commenced to the most

ample results. We recommend this life

particularly to all who arc engaged in

similar undertakings.

THE RELIGIOUS STATE ACCORDING TO
THE DOCTRINE OK S. THOMAS. By
Jules Didiot, D.D. Translated from the

French. London : Burns & Dates.

(New York: Sold by The Catholic Pub-

lication Society.)

THE PERFECT LAV-BROTHER. By Felix

Cumplido, S.J. Same publishers.

THE MISTRESS OF NOVICES ENLIGHTKNKI>

UPON HER DUTIES. By M. L'Abbe

Leguay. New York : The Catholic

Publication Society. 1875.

The first of these three books, specially

intended for religious, needs no other

recommendation than its title. The second

is considered by the Jesuits to be one of

the best of its kind, and is equally useful
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for that most excellent class of religious

persons, the Lay-Sisters, as for brothers.

The third will be welcome to the ladies

in charge of the numerous and crowded
novitiates which are the most beautiful

feature in our American Catholic Church,
and, from the recommendations it has

received, we have no doubt will prove

satisfactory, though we have not had
time even to glance at its contents.

MARGARET ROPER. By Agnes Stewart.

London : Burns & Oatcs. 1874. (New
York : Sold by The Catholic Publica-

tion Society.)
Miss Stewart is one of our best female

writers. The sketch she has given of

Margaret Roper, in her usual felicitous

style, is in the main historical, with a

little fictitious coloring to give it life.

CHARACTERISTICS FROM THE WRITINGS
OF JOHN HENRY NEWMAN. Arranged
by W. S. Lilly, with the author's appro-
val. New York : Scribner, Welford &
Armstrong. 1875.

The American publishers have import-
ed their edition at the retail price of $2.50.

It is a London-printed book, which is

all that need be said for its typography.
The selections are miscellaneous and
made with taste and discrimination. The
volume must be welcome to thousands

of admirers of the matchless writings of

a man who is one of the modern glories
of English literature, as well as one of

the brightest ornaments of religion and

the church in the present century. One
of the best portraits of Dr. Newman
which we have seen, an admirably-execut-
ed engraving from a recent photograph, is

a welcome addition to the volume.

THE COMPLETE OFFICE OF HOI.Y WEEK,
according to the Roman Missal and

Breviary, in Latin and English. New
and revised edition. New York : The
Catholic Publication Society. 1875.

This little book will be found very
useful to those of the laity who have an

opportunity of attending Ihe Holy Week
services, and it will also be interesting

to those who may wish to know what

those services are which so occupy the

church during the
" Great Week," as the

work contains all the devotions of Holy
Week, with the day and night office. There

is an abundance of spiritual reading in

the Scripture lessons and prophecies, so

that those whose duties prevent them

from attending the services may reap

much profit by a perusal of the offices at

home. Each day is preceded by an In-

troduction, explaining the meaning of the

principal ceremonies. There is also added
the ritual for the blessing of the holy oils,

which is performed by the bishop on

Holy Thursday.

PEACE THROUGH THE TRUTH. SECOND
SEKIES. PART I. By Rev. J. Harper,
S.J. London: Burns, Oates& Co. 1875.

(New York : Sold by The Catholic
Publication Society.)
This ponderous volume is employed

with the topic of the Levitical impedi-
ments to matrimony, and its weight of

learning and argument is in proportion
to its size.

THE PHILOSOPHY OF SPIRITUALISM, AND
THE PATHOLOGY AND TREATMENT OF

MF.DIOMANIA. Two Lectures. By
Frederic R. Marvin, M.D., Professor

of Psychological Medicine and Medical

Jurisprudence in the New York Free
Medical College for Women. Read
before the New York Liberal Club,
March 20 and 27, 1874. New York :

Asa K. Butts & Co., Publishers, No.

36 Dey St. 1874.
Asa K. Butts & Co. have published

this small book with a long title in a verv

cheap and economical manner, very well

suited toils scientific and literary value.

It is decidedly theproduction ofa medio-
monomaHiac.

ON THE WING: A SOUTHERN FLIGHT. By
the Hon. Mrs. Alfred Montgomery,
author of The Bucklyn Shaig, Mine Own
Familiar Friend, The Wrong Man, etc.

London: Hurst & Blackett. 1875.
Those of our readers who enjoyed this

"
flight" during the summer and autumn

in the pages of THE CATHOLIC WORLD
will need no assurance from us regarding
the pleasure of the trip. To others we
will simply say that the volume contains

some admirably-told travelling experi-

ences, graphic descriptions of Italian life

and scenery, together with romantic

episodes in which sundry characters, real

or imaginary, pass through a variety of

piquant incidents.

ANNOUNCEMENT. In addition to the

new serial r.lrendy commenced in THE CA-

THOLIC WORLD, we shall begin in the April
number the publication of another story

by the author of "Laughing Dick Cran-

stone,"
" How George Howard was

Cured," etc.
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